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THE ALARM-BELL OF ATRI.

AT Atri in Abruzzo, a small town

Of ancient Roman date, but scant renown,
One of those little places that have run

Half up the hill, beneath a blazing sun,
And then sat down to rest, as if to say,
"I climb no farther upward, come what may";
The Re Giovanni, now unknown to fame,
So many monarchs since have borne the name,
Had a great bell hung in the market-place
Beneath a roof, projecting some small space,

By way of shelter from the sun and rain.

Then rode he through the streets with all his train,

And, with the blast of trumpets loud and long,
Made proclamation, that whenever wrong
Was done to any man, he should but ring
The great bell in the square, and he, the king,
Would cause the Syndic to decide thereon.

Such was the proclamation of King John.

How happily the days in Atri sped,

What wrongs were righted, need not here be said.

Suffice it that, as all things must decay,

The hempen rope at length was worn away,
Unravelled at the end, and, strand by strand,

Loosened and wasted in the ringer's hand,

Till one, who noted this in passing by,

Mended the rope with braids of briony,

So that the leaves and tendrils of the vine

Hung like a votive garland at a shrine.

Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1870, by FIELDS, OSGOOD, & Co., in the Clerk's Office
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VOL. XXVI. NO. 153. I
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By chance it happened that in Atri dwelt

A knight, with spur on heel and sword in belt,

Who loved to hunt the wild-boar in the woods,
Who loved his falcons with their crimson hoods,
Who loved his hounds and horses, and all sports

And prodigalities of camps and courts ;

Loved, or had loved them ;
for at last, grown old,

His only passion was the love of gold.

He sold his horses, sold his hawks and hounds,
Rented his vineyards and his garden-grounds,

Kept but one steed, his favorite steed of all,

To starve and shiver in a naked stall,

And, day by day, sat brooding in his chair,

Devising plans how best to hoard and spare.

At length he said :
" What is the use or need

To keep at my own cost this lazy steed,

Eating his head off in my stables here,

When rents are low and provender is dear?

Let him go feed upon the public ways ;

I want him only for the holidays."

So the old steed was turned into the heat

Of the long, lonely, silent, shadowless street;

And wandered in suburban lanes forlorn,

Barked at by dogs, and torn by brier and thorn.

One afternoon, as in that sultry clime

It is the custom in the summer-time,
With bolted doors, and window-shutters closed,

The inhabitants of Atri slept or dozed j

When suddenly upon their senses fell

The loud alarum of the accusing bell !

The Syndic started from his sweet repose,

Turned on his couch, and listened, and then rose

And donned his robes, and with reluctant pace,
Went panting forth into the market-place,
Where the great bell upon its cross-beam swung,

Reiterating with persistent tongue,
In half-articulate jargon, the old song:
" Some one hath done a wrong, hath done a wrong !

"

But ere he reached the belfry's light arcade,
He saw, or thought he saw, beneath its shade,
No shape of human form, of woman, born,
But a poor steed dejected and forlorn,

Who with uplifted head and eager eye
Was tugging at the vines of briony.
" Domeneddio !

"
cried the Syndic straight,

"This is the Knight of Atri's steed of state!

He calls for justice, being sore distressed,
And pleads his cause as loudly as the best."
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Meanwhile from street and lane a noisy crowd
Had rolled together, like a summer cloud,
And told the story of the wretched beast
In five-and-twenty different ways at least,

With much gesticulation and appeal
To heathen gods, in their excessive zeal.

The Knight was called and questioned ; in reply
Did not confess the fact, did not deny;
Treated the matter as a pleasant jest,

And set at naught the Syndic and the rest,

Maintaining, in an angry undertone,
That he should do what pleased him with his own.

And thereupon the Syndic gravely read

The proclamation of the King ; then said :

"Pride goeth forth on horseback grand and gay,
But cometh back on foot, and begs its way;
Fame is the perfume of heroic deeds,
Of flowers of chivalry and not of weeds !

These are familiar proverbs ; but I fear

They never yet have reached your knightly ear.

What fair renown, what honor, what repute
Can come to you from starving this poor brute ?

He who serves well and speaks not merits more
Than they who clamor loudest at the door.

Therefore the law decrees, that as this steed
Served you in youth, henceforth you shall take heed
To comfort his old age, and to provide
Shelter in stall, and food and field beside."

The Knight withdrew abashed
; the. people all

Led home the steed in triumph to his stall.

The King heard and approved, and laughed in glee,
And cried aloud :

"
Right well it pleaseth me !

Church-bells at best but ring us to the door
;

But go not in to mass
; my bell doth more :

It cometh into court and pleads the cause

Of creatures dumb and unknown to the laws ;

And this shall make, in every Christian clime,

The Bell of Atri famous for all time."

Henry W. Longfellow.
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A SHADOW.

I
SHALL always remember one win-

ter evening, a little before Christ-

mas-time, when I took a long, solitary

walk in the outskirts of the town. The

cold sunset had left a trail of orange

light along the horizon, the dry snow

tinkled beneath my feet, and the early

stars had a keen, clear lustre that

/ matched well with the sharp sound and

the frosty sensation. For some time

I had walked toward the gleam of a

distant window, and as I approached,

the light showed more and more clearly

through the white curtains of a little

cottage by the road. I stopped, on

reaching it, to enjoy the suggestion of

domestic cheerfulness in contrast with

the dark outside. I could not see the

inmates, nor they me ; but something
of human sympathy came from that

steadfast ray.

As I looked, a film of shade kept

appearing and disappearing with rhyth-
mic regularity in a corner of the win-

dow, as if some one might perhaps be

sitting in a low rocking-chair beside

it. Presently the motion ceased, and

suddenly across the curtain came the

shadow of a woman. She raised in her

arms the shadow of a baby, and kissed

it ; then both disappeared, and I walked
on.

What are Raphael's Madonnas but
the shadow of a mother's love, fixed in

permanent outline forever ? Here the

group actually moved upon the canvas.

The curtains which hid it revealed it.

The ecstasy of human love passed in

brief, intangible panorama before me.
It was something seen, yet unseen

;

airy, yet solid
;
a type, yet a reality ;

fugitive, yet destined to last in my
memory while I live. It said more to

me than would any Madonna of Ra-

phael's, for his mother never kisses

her child. I believe I have never

passed over that road since then, never
seen the house, never heard the names
of its occupants. Their character, their

history, their fate, are all unknown.
But these two will always stand for me
as disembodied types of humanity, the

Mother and the Child, they seem nearer

to me than my immediate neighbors,

yet they are as ideal and impersonal as

the goddesses of Greece or as Plato's

archetypal man.

I know not the parentage of that

child, whether black or white, native or

foreign, rich or poor. It makes no dif-

ference. The presence of a baby equal-
izes all social conditions. On the floor

of some Southern hut, scarcely so com-

fortable as a dog-kennel, I have seen

a dusky woman look down upon her

infant with such an expression of de-

light as painter never drew. No social

culture can make a mother's face more
than a mother's, as no wealth can make
a nursery more than a place where chil-

dren dwell. Lavish thousands of dol-

lars on your baby-clothes, and after all

the child is prettiest when every gar-
ment is laid aside. That becoming
nakedness, at least, may adorn the

chubby darling of the poorest home.

I know not what triumph or despair

may have come and gone through that

wayside house since then, what jubilant

guests may have entered, what lifeless

form passed out. What anguish or

what sin may have come between that

woman and that child ; through what

worlds they now wander, and whether

separate or in each other's arms, this

is all unknown. Fancy can picture

other joys to which the first happiness
was but the prelude, and, on the other

hand, how easy to imagine some spe-

cial heritage of human woe and call it

theirs !

"
I thought of times when Pain might be thy guest,

Lord of thy house and hospitality ;

And Grief, uneasy lover, might not rest

Save when he sat within the touch of thee."

Nay, the foretaste of that changed
fortune may havo been present, even ia

the kiss. Who knows what absorbing
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emotion, beside love's immediate im- children. I know at least that neither

pulse, may have been uttered in that the gayeties and boundless hopes of

shadowy embrace ? There may have early life, nor the more grave pursuits
been some contrition for ill-temper or and deeper affections of later years, are

neglect, or some triumph over ruinous by any means comparable in my recol-

temptation, or some pledge of immor- lection with the serene, yet lively pleas-
tal patience, or some heart-breaking ure of seeing my children playing on

prophecy of bereavement. It may have the grass, enjoying their little temper-
been simply an act of habitual ten- ate supper, or repeating 'with holy
derness, or it may have been the wild look '

their simple prayers, and undress-
reaction toward a neglected duty ; the ing for bed, growing prettier for every
renewed self-consecration of the saint, part of their dress they took off, and at

or the joy of the sinner that repenteth ? last lying down, all freshness and love,
No matter. She kissed the baby. The in complete happiness, and an amiable

feeling of its soft flesh, the busy strug- contest for mamma's last kiss."

gle of its little arms between her hands, That kiss welcomed the child into a
the impatient pressure of its little feet world where joy predominates. The
against her knees, these were the same, vast multitude of human beings enjoy
whatever the mood or circumstance existence and wish to live. They all

beside. They did something to equal-
ize joy and sorrow, honor and shame.

have their earthly life under their own
control. Some religions sanction sui-

Maternal love is love, whether a wo- cide ; the Christian Scriptures nowhere
man be a wife or only a mother. Only explicitly forbid it

;
and yet it is a rare

a mother ! thing. Many persons sigh for death

The happiness beneath that roof may, when it seems far off, but the inclina-

perhaps, have never reached so high a tion vanishes when the boat upsets, or

point as at that precise moment of my the locomotive runs off the track, or

passing. In the coarsest household, the measles set in. A wise physician
the mother of a young child is placed on once said to me : "I observe that every
a sort of pedestal of care and tender- one wishes to go to heaven, but I ob-

ness, at least for a time. She resumes serve that most people are willing to

something of the sacredness and dignity take a great deal of very disagreeable,
of the maiden. Coleridge ranks as the medicine first." The lives that one

purest of human emotions that of a least envies as of the Digger Indi-

husband towards a wife who has a baby an or the outcast boy in the city are

at her breast, "a feeling how free yet sweet to the living. "They have only
from sensual desire, yet how different a pleasure like that of the brutes,"

from friendship !

" And to the true we say with scorn. But what a racy

mother, however cultivated, or however and substantial pleasure is that ! The

ignorant, this period of early parentage flashing speed of the swallow in the

is happier than all else, in spite of its air, the cool play of the minnow in the

exhausting cares. In that delightful water, the dance of twin butterflies

book, the letters of Mrs. Richard round a thistle-blossom, the thundering

Trench, (mother of the well-known gallop of the buffalo across the prairie,

English writer), the most agreeable nay, the clumsy walk of the grizzly

passage is perhaps that in which, after bear ;
it were doubtless enough to re-

looking back upon a life spent in the ward existence, could we have joy like

most brilliant society of Europe, she such as these, and ask no more. This

gives the palm of happiness to the time is the hearty physical basis of animated

when she was a young mother. She life, and as step by step the savage
writes to her god-daughter :

"
I believe creeps up to the possession of intellec-

it is the happiest time of any woman's tual manhood, each advance brings

life, who has affectionate feelings, and is with it new sorrow and new joy, with

blessed with healthy and well-disposed the joy always leading.
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There are many who will utterly dis-

avow this creed that life is desirable

in itself. A fair woman in a ball-room,

exquisitely dressed, and possessed of

all that wealth could give, once de-

clared to me her belief and I think

honestly that no person over thirty

was consciously happy, or would wish

to live, but for the fear of death. There

could not even be pleasure in one's

children, she asserted, since they were

living in such a world of sorrow. Ask-

ing the opinion, within half an hour, of

another woman as fair and as favored

by fortune, I found directly the oppo-

site verdict.
" For my part I can truly

say," she answered,
" that I enjoy every

moment I live." The varieties of tem-

perament and of physical condition will

always afford us these extremes ; but

the truth lies between them, and most

persons will endure many sorrows and

still find life sweet.

And the mother's kiss welcomes the

child into a world where good predomi-
nates as well as joy. What recreants

must we be, in an age that has abol-

ished slavery in America and popular-
ized the governments of all Europe, if

we doubt that the tendency of man is

upward ! How much that the world

calls selfishness is only generosity with

narrow walls, a too exclusive solici-

tude to maintain a wife in luxury or

make one's children rich ! In an au-

dience of rough people a generous sen-

timent always brings down the house.

In the tumult of war both sides applaud
an heroic deed. A courageous woman,
who had traversed alone, on benevo-
lent errands, the worst parts of New
York, told me that she never felt afraid

except in the solitudes of the country ;

wherever there was a crowd, she found
a protector. A policeman of great ex-

perience once spoke to me with admi-
ration of the fidelity of professional
thieves to each other, and the risks

they would run for the women whom
they loved

; when " Bristol Bill
" was

arrested, he said, there was found upon
the burglar a set of false keys, not quite

finished, by which he would certainly,
within twenty-four hours, have had his

mistress out of jail. Parent-Duchate-

let found always the remains of mod-

esty among the fallen women of Paris

hospitals ;
and Mayhew, amid the Lon-

don outcasts, says that he thinks bet-

ter of human nature every day. Even

among politicians, whom it is our

American fashion to revile as the chief

of sinners, there is less of evil than of

good. In Wilberforce's " Memoirs "

there is an account of his having once
asked Mr. Pitt whether his long expe-
rience as Prime Minister had made him
think well or ill of his fellow-men. Mr.

Pitt answered,
" Well "

; and his suc-

cessor, Lord Melbourne, being asked

the same question, answered, after a

little reflection,
" My opinion is the

same as that of Mr. Pitt."

Let us have faith. It was a part of

the vigor of the old Hebrew tradition

to rejoice when a man-child was born

into the world ; and the maturer

strength of nobler ages should rejoice

over a woman-child as well. Nothing
human is wholly sad, until it is effete

and dying out. Where there is life

there is promise. "Vitality is always

hopeful," was the verdict of the most

refined and clear-sighted woman who
has yet traversed the rough mining vil-

lages of the Rocky Mountains. There

is apt to be a certain coarse virtue in

rude health
;

as the Germanic races

were purest when least civilized, and

our American Indians did not unlearn

chastity till they began to decay. But

even where vigor and vice are found

together, they still may hold a promise
for the next generation. Out of the

strong cometh forth sweetness. Paris-

ian wickedness is not so discouraging

merely because it is wicked, as from

a suspicion that it is draining the

life-blood of the nation. A mob of

miners or of New York bullies may
be uncomfortable neighbors, and may
make a man of refinement hesitate

whether to stop his ears or to feel for

his revolver ; but they hold more prom-
ise for the coming generations than the

line which ends in Madame Bovary or

the Vicomte de Camors.

But behind that cottage curtain, at
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any rate, a new and prophetic life had

begun. I cannot foretell that child's

future, but I know something of its

past. The boy may grow up into a

criminal, the woman into an outcast,

yet the baby was beloved. It came
"not in utter nakedness." It found it-

self heir of the two prime essentials of

existence, life and love. Its first

possession was a woman's kiss
; and in

that heritage the most important need
of its career was guaranteed. "An
ounce of mother," says the Spanish

proverb,
" is worth a pound of clergy."

Jean Paul says that in life every suc-

cessive influence affects us less and

less, so that the circumnavigator of the

globe is less influenced by all the na-

tions he has seen than by his nurse.

Well may the child imbibe that rever-

ence for motherhood which is the first

need of man. Where woman is most
a slave, she is at least sacred to her

son. The Turkish sultan must pros-
trate himself at the door of his mother's

apartments, and were he known to have
insulted her, it would make his throne

tremble. Among the savage African

Touaricks, if two parents disagree, it is

to the mother that the child's obedience

belongs. Over the greater part of the

earth's surface, the foremost figures in

all temples are the Mother and Child.

Christian and Buddhist nations, num-

bering together two thirds of the

world's population, unite in this wor-

ship. Into the secrets of the ritual

that baby in the window had already
received initiation.

And how much spiritual influence

may in turn have gone forth from that

little one. The coarsest father gains a

new impulse to labor from the moment
of his baby's birth ; he scarcely sees it

when awake, and yet it is with him all

the time. Every stroke he strikes is

for his child. New social aims, new
moral motives, come vaguely up to him.

The London costermonger told May-
hew that he thought every man would

like his child to have a better start in

the world than himself. After all, there

is no tonic like the affections. Philos-

ophers express wonder that the divine

laws should give to some young girl,

almost a child, the custody of an im-

mortal soul. But what instruction the

baby brings to the mother ! She learns

patience, self-control, endurance ; her

very arm grows strong, so that she can
hold the dear burden longer than the

father can. She learns to understand

character, too, by dealing with it. "la

training my first children," said a wise

mother to me,
"

I thought that all were

born just the same, and that I was

wholly responsible for what they should

become. I learned by degrees that each

had a temperament of its own, which

I must study before I could teach it."

And thus, as children grow older, their

dawning instincts guide those of the

parents ;
their questions suggest new

answers, and to have loved them is a

liberal education.

For the height of heights is love.

The philosopher dries into a skeleton

like that he investigates, unless love

teaches him. He is blind among his

microscopes, unless he sees in the

humblest human soul a revelation that

dwarfs all the world beside. While he

grows gray in ignorance among his

crucibles, every girlish mother is being
illuminated by every kiss of her child.

That house is so far sacred, which

holds within its walls this new-born

heir of eternity. But to dwell on these

high mysteries would take us into

depths beyond the present need of

mother or of child, and it is better that

the greater part of the baby-life should

be that of an animated toy.

Perhaps it is well for all of us that

we should live mostly on the surfaces of

things and should play with life, to avoid

taking it too hard. In a nursery the

youngest child is a little more than a
,

doll, and the doll is a little less than a

child. What spell does fancy weave

on earth like that which the one of

these small beings performs for the oth-

er ? This battered and tattered doll,

this shapeless, featureless, possibly leg-

less creature, whose mission it is to be

dragged by one arm, or stood upon its

head in the bathing-tub, until it finally

reverts to the rag-bag whence it came,
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what an affluence of breathing life is

thrown around it by one touch of dawn-

ing imagination ! Its little mistress

will find all joy unavailing without its

sympathetic presence, will confide every

emotion to its pen-and-ink ears, and

will weep passionate tears if its ex-

tremely soiled person is pricked when

its clothes are mended. What psychol-

ogist, what student of the human heart,

has ever applied his subtile analysis to

the emotions of a child toward her

doll?

I read lately the charming autobiog-

raphy of a little girl of eight years,

written literally from her own dictation.

Since " Pet Marjorie
"

I have seen

no such actual self-revelation on the

part of a child. In the course of her

narration she describes, with great pre-

cision and correctness, the travels of

the family through Europe in the pre-

ceding year, assigning usually the place
of importance to her doll, who appears

simply as " My Baby." Nothing can

be more grave, more accurate, more

serious than the whole history, but

nothing in it seems quite so real and

alive as the doll. "When we got to

Nice, I was sick. The next morning
the doctor came, and he said I had

something that was very much like

scarlet fever. Then I had Annie take

care of baby, and keep her away, for I

was afraid she would get the fever.

She used to cry to come to me, but I

knew it wouldn't be good for her."

What firm judgment is 'here, what
tenderness without weakness, what dis-

creet motherhood ! When Christmas

came, it appears that baby hung up
her stocking with the rest. Her de-

voted parent had bought for her a slate

with a real pencil. Others provided
thimble and scissors and bodkin and a

spool of thread, and a travelling-shawl
with a strap, and a cap with tarlatan

ruffles.
"

I found baby with the cap
on -early in the morning, and she was
so pleased she almost jumped out of

my arms." Thus in the midst of visits

to the Coliseum and St. Peter's, the

drama of early affection goes always
on. "

I u-sed to take her to hear the

band, in the carriage, and she went

everywhere I did."

But the love of all dolls, as of other

pets, must end with a tragedy, and here

it comes. " The next place we went to

was Lucerne. There was a lovely lake

there, but I had a very sad time. One

day I thought I 'd take baby down to

breakfast, and, as I was going up stairs,

my foot slipped and baby broke her

head. And O, I felt so bad ! and I

cried out, and I ran up stairs to Annie,
and mamma came, and O, we were all

so sorry ! And mamma said she thought
I could get another head, but I said,

'
It

won't be the same baby.' And mamma
said, maybe we could make it seem
so."

At this crisis the elder brother and sis-

ter departed for Mount Righi.
"
They

were going to stay all night, and mam-
ma and I stayed at home to take care of

each other. I felt very bad about baby
and about their going, too. After they

went, mamma and I thought we would

go to the little town and see what we
could find." After many difficulties, a

waxen head was discovered. " Mamma
bought it, and we took it home and put
it on baby ; but I said it was n't like

my real baby, only it was better than

having no child at all !

"

This crushing bereavement, this re-

luctant acceptance of a child by adop-

tion, to fill the vacant heart, how
real and formidable is all this rehear-

sal of the tragedies of maturer years !

I knew an instance in which the last

impulse of ebbing life was such a

gush of imaginary motherhood. A
dear young friend of mine, whose sweet

charities prolong into a third genera-
tion the unbounded benevolence of old

Isaac Hopper, used to go at Christmas-

time with dolls and other gifts to the

poor children on Randall's Island.

Passing the bed of a little girl whom the

physician pronounced to be unconscious

and dying, the kind visitor insisted on

putting a doll into her arms. Instantly

the eyes of the little invalid opened,
and she pressed the gift eagerly to her

heart, murmuring over it and caressing
it. The matron afterwards wrote that
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the child died within two hours, wear-

ing a happy face, and still clinging to

her new-found treasure.

And beginning with this transfer of

all human associations to a doll, the

child's life interfuses itself readily

among all the affairs of the elders.

When it appears, formality vanishes ;

the most oppressive ceremonial is a

little relieved when children enter.

Their presence is pervasive and irre-

sistible, like that of water, which adapts

itself to any landscape, always takes

its place, welcome or unwelcome,

keeps its own level ahd seems always
to have its natural and proper margin.
Out of doors how children mingle with

nature, and seem to begin just where

birds and butterflies leave off! Leigh

Hunt, with his delicate perceptions,

paints this well :
" The voices of chil-

dren seem as natural to the early morn-

ing as the voice of the birds. The sud-

denness, the lightness, the loudness,

the sweet confusion, the sparkling gay-

ety, seem alike in both. The sudden

little jangle is now here and now there ;

and now a single voice calls to another,

and the boy is off like the bird." So

Heine, with deeper thoughtfulness, no-

ticed the "
intimacy with the trees

" of

the little wood-gatherer in the Hartz

Mountains ;
soon the child whistled

like a linnet, and the other birds all

answered him ; then he disappeared in

the thicket with his bare feet and his

bundle of brushwood. "
Children,"

thought Heine, "are younger than

we, and can still remember the time

when they were trees or birds, and

can therefore understand and speak
their language ; but we are grown old,

and have too many cares, and too

much jurisprudence and bad poetry in

our heads."

But why go to literature for a recog-

nition of what one may see by opening
one's eyes ? Before my window there

is a pool, two rods square, that is

haunted all winter by children, clear-

ing away the snow of many a storm,

if need be, and mining downward till

they strike the ice. I look this morn-

ing from the window, and the pond is

bare. In a moment I happen to look

again, and it is covered with a swarm
of boys ;

a great migrating flock has
settled upon it, as if swooping down
from parts unknown to scream and

sport themselves here. The air is

full of their voices
; they have all

tugged on their skates instantaneously,
as it were by magic. Now they are in a

confused cluster, now they sweep round

and round in a circle, now it is broken

into fragments and as quickly formed

again ; games are improvised and

abandoned ; there seems to be no

plan or leader, but all do as they please,

and yet somehow act in concert, and

all chatter all the time. Now they
have alighted, every one, upon the bank

of snow that edges the pond, each

scraping a little hollow in which to

perch. Now every perch is vacant

again, for they are all in motion
;
each

moment increases the jangle of shrill

voices, since a boy's outdoor whis-

per to his nearest crony is as if he

was hailing a ship in the offing, and

what they are all saying can no more

be made out than if they were a flock

of gulls or blackbirds. I look away
from the window once more, and when

I glance out again there is not a boy in

sight. They have whirled away like

snowbirds, and the little pool sleeps

motionless beneath the cheerful wintry

sun. Who but must see how gradually

the joyou life of the animal rises

through childhood into man, since

the soaring gnats, the glancing fishes,

the sliding seals are all represented in

this mob of half-grown boyhood just

released from school.

If I were to choose among all gifts

and qualities that which, on the whole,

makes life pleasantest, I should select

the love of children. No circumstance

can render this world wholly a solitude

to one who has this possession. It is

a freemasonry. Wherever one goes,

there are the little brethren and sisters

of the mystic tie. No diversity of race

or tongue makes much difference. A
smile speaks the universal language.
" If I value myself on anything," said

the lonely Hawthorne, "it is on hav-
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ing a smile that children love." They
are such prompt little beings, too ; they

require so little prelude ;
hearts are

won in two minutes, at that frank pe-

riod, and so long as you are true to

them they will be true to you. They
use no argument, no bribery. They
have a hearty appetite for gifts, no

doubt, but it is not for these that they

love the giver. Take the wealth of the

world and lavish it with counterfeited

affection : I will win all the children's

hearts away from you by empty-handed
love. The gorgeous toys will dazzle

them for an hour ;
then their instincts

will revert to their natural friends. In

visiting a house where there are chil-

dren I do not like to take them pres-

ents : it is better to forego the pleasure
of the giving than to divide the wel-

come between yourself and the gift.

Let that follow after you are gone.
It is an exaggerated compliment to

women when we ascribe to them alone

this natural sympathy with childhood. It

is an individual, not a sexual trait, and

is stronger in many men than in many
women. It is nowhere better exhibited

in literature than where the happy
Wilhelm Meister takes his boy by the

hand, to lead him " into the free and

lordly world." Such love is not uni-

versal among the other sex, though
men, in that humility which so adorns
their natures, keep up the pleasing fic-

tion that it is. As a general rule any
little girl feels some glimmerings of

emotion towards anything that can

pass for a doll, but it does not follow

that, when grown older, she will feel

as ready an instinct toward every child.

Try it. Point out to a woman some bun-
dle of blue-and-white or white-and-scar-

let in some one's arms at the next street

corner. Ask her,
" Do you love that

baby?" Not one woman in three will

say promptly,
" Yes." The others will

hesitate, will bid you wait till they are

nearer, till they can personally inspect
the little thing and take an inventory of

its traits
;
it may be dirty, too

;
it may be

diseased. Ah, but this is not to love

children, and you might as well be a
man. To love children is to love child-

hood, instinctively, at whatever distance,
the first impulse being one of attraction,

though it may be checked by later dis-

coveries. Unless your heart commands
at least as long a range as your eye, it

is not worth much. The dearest saint

in my calendar never entered a railway
car that she did not look round for a

baby, which, when discovered, must

always be won at once into her arms.

If it was dirty, she would have been

glad to bathe it
;

if ill, to heal it
; it

would not have seemed to her anything

worthy the name of love, to seek only
those who were wholesome and clean.

Like the young girl in Holmes's most

touching poem, she would have claimed

as her own the outcast child whom
nurses and physicians had abandoned.

" 'Take her, dread Angel ! Break in love

This bruised reed and make it thine !
'

No voice descended from above,

But Avis answered,
' She is mine !

' "

When I think of the self-devotion

which the human heart can contain,

of those saintly souls that are in love

with sorrow, and that yearn to shelter

all weakness and all grief, it inspires

an unspeakable confidence that there

must also be an instinct of parentage

beyond this human race, a heart of

hearts, cor cordium. As we all crave

something to protect, so we long to

feel ourselves protected. We are all

infants before the Infinite ;
and as I

turned from that cottage window to the

resplendent sky, it was easy to fancy
that mute embrace, that shadowy sym-
bol of affection, expanding from the

narrow lattice till it touched the stars,

gathering every created soul into the

arms of Immortal Love.

T. W. Higginson.
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A WOMAN'S PULPIT.

I
FELL to regretting to-day, for the

first time in my life, that I am an old

maid
;
for this reason : I have a very

serious, long, religious story to tell, and
a brisk matrimonial quarrel would have

been such a vivacious, succinct, and
secular means of introducing it.

But when I said, one day last winter,
"

I want some change," it was only
Madchen who suggested, "Wait for

specie payment."
And when I said, for I felt sentimen-

tal, and it was Sunday too,
<4

1 will

offer myself as a missionary in Bos-

ton," I received no more discouraging

reply than,
"

I think I see you ! You 'd

walk in and ask if anything could be

done for their souls to-day ? And if

they said No, you 'd turn around and
come out !

"

And when I urged, "The country
heathen requires less courage ;

I will

offer myself in New Vealshire," I was
met by no louder lion than the in-

sinuation,
"
Perhaps I meant to turn

Universalist, then ?
"

" Madchen !

" said
..I,

"
you know

better !

"

"
Yes," said Madchen.

"And you know I could preach as

well as anybody !

"

"
Yes," said Madchen.

"Well!" said I.

" Well !

" said Madchen.

So that was all that was said about

it. For Madchen is a woman and
minds her own business.

It should be borne in mind, that I

am a woman "
myself, Mr. Copperfull,"

and that the following correspondence,
now for the first time given to the pub-

lic, was accordingly finished and filed,

before Madchen ever saw or thought
of it.

This statement is not at all to the

point of my purpose, further than that

it may have, as I suppose, some near

or remote bearings, movable on springs
to demand, upon the business abilities

by which, as nearly as I can make
out, is meant the power of holding
one's tongue of the coming woman,
and that I am under stress of oath

never to allow an opportunity to es-

cape me, of strewing my garments in

the way of her distant, royal feet.

*' To be sparing," as has been said,
" of prefatory, that is to say, of condem-

natory remarking," I append at once
an accurate vellum copy of the valuable

correspondence in question.

HERCULES, February 28, 18 .

SECRETARY OF THE NEW VEALSHIRE
HOME MISSIONARY SOCIETY.

REVEREND AND DEAR SIR : I am
desirous of occupying one of your va-

cant posts of ministerial service : place
and time entirely at your disposal. I am
not a college graduate, nor have I yet

applied for license to preach. I am,
however, I believe, the possessor of a

fair education, and of some slight ex-

perience in usefulness of a kind akin to

that which I seek under your auspices,
as well as of an interest in the neglected

portions of New England, which ought
to warrant me success in an attempt to

serve their religious welfare.

For confirmation of these statements

I will refer you, if you like, to the Rev.

Dr. Dagon of Dagonsville, and to Pro-

fessor Tacitus of Sparta.
An answer at your earliest conven-

ience, informing me if you are dis-

posed to accept my services, and giv-

ing me details of terms and times, will

oblige,
Yours respectfully,

J. W. BANGS.

HARMONY, N. V., March 5, 18-.

J. W. BANGS, ESQ.

MY DEAR SIR : Your lack of colle-

giate education is an objection to your

filling one of our stations, but not an

insurmountable one. I like your letter,

and am inclined to think favorably of

the question of accepting your services.

I should probably send you among the
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Gray Hills, and in March. We pay six

dollars a week and " found." Will this

be satisfactory ? Let me hear from

you again.

Truly yours,
Z. Z. ZANGROW,

Sect. N. V. H. M. S.

P. S. I have been too busy as yet to

pursue your recommendations, but have

no doubt that they are satisfactory.

HERCULES, March 9, 18 .

REV. DR. ZANGROW.

DEAR SIR : Yours of the 5th is at

hand. Terms are satisfactory. I neg-
lected to mention in my last that I am
a woman.

Yours truly,

JERUSHA W. BANGS.

HARMONY, N. V., March 9, 18 .

JERUSHA W. BANGS.

DEAR MADAM : You have played
me an admirable joke. Regret that I

have no time to return it.

Yours very sincerely,

Z. Z. ZANGROW, Sect.

HERCULES, March nth.

DEAR SIR : I was never more in

earnest in my life.

Yours,

J. W. BANGS.

HARMONY, March i4th.

DEAR MADAM : I am sorry to hear

it

Yours,
Z. Z. ZANGROW.

HERCULES, March 15, 18 .

REV. DR. ZANGROW.

MY DEAR SIR : After begging your
pardon for encroaching again upon
your time and patience, permit me to

inquire if you are not conscious of some

slight we will call it by its mildest

possible cognomen inconsistency in

your recent correspondence with me ?

By your own showing, I am individual-

ly and concretely qualified for the busi-

ness in question ;
I am generally and

abstractly beyond its serious recogni-
tion. As an educated American Chris-

tian, I am capable, by the word that

goeth forth out of my mouth, of saving
the Vealshire Mountain soul. As an

educated American Christian woman, I

am remanded by the piano and the cro-

chet-needle to the Hercules parlor soul.

You will or you would, if it fell to

your lot send me under the feminine

truce flag of " teacher "
into Virginia to

speak on Sabbath mornings to a pro-
miscuous audience of a thousand ne-

groes : you forbid me to manage a score

of White - Mountaineers. Mr. Spur-

geon's famous lady parishioner may
preach to a " Sabbath-school class " of

seven hundred men : you would deny
her the scanty hearing of your mission

pulpits.

My dear sir, to crack a hard argu-

ment, you have, in the words of Sir

William the logical,
" mistaken the as-

sociations of thought for the connec-

tions of existence." If you will ap-

point me a brief meeting at your own
convenience in your own office in Har-

mony, I shall not only be very much in

debt to your courtesy, but I shall con-

vince you that you ought to send me
into New Vealshire.

Meantime I am

Sincerely yours,

J. W. BANGS.

HARMONY, March 18, 18 .

MY DEAR Miss BANGS : You are

probably aware that, while it is not un-

common in the Universalist pulpit to

find the female preacher, she is a speci-

men of humanity quite foreign to Or-

thodox ecclesiastical society.

I will confess to you, however (since

you are determined to have your own

way), that I have expressed in our hur-

ried correspondence rather a denomi-

national and professional than an in-

dividual opinion.
I can give you fifteen minutes on

Tuesday next at twelve o'clock in my
office, No. 41 Columbia Street.

It will at least give me the pleasure
to make your personal acquaintance,

whether I am able or not to gratify

your enthusiastic and somewhat eccen-

tric request.
I am, my dear madam,

Cordially yours,
Z. Z. ZANGROW, Sect.
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I went, I saw, I conquered. I stayed
fifteen minutes, just. I talked twelve of

them. The secretary sat and drummed

meditatively upon the table for the

other three. He was a thin man in a

white cravat. Two or three other thin

men in white cravats came in as I

was about to leave. The secretary

whispered to them ; they whispered
to the secretary : they and the secre-

tary looked at me. Somebody shook

his head : somebody else shook his

head. The secretary, drumming, smiled.

Drumming and smiling, he bowed me

out, merely remarking that I should hear

from him in the course of a few days.
In the course of a few days I heard

from him. I have since acquired a

vague suspicion, which did not dawn at

the time upon my broadest imagination,
that the secretary sent me into New
Vealshire as a private, personal, meta-

physical speculation upon the woman

question, and that the New Vealshire

Home Missionary Society would soon-

er have sent me to heaven.

However that may be, I received

from the secretary the following :

HARMONY, N. V., March 23, 18 .

DEAR Miss BANGS : I propose to

send you as soon as possible to the

town of Storm, New Vealshire, to oc-

cupy on trial, for a few weeks, a small

church long unministered to, nearly

extinct. You will be met at the sta-

tion by a person of the name of Dob-

bins, with whom I shall make all ne-

cessary arrangements for your board

and introduction.

When can you go ?

Yours, etc.,

Z. Z. ZANGROW, Sect.

HERCULES, March 24, 18 .

MY DEAR DR. ZANGROW : I can

go to-morrow.

Yours, etc.,

J. W. BANGS.

A telegram from the secretary, how-

ever, generously allowed me three days
"to pack." If I had been less kindly

entreated at his hands, I should have

had nothing to pack but my wounded

dignity. I always travel in a bag.

Did he expect me to preach out a Sar-

atoga trunkful of flounces ? I explo-

sively demanded of Madchen ?

" He is a man," said Madchen, sooth-

ingly, "and he hasn't behaved in the

least like one. Don't be hard upon
him."

I relented so far as to pack a lace

collar and an extra paper of hairpins.
Madchen suggested my best bonnet.

I am sorry to say that I locked her out

of the room.

For the benefit of any of my sex who

may feel induced to follow in my foot-

steps, I will here remark that I packed
one dress, Barnes on Matthew, Ols-

hausen on something else, a Tischen-

dorff Testament, Madchen's little Eng-
lish Bible, Jeremy Taylor (Selections),

and my rubber boots. Also, that my
bag was of the large, square species,

which gapes from ear to ear.

" It is n't here," said Madchen, pa-

tiently, as I locked the valise.

"Madchen," said I, severely, "if you
mean my Florentine, I am perfectly

aware of it. I am going to preach in

black ties, always !

"

" Storm !

" said Madchen, concisely.

As that was precisely what I was do-

ing, to the best of my abilities, I re-

garded Madchen confusedly, till I saw

the Pathfinder on her knees, her elbows

on the Pathfinder, and her chin in her

hands.

"It isn't here," repeated Madchen,
"nor anything nearer to it than Whirl-

wind. That's in the eastern part of

Connecticut."

I think the essentially feminine fancy

will before this have dwelt upon the

fact that the secretary's letter was not,

to say the least of it, opulent in direc-

tions for reaching the village of Storm.

I do not think mine is an essentially

feminine fancy. I am sure this never

had occurred to me.

When it comes to Railway Guides,

I am not, nor did I ever profess to be,

strong-minded. When I trace, never

so patiently, the express to Kamtschat-

ka, I am let out of the Himalaya,

Saturday-night accommodation. If I

aim at a morning call in the Hima-
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layas, I am morally sure to be landed

on the southern peak of Patagonia.

Madchen, you understand, would leave

her card in the Himalayas, if she had to

make the mountains when she got there.

So, when Madchen closed the Path-

finder with a snap of despair, I accepted
her fiat without the wildest dream of

disputing it, simply remarking that

perhaps the conductor would know.
"
Undoubtedly," said Madchen, with

her scientific smile. "Tell him you
are going to see Mr. Dobbin of New
Vealshire. He cannot fail to set you
down at his back door."

He did, or nearly. If I cannot travel

on paper, I can on iron. Although in

the Pathfinder's index I am bewildered,

routed, non est inventus, "a woman
and an idiot," I can master the patois
of brakemen and the hearts of conduc-

tors with unerring ease. I am sure I

don't know how I got to Storm, and
when I got there I was sure I did n't

know how I was to get back again ;

but the fact remains that I got there.

I repeat it with emphasis. I beg es-

pecially to call the masculine atten-

tion to it. I desire the future historian

of " Woman in the Sacred Desk," as

he playfully skims the surface of anti-

quated opposition to this then long-es-
tablished phase of civilization, to make
a note of it, that there 'was a woman,
and she at the disadvantage of a pio-

neer, who got there.

Before proceeding to a minute ac-

count of my clerical history, I should

like to observe, for the edification of

the curious as well as for the instruc-

tion of the imitative, that I labored
under the disadvantage of ministering
to two separate and distinct parishes,
which it was as impossible to reconcile

as hot coals and parched corn. These
were the Parish Real and the Parish
Ideal. At their first proximity to each

other, my ideal parish hopped in the

corn-popper of my startled imagination,
and, as nearly as I can testify, contin-

ued in active motion till the popper
was full.

Let us, then, in the first place, briefly
consider (you will bear, I am sure,

under the circumstances, with my "
po-

rochial
"

style)

The Parish Ideal.

It was "in the wilderness astray,"
but it abounded in fresh meat and
canned vegetables. Its inhabitants

were heathen, of a cultivated turn of

mind. Its opportunities were infinite,

its demands delicately considerate
; its

temper was amiable, its experience in-

fantine. It numbered a score or so
of souls, women and children for the

most part ; with a few delightful old

men, whose white hairs would go down
in sorrow to the grave, should they
miss, in the afternoon of life, the pro-

tecting shade of my ministrations. I

collected my flock in some rude tene-

ment, a barn perhaps, or antiquated

school-house, half exposed to the fury
of the elements, wholly picturesque and

poetical. Among them, but not of

them, at a little table probably, with a

tallow candle, I sat and talked, as the

brooks run, as the clouds fly, as waves
break ; smoothly, as befitted a kind

of New Vealshire conversazione ; elo-

quently, as would Wesley, as would

Whitfield, as would Chalmers, Spur-

geon, Beecher.

Royally but modestly, I ruled their

stormy hearts. (N. B. No pun intended.)

Their rude lives opened, paved with

golden glories, to my magic touch.

Hearts, which masculine wooing would

but have intrenched in their shells of

ignorance and sin, bowed, conquered,
and chained to their own well-being
and the glory of God or their minis-

ter by my woman's fingers. I lived

among them as their idol, and died

for I would die in their service as

their saint. Madchen might stay at

home and make calls. For me, I had

found the arena worthy of my possi-

bilities, and solely created for my hap-

piness.

I wish to say just here, that, accord-

ing to the best information which I can

command, there was nothing particu-

larly uncommon, certainly nothing par-

ticularly characteristic of my sex, in
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this mental pas seul through which I

tripped. I suspect that I was no more
interested in myself, and as much in-

terested in my parishioners, as most

young clergymen. The Gospel minis-

try is a very poor business investment,

but an excellent intellectual one. Your

average pastor must take care of his

own horse, dress his daughter in her

rich relations' cast-off clothing, and

never be able to buy the new Encyclo-

paedia, as well at the end of twenty

years as of two. But he bounds from

his recitation-room into a position of

unquestioned and unquestionable offi-

cial authority and public importance,
in two months. No other profession
offers him this advantage. To be sure,

no other profession enfolds the secret,

silent, tremendous struggles and tri-

umphs, serving and crowning of the

Christian minister, a struggle and
service which no patent business mo-
tive can touch at arm's length ;

a tri-

umph and crown which it is impossible
to estimate by the tests of the bar, the

bench, the lecture-room. But as it is

perfectly well known that this magazine
is never read on Sundays, and that the

introduction of any but "
week-day holi-

ness "
into it would be the ruin of it, J

refrain from pursuing my subject in

any of its finer, inner lights, such as

you can bear, you know, after church,

very comfortably ;
and have only to

bespeak your patience for my delay in

introducing you to

The Parish Real

I arrived there on Saturday night,
at the end of the day, a ten miles'

stage-ride, and a final patch of crooked

railway, in a snow-storm. Somebody
who lectures has somewhere described

the unique sensations of hunting in a

railway station for a " committee " who
never saw you, and whom you never

saw. He should tell you how I found

Mr. Dobbin, for I am sure I cannot. I

found myself landed in a snow-drift

I suppose there was a platform under

it, but I never got so far with three

other women. The three women had

on waterproofs j
I had on a water-

proof. There were four men and a

half, as nearly as I could judge, in

slouched hats, to be seen in or about
the little crazy station. One man, one
of the whole ones, was a ticketed offi-

cial of some kind
; the other two were

lounging against the station walls, mak-

ing a spittoon of my snow-drift
; the

half-man was standing with his hands
in his pockets.

" Was you lookin' for anybody in

partikkelar ?
"

said one of the water-

proofs, thoughtfully, or curiously, as I

stood dismally regarding the prospect.
"Thank you. Yes. Can you tell

me if Mr. Do "

"obbins," said the half-man at this

juncture,
"
Bangs ?

"

Yes, sir."

" New parson ?
"

"Yes, sir."

"That's the talk!" said Mr. Dob-
bins. "

Step right round here, ma'am !

"

"
Right round here," brought us up

against an old buggy sleigh, and an old

horse with patient ears. " Hold on a

spell," said Mr. Dobbins,
"

I '11 put ye
in."

Now Mr. Dobbins was not, as I have

intimated, a large man. Whether he

were actually a dwarf, or whether he

only got so far and stopped, I never

satisfactorily discovered. But at all

events, I could have "
put

" Mr. Dob-

bins into anything twice as comforta-

bly as I could support the reversal of

the process ;
to say nothing of the fact

that the ascent of a sleigh is not at

most a superhuman undertaking. How-

ever, not wishing to wound his feelings,

I submitted to the situation, and Mr.

Dobbins handed me in and tucked me

up, with consummate gallantry. I men-

tion this circumstance, not because I

was prepared for, or expected, or de-

manded, in my ministerial capacity, any

peculiar deference to my sex, but be-

cause it is indicative of the treatment

which, throughout my ministerial expe-

rience, I received.
" Comfortable ?

" asked Mr. Dob-

bins after a pause, as we turned our

faces eastward, towards a lonely land-

scape of billowy gray and white, and in
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the jaws of the storm ;

" 'cause there 's

four miles and three quarters of this.

Tough for a lady."
I assured him that I was quite com-

fortable, and that if the weather were

tough for a lady, I was too.
" You don't !

"
said Mr. Dobbins.

Another pause followed, after which

Mr. Dobbins delivered himself of the

following :

" Been at the trade long ?
"

" Of preaching ? Not long."
*' Did n't expect it, you know "

(con-

fidentially).
" Not such a young un.

Never thought onV
Not feeling called upon to make any

reply to this, I made none, and we
braved in silence the great gulps of

mountain wind that wellnigh swept the

buggy sleigh over.
*' Nor so good lookin', neither," said

Mr. Dobbins, when we had ridden per-

haps half a mile.

This was discouraging. A vision of

Madchen scientifically smiling, of the

Rev. Dr. Z. Z. Zangrow dubiously drum-

ming, of the New Vealshire Home Mis-

sionary Society shaking its head, drift-

ed distinctly by me, in the wild white

whirlpool over Mr. Dobbins's hat.

Were my professional prospects to be

gnawed at the roots by a dispensation
of Providence for which I was, it would
be admitted by the most prejudiced,
not in the least accountable ? Were
the Universalist clergywomen never

young and "good lookin' ?
"

I did not ask Mr. Dobbins the ques-
tion, but his next burst of eloquence
struck athwart it thus :

" Had 'em here in spots, ye see ;

Spiritooalist and sech. There 's them as

thinks 't ain't scriptooral in women folks

to hev a hand in the business, noway.
Then ag'in there's them as feels very
like the chap whose wife took to beatin'

of him
;

'
It amuses her, and it don't

hurt me.' Howsomever, there 's them
as jest as lieves go to meetin' as not,
when there 's nothin' else goin' on.

Last one brought her baby, and her
husband he sat with his head ag'in the

door, arni Iteld it."

To these consoling observations Mr.

Dobbins added, I believe, but two oth-

ers in the course of our four miles

and three quarters' drive ; these were

equally cheering :

"
S'pose you know you 're ticketed

to Samphiry's."
I was obliged to admit that I had

never so much as heard a rumor of the

existence of Samphiry.
" Cousin of mine," explained Mr.

Dobbins,
" on the mother's side. Chil-

dren got the mumps down to her place.
Six on 'em."

It will be readily inferred that Mr.
Dobbins dropped me in the drifts about

Samphiry's front door, in a subdued
state of mind. Samphiry greeted me
with a sad smile. She was a little yel-
low woman in a red calico apron. Six

children, in various picturesque stages
of the disease which Mr. Dobbins had

specified, hung about her.
" Law me, child !

" said Samphiry,
when she had got me in by the fire,

taken my dripping hat and cloak, and
turned me full in the dying daylight
and living firelight.

"
Why, I don't be-

lieve you 're two year older than Mary
Ann !

"

Mary Ann, an overgrown child of

perhaps seventeen, in short dresses

buttoned up behind, sat with her mouth

open, and looked at me during the ex-

pression of this encouraging compari-
son.

I assumed my severest ministerial

gravity and silence, but my heart was

sinking.
I had salt-pork and barley bread for

supper, and went to bed in a room
where the ice stood on my hair all

night, where I wrapped it around my
throat as a preventive of diphtheria.

I was prepared for hardship, however,
and bore these little physical inconven-

iences bravely ;
but when one of Mary

Ann's brothers, somewhere in the ex-

tremely small editions, cried aloud from

midnight to five A. M., and Samphiry

apologized for the disturbance the next

morning on this wise:" Hope you
was n't kept awake last night, I'm sure.

They generally cry for a night or two

before they get through with it. If
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you 'd been a man - minister now, I

don't s'pose I should have dared to

undertake the keep of you, with mumps
in the house

;
but it 's so different with

a woman
;
she 's got so much more

fellow-feeling for babies
;

I thought you
would n't mind !

"
I confess that my

heart dropped
"
deeper than did ever

plummet sound." For about ten min-

utes I would rather have been in Her-

cules making calls than in New Veal-

shire preaching the Gospel.
I was aroused from this brief state of

despair, however, by the remembrance
of my now near-approaching profes-
sional duties

;
and after a hot breakfast

(of salt-pork and barley bread), I retired

to my icy room to prepare my mind

appropriately for my morning's dis-

course.

The storm had bent and broken

since early dawn. The sun and the

snow winked blindly at each other.

The great hills lifted haughty heads out

of wraps of ermine and gold. Outlines

in black and gray of awful fissures and

caverns gaped through the mass of

wealthy color which they held. Little

shy, soft clouds fled over these, fright-

ened, one thought ;
now and then a

row of ragged black teeth snapped
them up ;

I could see them struggle
and sink. Which was the more relent-

less, the beauty or the power of the

sight, it were difficult choosing. But

I, preparing to preach my first ser-

mon, and feeling in myself (I hope)
the stillness and smallness of the very

valley of humiliation, did not try to

choose. I could only stand at my win-

dow and softly say,
" Before the moun-

tains were brought forth, THOU art."

I do not know whether Mary Ann
heard me, but when she appeared at

that crisis with my "shaving-water,"
and blushed scarlet, transfixed in the

middle of the room, with her mouth

open, to beg pardon for the mistake,

but " she 'd got kinder used to it with

the last minister, and never thought
till she opened the door and see my
crinoline on the chair !

"
I continued,

with a gentle enthusiasm :

" That is a grand sight, my dear,
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over there. It ought to make one very
good, I think, to live in the face of such
hills as those."

"
I want to know !

"
said Mary Ann,

coming and gaping over my shoulder.
"
Why, I get as used to 'em as I do to

washing-day !

"

I had decided upon extempore
preaching as best adapted to the needs
of my probable audience, and, with my
icy hands in the warm "shaving-water

"

and my eyes on the icy hills, was doing
some rambling thinking about the

Lord's messages and messengers, a

subject which the color and dazzle and

delight of the morning had touched

highly to my fancy; but wondering,

through my slicing of introduction,

firstly, secondly, a, b, c, d, and conclu-

sion, if the rural tenement in which we
should worship possessed a dinner-

bell, or a gong, or anything of that sort,

which could be used as summons to

assemble, and if it were not quite time

to hear the sound, when Mary Ann in-

troduced herself upon the scene again,
to signify that Mr. Dobbins awaited

my pleasure down stairs. Somewhat
confused by this sudden announcement,
I seized my Bible and my hat, and pre-

sented myself promptly but palpitating.
"
Morning," said Mr. Dobbins, with

a pleasant smile. " Rested yet ?
"

I thanked him, and was quite rested.
" You don't !

"
said Mr. Dobbins.

" Wai, you see I come over to say that

meetin' 's gin up for to-day."

"Given up !

"

"
Wai, yes. Ye see there 's such a

heft of snow, and no paths broke, and

seein' it was a gal as was goin' to

preach, me and the other deacon we

thought she'd get her feet wet, or

suthin', and so we 'greed we would n't

ring the bell ! Thought ye 'd be glad

to be let off, after travellin' all day yes-

terday, too !

"

I looked at Mr. Dobbins. Mr. Dob-

bins looked at me. There was a pause.
" Will your paths be broken out by

night ?
"

I asked, with a terrible effort

at self-control.
"
Wai, yes. In spots ; yes ;

middlin'

well."
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Will my audience be afraid of wet-

ting their feet, after the paths are bro-

ken ?
"

" Bless you, no !

" said Mr. Dobbins,

staring,
u
they 're used to 't."

" Then you will please to appoint an

evening service, and ring your bell at

half past six precisely. I shall be

there, and shall preach, if there is no

one but the sexton to hear me. And
next Sabbath you will oblige me by pro-

ceeding with the regular services, what-

ever the weather, without the least

anxiety for my feet."

^
" If you was n't a minister, I should

say you was spunky," said Mr. Dob-

bins, thoughtfully. He regarded me
for some moments with disturbed in-

terest, blindly suspicious that some-

body was offended, but whether pastor
or parishioner he could not make out.

He was still undecided, when he took

to his hat, and I to my
" own sweet

thoughts."
This incident vitally affected my pro-

gramme for the day. It was harrowing,
but it was stirmilative. There was the

inspiration of the rack about it. The
animus of the stake was upon me. I

could die, but I would not surrender.

I would gain the respect of my parish-

ioners, whether well, yes whether

I gained their souls or not ; I am not

ashamed to say it now, partly because

of the true, single, gnawing hunger for

usefulness for usefulness' sake, and for

higher than usefulness' sake, which
came to me afterwards, and which, you
remember, is all left out for the Sun-

day magazines ; partly because the ac-

quisition of my people's respect was a

necessary antecedent to that of their

salvation.

So by help of a fire which I cajoled
from Samphiry, and the shaving-water
which was warmer than the fire, I con-
trived to employ the remainder of the

Sabbath in putting my first sermon upon
paper.

The bell rang, as I had directed, at

half past six. It did not occur to me
at the time that it sounded less like a

dinner-gong than a church-bell of aver-

age size and respectability. I and my

sermon were both quite ready for it,

and I tramped off bravely (in my rub-

ber boots), with Mary Ann as my guide,

through the drifted and drifting paths.
Once more, for the benefit of my sex,
I may be permitted to mention that

I wore a very plain street suit of

black, no crimps, a white collar of linen,

and a black tie ; and that I retained

my outside garment a loose sack

in the pulpit.
" Here we are," said Mary Ann, as I

floundered up half blinded from the

depths of a three-feet drift. Here we
were indeed. If Mary Ann had not

been with me I should have sat down
in the drift, and no, I do not think I

should have cried, but I should have

gasped a little. Why I should have

been horribly unprepared for the sight
of a commodious white church, with a

steeple, and a belfry and stone steps,

and people going up the steps in the

latest frill and the stove-pipe hat, the

reader who has ever tried to patronize
an American seamstress, or give or-

ders to an American servant, or ask

an American mechanic if he sees a

newspaper, must explain. The citi-

zens of Storm might be heathen, but

they were Yankees ; what more could

be said ? Sentence a Yankee into the

Desert of Sahara for life, and out of

the " sandwiches there
" he would con-

trive means to live like " other folks."

However, I did not sit down in the

drift, but went on, with meeting-house
and worshippers all in an unnatural

light like stereoscopic figures, and sat

down in the pulpit ;
a course of con-

duct which had at least one advantage,
it saved me a cold.

Mr. Dobbins, it should be noted,

met me at the church door, and con-

ducted me, with much respect, up the

pulpit stairs. When he left me, I re-

moved my hat and intrenched my beat-

ing heart behind a hymn-book.
It will be understood that, while I

was not unpractised in Sabbath-school

teaching, mission prayer-meeting ex-

hortation,
" remarks "

at sewing-schools,

and other like avenues of religious in-

fluence, of the kind considered suitable
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for my sex, I had never engaged in

anything which could be denominated

public speech ;
and that, when the clear

clang of the bell hushed suddenly, and

the pause on the faces of my audience

there may have been forty of them

warned me that my hour had come,
I was in no wise more ready to meet it

than any Miss A, B, or C, who would

be content to employ life in making
sofa-pillows, but would be quite safe

from putting it to the outre purpose of

making sermons.

So I got through my introductory
exercises with a grim desperation, and

made haste to my sermon. Once with

the manuscript in my hands, I drew

breath. Once having looked my au-

dience fairly in the eye, I was prepared
to conquer or be conquered by it.

There should be no half- way work

between us. So I held up my head

and did my best.

The criticism of that sermon would

be, I suspect, a choice morning's work

for any professor of homiletics in the

country. Its divisions were numer-

ous and startling ;
its introduction oc-

curred just where I thought it would

sound best, and its conclusion was

adjusted to the clock. I reasoned of

righteousness and judgment to come,
in learned phrase. Theology and

metaphysics, exegesis and zoology,

poetry and botany, were impressed lib-

erally into its pages. I quoted Sir

William Hamilton, Strauss, Aristotle,

in liberal allowance. I toyed with the

names of Schleiermacher and Coperni-
cus. I played battledoor and shuttle-

cock with " views " of Hegel and

Hobbes. As nearly as I can recollect,

that sermon was a hash of literature

in five syllables, with a seasoning of

astronomy and Adam.
I had the satisfaction of knowing,

when I read as modestly, reverently,

and as much like an unanointed church-

member as I knew how, a biblical

benediction, and sat down again on

the pulpit cushions, that if I had not

preached the Gospel, I had at least sub-

dued the church-going population of

Storm.

Certain rough-looking fellows, upon
whom I had had my eye since they came

in, there were several of them, grimy
and glum, with keen eyes ;

men who
read Tom Paine, you would say,
and had come in " to see the fun,"

while I must admit that they neither

wept nor prayed, left the house in a

respectful, stupid way that was encour-

aging.
" You gin it to us !

" said Mr. Dob-

bins, enthusiastically.
" Folks is all

upsot about ye. That there was an

eloquent discourse, marm. Why, they
don't see but ye know jest as much as

if ye was n't a woman !
"

And when I touched Mary Ann upon
the shoulder to bring her home, I found

her sitting motionless, not quite stran-

gled stiff. She had made such a cavern

of her mouth, during my impassioned

peroration, that an irreligious boy some-

where within good aim had snapped an

India-rubber ball into it, which had un-

fortunately stuck.

Before night, I had reason to feel as-

sured from many sources that I had

"made a hit" in my corner of New
Vealshire. But before night I had

locked myself into the cool and dark,

and said, as was said of the Charge
of the Six Hundred: "It is magnifi-

cent ; but it is not war !

"

But this is where the Sunday part of

my story comes in again, so it is of no

consequence to us. Suffice it to say that

I immediately appointed a little prayer-

meeting, very much after the manner of

the ideal service, for the following

Wednesday night, in the school-house,

with a little table, and a tallow candle,

too. The night was clear, and the room

packed. The men who read Tom
Paine were there. There were some

old people present who lived out of

walking distance of the church. There

were a few young mothers with very

quiet children. I succeeded in partially

ventilating the room, and chanced on

a couple of familiar hymns. It needed

only a quiet voice to fill and command

the quiet place. I felt very much like

a woman, quite enough like a lady, a

little, I hope, like a Christian too.
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Like the old Greek sages, I "was
not in haste to speak ;

I said only that

which I had resolved to say." The

people listened to me, and prayed as

if they felt the better for it. My meet-

ing was full of success and my heart

of hope.
Arrived at this point in my narrative,

I feel myself in strong sympathy with

the famous historian of Old Mother

Morey. For, when " my story 's just be-

gun," why,
"
now, my story 's done."

" Ce n'est pas la victoire, mais le com-

bat," which is as suitable for autobio-

graphical material, as to " make the

happiness of noble hearts."

From the time of that little Wednes-

day-evening meeting my life in Storm

was a triumph and a joy, in all the bet-

ter meanings that triumph and joy can

hold. My people respected me first

and loved me afterwards. I taught
them a little, and they taught me a

great deal. I brightened a few weeks
of their dulled, drowsy, dejected life :

they will gild years of mine.

I desire especially to record that all

sense of personal embarrassment and

incongruity to the work rapidly left me.

My people at once never remembered
and never forgot that I was a woman.
The rudest of the readers of the "

Age
of Reason "

tipped his hat to me, and
read " Ecce Homo "

to gratify me, and
after that the Gospel of John to gratify
himself.

Every Sabbath morning I read a

plain-spoken but carefully written ser-

mon, which cost me perhaps three days
of brain-labor. Every Sabbath after-

noon I talked of this and that, accord-

ing to the weather and the audience.

Every Wednesday night I sat in the

school-house, behind the little table and
the tallow candle, with the old people and
the young mothers, and the hush, and
the familiar hymns, and lines of hungry
faces down before me that made my
heart ache at one look and bound at the
next. It used to seem to me that the

mountains had rather starved than fed
them. They were pinched, compressed,
shut-down, shut-in faces. All their pos-
sibilities and developments of evil were

those of the dwarf, not of the giant.

They were like the poor little Chinese

monsters, moulded from birth in pitch-
ers and vases ; all the crevices and
contortions of life they filled, stupidly.
Whether it was because, as Mary Ann
said, they "got as used to the mountains
as they did to washing-day," and the pro-
cess of blunting to one grandeur dulled

them to all others, I can only conjecture ;

but of this my New Vealshire experi-
ence convinced me : the temptations to

evil of the city of Paris will bear no

comparison to those of the grandest
solitude that God ever made. It is in

repression, not in extension, that the

danger of disease lies to an immortal

life. No risks equal those of ignorance.
Daniel Webster may or may not escape
the moral shipwrecks of life, but what
chance has an idiot beside him ?

"
It 's enough to make a man wish

he 'd been born a horse in a treadmill

and done with it !

" said Happen to

me one day. Happen was a poor fel-

low on whom I made my first "parish
call

"
;
and I made a great many be-

tween Sunday and Sunday. He lived

five miles out of the village, at the end

of an inexpressible mountain road, in a

gully which lifted a pinched, purple face

to the great Harmonia Range. I made,
with difficulty, a riding-skirt out of my
waterproof, and three miles an hour

out of Mr. Dobbins's horse, and got
to him.

The road crawled up a hill into his

little low brown shanty, and there

stopped. Here he had " farmed it,

man and boy," till the smoke of Vir-

ginia battles puffed over the hills into

his straightforward brown young eyes.
" So I up and into it, marm, two

years on 't tough ;
then back again to

my hoe and my wife and my baby, to

say nothing of the old lady, you see

her through the door there, bedridden

this dozen year, and never a grain of

salt too much for our porridge, I can

tell ye, when one day I 'm out to cut

and chop, ten mile deep in the furrest,

alon' too, and first I know I 'm hit

and down with the trunk of a great

hickory lyin' smash ! along this here leg.
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Suffer ? Well ; it was a day and a half

before they found me ; and another half-

day afore you can get the nighest doc-

tor, you see, over to East Storm. Well,
mebbe he did his best by me, but meb-
be he did n't know no more how to set

a bone nor you do. He vowed there

was n't no fracture there. Fracture !

it was jelly afore his eyes. So he ties

it up and leaves a tumbler of suthin',
and off. Mortified ? Yes. Been here

ever since on this sofy yes. Like-

ly to be here bless you, yes ! My
wife, she tends the farm and the baby
and the old lady and me. Sometimes
we have two meals a day, and again
we don't. When you come to think as

your nighest neighbor 's five mile off,

and that in winter-time, why, I can

see, a-lookin' from my sofy six feet of

snow drifted across that there road to

town, and nought but one woman in

gunshot of you, able to stir for you if

you starve
; why, you feel, sometimes,

now, marm, beggin' your pardon, you
feel like hell ! There 's summer-folks
in their kerridges comes riding by to

see them there hills, and kind enough
to me some of 'em is, . I '11 say that

for 'em, and I hear them a-talk-

ing and chattering among themselves,
about 'the grand sight,' says they.
The d d sight,' says I

;
for I lie on

my sofy and look over their heads,

marm, at things they never see, lines

and bars like, over Harmonia, red-

hot, and criss-cross like prison grates.
Which comes mebbe of layin' and
lookin' so long, and fanciful. They
say, I 'd stand a chance to the hospital
to New York or Boston, mebbe. I hain't

gin it up yet. I 've hopes to go and

try my luck some day. But I suppose
it costs a sight. And my wife, she 's

set her heart on the leg's coming to of

itself, and so we hang along. Some-
times folks send me down books and

magazines and such like. I got short

o' reading this winter and read the

Bible through ; every word, from * In

the beginning 'to 'Amen.' It's quite
a pretty little story-book, too. True?
I don't know about that. Most stories

set up to be true. I s'pose if I was a

parson, and a woman into the bargain,
I should think so."

Among my other parochial discover-

ies, I learned one day, to my exceeding
surprise, that Samphiry who had
been reticent on her family affairs

was the widow of one of my predeces-
sors. She had married him when she
was young and pretty, and he was

young and ambitious,
" Fond of his

book, my dear," she said, as if she had
been talking of some dead child,

" but
slow in speech, like Aaron of old. And
three hundred and fifty dollars was

tight living for a family like ours.

And his heart ran out, and his people,
and maybe his sermons, too. So the

salary kept a-dropping off, twenty-five
dollars at a time, and he couldn't take

a newspaper, besides selling the library

mostly for doctor's bills. And so he

grew old and sick and took to farming
here, without the salary, and baptized
babies and prayed with sick folks free

and willing, and never bore anybody a

grudge. So he died year before last,

and half the valley turned out to bury
him. But that did n't help it any, and
I know you 'd never guess me to be
a minister's widow, as well as you do,

my dear. I 'm all washed out and flat-

tened in. And I can't educate my
children, one of them. If you'll be-

lieve it, I don't know enough to tell

when they talk bad grammar half the

time, and I'd about as lieves they'd
eat with their knives as not. If they

get anything to eat, it 's all I 've got
heart to care. I 've got an aunt down
in Massachusetts, but it 's such a piece
of work to get there. So I suppose we
shall live and die here, and I don't

know but it 's just as well."

What a life it was ! I felt so young,
so crude, so blessed and bewildered

beside it, that I gave out that night, at

evening prayers, and asked Samphiry
to "lead" for herself and me. But I

felt no older, no more finished, no less

blessed or bewildered, when she had

done so.

I should not neglect to mention that

I conducted several funerals while I

was in Storm. I did not know how,
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but I knew how to be sorry, which

seemed to answer the same purpose ;

at least they sought me out for the

object from far and near. On one occa-

sion I was visited by a distant neigh-

bor, with the request that I would bury
his wife. I happened to know that the

dead woman had been once a member

of the Methodist church in East Storm,

whose pastor was alive, active, and a

man.

"Would it not be more suitable," I

therefore suggested, "at least more

agreeable to the feelings of Brother

Hand, if you were to ask him to con-

duct either the whole or a part of the

service ?
"

"Waal, ye see, marm," urged the

widower,
" the cops was partikelar sot

on hevin' you, and as long as I prom-
ised her afore she drawed her last that

you should conduct the business, I

think we 'd better perceed without any
reference to Brother Hand. I 've been

thinking of it over, and I come to the

conclusion that he couldn't take of-

fence on so slight an occasion /"

I had ministered " on. trial
"

to the

people of Storm, undisturbed by Rev.

Dr. Zangrow, who, I suspect, was in

private communication of some sort

with Mr. Dobbins, for a month, a

month of pouting, spring weather, and

long, lazy walks for thinking, and brisk,

bright ones fordoing ;
of growing quite

fond of salt-pork and barley bread ;
of

calling on old, bedridden women, and

hunting up neglected girls, and keeping
one eye on my Tom Paine friends

;
of

preaching and practising, of hoping and

doubting, of struggling and succeeding,
of finding my heart and hands and head
as full as life could hold ; of feeling

that there was a place for me in the

earnest world, and that I was in my
place ; of feeling thankful every day
and hour that my womanhood and my
work had hit and fitted

; of a great

many other things which I have agreed
not to mention here, when one night
the stage brought me a letter which

ran:

HERCULES, April 28, 18 .

MY DEAR : I have the measles.

MADCHEN.
Did ever a woman try to do any-

thing, that some of the children did not

have the measles ?

I felt that fate was stronger than I.

I bowed my head submissively, and

packed my valise shockingly. Some
of the people came in a little knot that

night to say good by. The women
cried and the men shook hands hard.

It was very pleasant and very heart-

breaking. I felt a dismal foreboding

that, once in the clutches of Hercules

and Madchen, I should never see their

dull, dear faces again. I left my sorrow

and my Jeremy Taylor for Happen,
and my rubber-boots for Samphiry.
I tucked the lace collar and the spare

paper of hairpins into Mary Ann's

upper drawer. I begged Mr. Dobbins's

acceptance of Barnes on Matthew,
with the request that he would start a

Sunday school.

In the gray of the early morning the

patient horse trotted me over, with

lightened valise and heavy heart, to the

crazy station. When I turned my head

for a farewell look at my parish, the aw-

ful hills were crossed with Happen's red-

hot bars, and Mary Ann, with her mouth

open, stood in her mother's crumbling
door.

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.
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DRIVES FROM A FRENCH FARM.
II.

BlBRACTE.

IN
the first of these papers I de-

scribed some of the outside appear-
ances of what is going forward on the

summit of Mount Beuvray, where a

determined and enthusiastic antiquary
has spent several summers, and many
bank-notes also, in the study of Gaulish

antiquity. During my stay at his en-

campment, one night, when it was late

enough for us to be sure of uninter-

rupted hours, when the workmen
were asleep in their narrow huts, or had
descended to their families in the valley,

and all picnic parties had returned to the

places whence they came, I begged
M. Bulliot to give me a succinct ac-

count of the great Bibracte controver-

sy. It was, of course, more interest-

ing to me, as I heard it at midnight in

the camp itself, surrounded by Celtic

remains just recently disinterred, and
on the summit of that hill of refuge
whose fortifications I had followed

through forest and broom, than it is

likely to be to readers beyond the broad

Atlantic ; but it is one of the best privi-

leges of literature to bring many minds

into unison with that of the writer, and

an author may, without presumption,
count upon interesting others if only he

has been really interested himself.

Any intelligent person, however little

of an antiquarian, would have felt inter-

ested in my place. My host had given,

year after year, such genuine and unde-

niable proofs of devotion to his great

enterprise, that it was not possible to

listen to him without attention. La-

bors pursued solely for the increase

of the world's knowledge, without any
selfish aim beyond the noble desire to

see one's name attached to a discov-

ery, labors pursued, too, in all but un-

broken silence, without self-assertion,

without the least evidence of vanity,

in patient persistence against calumny,

against unceasing efforts to make them

appear futile and of no account, labors

such as these give weight to a man's
words. And I did not come altogether

unprepared. I had heard the other

side first, especially the constant reas-

sertion of the falsehood that M. Bulliot

had found nothing on the Beuvray, ex-

cept the walls of a few cottages. For
even now, when antiquities have been
found upon the Beuvray literally by

cart-loads, it is still repeated in the

neighborhood that nothing has been

discovered there.

The point of the controversy is,

whether the Celtic Bibracte of Caesar

was situated at the top of Mount

Beuvray or on the site afterwards oc-

cupied by Augustodunum, the modern
Autun.

This controversy has raged in the

neighborhood for many years, and if

the reader will only imagine a similar

controversy in his own neighborhood,

causing every man to imply, more or

less politely, that his neighbor was

something lower than an idiot, he will

at once realize the chronic local disturb-

ance which has resulted from it. The

quarrel has become of national impor-
tance since the Emperor Napoleon
took a part in it, and sided with M.

Bulliot. His Majesty has received

many an envenomed letter on the sub-

ject since the publication of the Vie de

Cesar, but as he never reads any let-

ters himself except such as are at the

same time very short, and written in a

big, legible hand, with sufficient spaces

between the lines, it is likely that one

of his secretaries received the brunt of

these attacks.

The passage in the Emperor's Life

of Caesar which clearly committed

him to M. Bulliot's party is the follow-

ing note (Vol. II. p. 59), which stands

opposite to one of the beautiful maps
with which the work is enriched.
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Even the map itself committed him, for

there the line of march of the Roman

army is so traced, that, by an inevitable

deduction (supposing this line of march

to be the true one) Bibrate cannot have

been at Autun. But in the map pre-

ceding this one, the " General Map
of the Campaign of the Year 696," B5-

bracte is positively fixed upon the

Beuvray. Here is the note in ques-

tion :

"
It is generally admitted that Bi-

bracte stood upon the site of Autun, on

account of the inscription found in this

latter city in the seventeenth century,

and preserved in the cabinet of antiqui-

ties at the Imperial Library. Another

opinion, which identifies Bibracte with

the Mount Beuvray (a hill of great ex-

tent, thirteen kilometres to the west of

Autun) had, however, found, long ago,
a few supporters. It may be observed,
in the first place, that the Gauls select-

ed for the sites of their cities, when

they were able to do so, places difficult

of access
;
in hilly countries they chose

steep heights (as, for example, Gergo-
via, Alesia, Uxellodunum, etc.) ;

in flat

countries they chose lands surrounded

by marshes (as Avaricum). The /Edni,

consequently, would not have built

their principal town on the site of

Autun, situated at the foot of the hills.

It used to be thought that a table-land

as high as that of the Mount Beuvray
(its summit is 810 metres above the sea)
could not have been occupied by a great

city. And yet the existence of eight
or ten roads, which lead to this table-

land, abandoned for so many centu-

ries, and of which some are in quite a

surprising state of preservation, ought
to have led to an opposite conclusion.

Let us add that recent excavations leave

no doubt about the matter. They have

brought to light, over an extent of 240

acres, foundations of Gaulish walls,

some round and some square, mosaics,
foundations of Gallo- Roman walls,

gateways, chiselled stones, heaps of

tiles, amphorae in prodigious quantities,
a semicircular theatre, etc. In short,

everything leads us to place Bibracte

on the Mount Beuvray ; the striking

resemblance between the two names,
the designation of <ppovpiov, which
Strabo gives to Bibracte, and even the

vague and persistent tradition which,

reigning amongst the inhabitants of

the district, makes the Mount Beuvray
a venerated centre."

The fatality in this controversy is,

that not one ancient author uses a

phrase or an expression which can

really be held to settle it. For in-

stance, there is that word (ppovptov of

Strabo, which had a general sense, cit-

adel, garrison town, and a special sense,

hill-fort. If Strabo used it in this

special sense, the point in dispute
would be settled beyond question, but

there is nothing to prove that he did so,
and Augustodunum might have been
a (ppovpiov, according to the non-special-
ized meaning of the word. So with Ju-
lius Caesar himself, though he visited

Bibracte in person, and mentioned it in

his Commentaries, there is not a syl-

lable of natural description relative to

its site. A modern writer would hard-

ly, under any circumstances, fail to

give us, at least, a few words of such

description as might serve to identify
a locality, but Cassar does not tell us

whether Bibracte was on a hill, or

near a river, or in the midst of a level

plain.

It has been observed, however, that

Strabo used the word TTO\IS to designate
such a town as Chalons, for instance,

reserving (ppovpiov for the Gaulish for-

tresses ;
and with reference to the si-

lence of Caesar concerning the land-

scape about Bibracte, it may be added

that he gives at least a measurement,
that of the distance of Bibracte from his

line of march when pursuing the Hel-

vetii.

Into all the discussion about that

line of march it is impossible for me to

enter. The dispute is simply inter-

minable, and can have little interest

for readers who are not familiar with

the localities. But it is worth mention-

ing, as an additional instance of the cu-

rious way in which modern investigation

often finds the solution of a difficulty

to be dependent upon something with
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which it has apparently no connection

whatever. Only the other day the

place where Cassar landed on the coast

of Britain was settled by some obser-

vations on the tide, made by order of

the Admiralty at the request of the

Society of Antiquaries.* Just in the

same way, if it could be ascertained

beyond a doubt what was the line of

march pursued by Caesar as he followed

the Helvetii, it would be easy to choose

between Autun and the Beuvray as the

site of the Bibracte of the Gauls. For

Caesar tells us that this stronghold of

Bibracte was at a distance of eighteen
Roman miles from his line of march,
which he quitted to seek provisions
there. And Caesar expressly says that

the distance was not greater (non am-

plicus millibus passuum XVIII. aberat).

Now if the line of march given in the

Emperor's Life of Caesar be the true

one, it settles the question, for the Beu-

vray is separated from it by the distance

given by Caesar, whereas Autun is not

eighteen Roman miles off, but thirty-

four, or thereabouts.

Since the excavations, there is, of

course, rather more light on the ques-

tion, but as no inscriptions have been

found, there is nothing absolutely deci-

* " In the last century it was thought that no further

light could be obtained beyond that which Cassar's

narrative supplies. Embarking at Boulogne, or near

it, he arrived at an opening in the coast which is well

understood to be Dover, and there, finding the in-

habitants in arms, he steered away, at three in the

afternoon, having the wind and tide with him, and

disembarked at a place seven or eight miles distant.

The narrative does not state whether he proceeded
north or south, and whether he landed at Deal or

Folkestone it seemed impossible to determine. Now,
I should like to point out the ingenious train of

reasoning by which the point has been ascertained,

no new documents having been obtained, but ascer-

tained by reasoning solely on what was known be-

fore. It was observed when Caesar departed from

before Dover, that he had the wind and tide in hia

favor. Of course we cannot tell what wind was

blowing on that day, but with the tide it is differ-

ent, for, by chance, we know that it was the fourth

day before the full moon that Caesar landed on the

coast of Kent ; and it seemed possible, by experi-

ments on the direction of the tide on the fourth day
before the full moon, to ascertain what was the direc-

tion of the tide on the day when Caesar appeared.

This impressed itself very much on several members

of the Society of Antiquaries, experiments were made,

and it was decided that at the time specified the tide

flowed south, and therefore Caesar's landing took

place in the direction of Hythe." EARL STANHOPE.

sive. The excavations on Mount Beu-

vray prove undeniably that a great
Gaulish city existed there, and this

city was most probably Bibracte ; but if

any one denies that this was Bibracte,
he cannot be compelled to renounce
his opinion. On the other hand, no
Gaulish remains are ever found at Au-

tun, and the recent construction of a

railway which entirely traverses the

site of the Roman city, and which has

necessitated a deep cutting in the heart

of it, has brought the strongest nega-
tive evidence. No vestige of anything
anterior to the Roman period has been

discovered there. The streets of the

Roman town were as regular as the

squares of a chess-board, the square
blocks of buildings measuring one hun-

dred and seven metres on each side.

If a Gaulish city had existed there be-

fore, it is believed by the advocates of

the Beuvray theory that some trace of

Gaulish construction would have been

found in the railway cutting, and that

kind of construction is recognizable
at a glance by a'hy one who has had the

opportunity of studying it.

It is unnecessary, in a paper of this

kind, to pursue this quarrel of antiqua-
ries any further. The question cannot

be discussed in full detail in less than

a volume, and the volume would be

one that only an antiquary, and an an-

tiquary acquainted with the localities,

would have the patience to read

through. The present writer has made
himself acquainted with the arguments
on both sides, and has come to the

conclusion that the Emperor and M.
Bulliot are most probably right in put-

ting the Gaulish city on the hill-top,

but that all that is clearly proved is

the existence of an important Celtic

oppidum there. After all, -since the

Emperor had to fix Bibracte some-

where, he did right to place it on the

most probable site, even if the evidence

in favor of that site were not absolutely

conclusive. I believe that the city of

Bibracte was situated on the summit of

the Beuvray, but I know that the hill

was a Celtic place of strength. The

evidence of this latter fact is abundant
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and incontestable, and of itself it goes
a long way towards proving the rest.

For if we admit the Emperor's suppo-

sition, that Gaul in the time of Caesar,

the whole of Gaul, did not contain

more than eight millions of inhabitants,

how improbable it is that two towns of

importance would be so near each other

as the Beuvray and Augustodunum !

Even in the France of the present day,

with its forty millions, towns of any

consequence are considerably isolated :

Autun is sixty kilometres from Chalons

and a hundred from Nevers, and the

distances between the great Celtic

strongholds were much greater.

The personal history of M. Bulliot's

discoveries is as follows : He began,
of course, by reading what other men,
his predecessors, had had to say upon
the subject. First of these was Guy
Coquille, author of a history of the

Nivernais, which he wrote in the time

of Henry III. of France, and Guy Co-

quille settled the question in twenty

lines, placing Bibracte on the Beuvray.
In the seventeenth century the question
was taken up again by Adrien de Va-

lois, a geographer, who also placed Bi-

bracte on the Beuvray ; and again, in

the same century, another geographer,

D'Anville, investigated the subject, and
at first shared the views of Coquille
and De Valois, but afterwards, for want
of sufficient evidence (the evidence at

that time, before the excavations, being

very meagre, comparatively), came to

the conclusion that Autun had suc-

ceeded Bibracte on the same site. Since

then, different learned men have treated

the matter in various ways, some sug-

gesting Beaune as the ancient Bibracte,
but the majority holding for Autun.

However, the celebrated M. Dupin,
almost alone in his generation, held

the view of Coquille and De Valois.

But D'Anville's final opinion was gen-

erally received and taught in the

schools of Autun, and printed in all

geographies and guide-books all the
world over.

M. Bulliot at first received and held
this opinion, like every other native of

Autun, believing himself an inhabitant

of the Bibracte of the Gauls. His

archaeological studies began with the

Roman defensive system, on which he
wrote a book. At that time he knew

nothing whatever about the Beuvray,
but visited it in search of Roman en-

campments. Finding there not merely
the traces of a camp, but the fortifica-

tions of an important city, M. Bulliot

came to the conclusion that he had be-

fore him one of the most remarkable
facts in the archaeology of the country,
and proposed to the Eduen Society to

make a survey of the fortifications, of

which he generously offered to dis-

charge half the expense. The moun-
tain was carefully surveyed accordingly,
and a map of the fortifications pub-
lished.

M. Bulliot now (1856) began to study
the whole question over again, with

this new light to help him, and the

consequence was that he became con-

vinced that old Guy Coquille had been

right, and that the ancient city had
been on the mountain's crest.

The next thing was to dig and see

if there were any remains of it.

M. Garenne began, and the Viscount

D'Aboville, who is proprietor of the

mountain, went on with some excava-

tions in the centre of the oppidum,
M. Bulliot began with the extremities

near the fortifications, intending to cir-

cumscribe his researches by first ascer-

taining where the ground was unpro-

ductive, and hoping to find the Gaulish

buildings in a better state of preserva-

tion away from the centre, which would

naturally have been most inhabited by
the Romans after their conquest. At

the same time M. Bulliot directed the

excavations of M. D'Aboville.

Now it came to pass that, whilst M.
Bulliot was directing the Viscount's

workmen, an old friend of his, the Arch-

bishop of Rheims, visited the mountain.

The Archbishop was an utter unbe-

liever in the Beuvray theory ;
he had

even written and published passages
which treated it as incompatible with

common sense. But his mind was

open to conviction, and when he saw

the diggings he went away with a deep
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interest in the question, and an interest

of an entirely new kind. Some time

afterwards he was at the camp of Cha-

lons, and happening one evening to be

dining there with the Emperor, when
the conversation turned on those ques-
tions of Gallo-Roman antiquity which
at that time occupied much of Napo-
leon's attention, the Archbishop told

his Majesty what he had seen on the

Beuvray, and went so far as to entreat

him to make further excavations there

at his own cost. The Emperor did not

forget this, and shortly afterwards M.
Bulliot was somewhat astonished in

his studious solitude by a letter com-

manding his attendance at the Tuiler-

ies. He went there with a map of the

mountain, and during a long audience

explained to the Emperor the reasons

why it was probable that further exca-

vations would repay their expense. The

Emperor was convinced, fell in heartily
with M. Bulliot's views, and from that

time has made an annual allowance for

the prosecution of the work.

No labor was lost. From the very
first the excavators were rewarded

with the most interesting discoveries.

Although with the exception of the for-

tifications (which externally presented

merely the appearance of earthworks)
there was nothing to indicate man's

presence, unless it were the quantities
of broken pottery that were everywhere
mixed with the ploughed earth, and

the numbers of ancient coins that the

laborers had picked up, century after

century, no sooner had M. Bulliot seri-

ously commenced his researches than

he came upon a Gaulish wall built as

Caesar tells us that the walls of Avari-

cum were built.

If the Emperor's Life of Caesar

should happen to be accessible to the

reader, he will find a plan of Avaricum
on the eighteenth plate of the second

volume, and in the left-hand corner of

this plate he will find a section, plan,

and elevation of a Gaulish town wall.

The construction of these walls may,

however, easily be understood without

an illustration. In all double walls,

ancient or modern, that are well built,

there are stones which English masons
call throughs, because they pass through
the wall in its entire thickness, and
serve to bind the smaller stones to-

gether. In a Gaulish town wall these

throughs were exceedingly abundant,
but they were of wood. If the reader
has visited Paris he must have noticed
the wood-yards, where wood is stored

for fuel, and he can scarcely fail to

have been struck with the huge walls

which are built up with the logs, every
log having its sawn end outwards.

Now if he will only imagine stones

between these logs, so that each log
would be separated from its neighbor
by a distance of about two feet, he has

exactly the outward appearance of a
Gaulish town wall. Only the stone wall

was a mere outward coating, like the

iron armor on a plated frigate. Behind
this stone armor the spaces between

the logs were filled with earth. There
were also longitudinal beams in the

interior of the wall running at right

angles to the throughs, and laid upon
them. These beams were forty feet

long, and were nailed to the throughs
with long iron nails. All this is cor-

rectly set forth in the Emperor's book,
but it may be necessary to warn the

reader that some translators of Caesar

have misunderstood his explanation of

Gaulish building, and have made him

say that the walls were forty feet thick,

because the beams were forty feet

long. These long beams were not the

throughs ;
their office was to hold the

throughs together, and they ran at

right angles to them, in the interior of

the wall. The thickness of the wall,

that is, the length of the throughs, was

nearer fourteen feet than forty.

This bit of detail about Gaulish con-

struction is a necessary preface to what

I have now to relate. When M. Bul-

liot excavated the fortifications of Bi-

bracte he found the wall constructed

precisely as Caesar had described that

of Avaricum. The wood, of course, had

decayed, but the holes remained where

the throughs had been, and there w,ere

ligneous fragments in abundance. The

great iron nails also, which hadfastened
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the longitudinal beams to the throughs,

were still standing. The reader will

please to remember that I write as an

eyewitness, having myself been pres-

ent during a portion of the excavations,

and having examined the structure of

the wall as it was brought once more to

the light of day.
Then they found a ditch eleven me-

tres wide and five deep, and in the

ditch quantities of fragments of orna-

ments, bracelets of glass and schist,

specimens of polished stone, broken

hand - mills (for grinding corn and

wheat) ;
and near the gates in the walls

heaps of cinders and calcined wood led

to the belief that wooden towers of de-

fence had existed there, those wood-

en towers which are known to have

been an essential part of the defensive

system of the Gauls.

It was discovered also that one of

the many streams which flow from the

springs of the Beuvray had been arti-

ficially detained in five basins made
with btion and impermeable clay.

The first' entrance of the city which

was thoroughly explored presented this

curious feature. The walls themselves

turned inwards, forming the two sides

of a passage about forty yards long and

twenty yards wide. And the ditch of

each wall turned in also, so that the

passage between the ditches was only
five yards.
A matter of more general interest

than the fortifications is the construc-

tion of the houses. The Gauls were

very poorly lodged, and it seems to me,
after examining their houses (where
the earth had just been cleared away
from them, and everything was still in

the best possible state of preservation),
that their notions of domestic archi-

tecture were not nearly so much ad-

vanced as their ideas of military de-

fence. A people that knew how to

build a town wall eighty feet high, ca-

pable of resisting battering-rams, and
at the same time so arranged as to be

fire-proof, notwithstanding the immense

quantity of wood employed in its con-

struction, a people whose system of

fortification was admired by so con-

summate a general as Caesar, might
have been expected to construct some-

thing better for its domestic uses than

the wigwam of a North American In-

dian. Yet the best and richest man-
sions of Bibracte were merely large
round huts with low walls of stone and
wood and mud

;
and as for the dwell-

ings of the poor, they resembled in size,

and most probably in cleanliness, noth-

ing so much as a pigsty. Amongst the

houses excavated in 1869 two or three

small staircases were discovered ; but

these do not seem to imply the exist-

ence of a second story : they were

probably nothing but a means of access

to habitations below the level of the

soil. To keep the walls from falling

there were upright posts of wood
;
and

M. Bulliot has become so accustomed

to the Gaulish system of construction,

that 1 have heard him tell his workmen
beforehand the exact spots where they
would find remains of these posts, or

at all events the holes where they had
been. Sometimes the wood was found

in a recognizable state of preservation ;

more commonly the soil in the post-
holes presented traces of wood carbon-

ized. It may be well to explain how
the post-holes are recognizable where
all is filled with soil. The floors of the

houses were hard, and are still much
harder than the soil which has accumu-
lated above them. When the workmen
come down to a floor they stop, and

simply clear away the soft earth which

encumbers it. The floor being cleared,

several soft spots are found at regular
intervals where the pick meets little re-

sistance. These soft spots are cleared

out, and indications of wood are inva-

riably found in them. They are the

post-holes. Will the reader believe

that M. Bullions enemies sometimes

go so far as to say that he makes these

holes on purpose ?

The places occupied by the beams
and throughs in the town wall are in-

dicated in the same way, but here the

antiquary has the advantage of finding
the long nails in their places, often

with wood still sticking to them.

In the way of Roman or Gallo-Ro-
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man work, some aqueducts and a

theatre have been discovered, and in

the theatre the remains of a mosaic.

Many of the houses show evidence of

Roman teaching and influence.

Immense quantities of pottery have

been found. I was myself present
when the workmen came upon a whole

bed of large amphorae in fine preserva-
tion. They lay there by dozens, one

upon another. It was a place which

had been used as a cemetery, and these

amphorae contained cinders. There

are also plates and a great variety of

vases, often very beautifully ornament-

ed. I stood by the side of a workman
when he came upon a little vase of ex-

quisite design, scarcely thicker than a

visiting-card, and so fragile that the

wonder was how any fragment of it

could have been preserved. Great

numbers of these vases have been in-

geniously restored by a clever artist at

Autun, and to the uninitiated it seems

at first surprising how a vase can be

restored from such meagre data
; but

when the design is a simple one, re-

peated all round the circumference, it

is sufficient to have a very small seg-

ment of it to reconstruct the whole.

The precious little vase above men-

tioned was, however, perfect or nearly
so.

Many of the houses at Bibracte were

covered with tiles, probably at a com-

paratively late period. These tiles are

found in great abundance, in some

places literally in heaps.
M. Bulliot is very deeply interested

in everything that helps to illustrate

the condition of the arts in ancient

Gaul. Many ornaments have been

found at Bibracte, some of elegant

workmanship, with enamel. An enam-

eller's shop has also been discovered,

and I was present when his bellows

were found. The tube of the bellows,

being in earthenware, was perfectly pre-

served, and on the floor of the shop

many bits of enamel were picked up. It

is curious that this art should have been

so far advanced amongst a people who
were so backward in domestic archi-

tecture. Amongst other ornaments a

brooch was found, exactly of the kind
known in Scotland as the brooch of
Lorn

; but this was a solitary instance.

Just at the close of 1869 some curious

specimens of sheet -iron, pierced in

patterns, turned up amongst masses of

rubbish.

The number of coins which occur is

remarkable, but their variety is not

equal to their number. The workmen
receive a bonus of fifty centimes for

every coin found, and consequently

they hand them over very faithfully, it

being impossible to sell such coins in

the neighborhood for half a franc each.

One workman showed me fifteen in his

purse, which he had found all together,
rather a good find for him, seven

francs and a half !

The diggings of 1869 have been so

fruitful that M. Bulliot intends to im-

prove his camp next year by the addi-

tion of a stone edifice, which if not

very luxurious will no doubt be as

good as the houses of ancient Bibracte,

and a true antiquary has scarcely a

right to be more luxurious than that.

Still, so far as my experience of M.
Bulliot's hospitality goes, I venture to

predict that the food and drink in new
Bibracte will be a great deal better

than it ever could have been in the

Gaulish city. Had the Gauls coffee,

and cognac, and kirsch ? Had they
tobacco ? Old Bibracte may have been

very grand in Caesar's time, with its

miles of barbarian fortifications ; but I

prefer the little camp which we jest-

ingly call Bibracte to-day, the little

camp of wooden huts and canvas tents,

with its daily messenger from the val-

leys, bringing modern food and news-

papers. The landscapes around are

not less fair than they were in Caesar's

time, the horizons not less vast. Still

flows the Arroux in her rocky bed, and

still spreads the broad Loire on her

plains of shifting sand. The sunsets

are as fiery as when their reverbera-

tions crimsoned the Celtic citadel, and

the valleys lie as peacefully in the blue

mist as they did when their tranquil-

lity was guarded from these fortress

heights.

Philip Gilbert Hamerton.
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EQUAL YET DIVERSE.

"
TV/T

AN anc* woman are one
'
but the

IVl man is the one."

"Man and woman are one, but the

one is the woman."
44 Man and woman are two, equal

and identical."
" Man and woman are two halves of

one, equal but diverse."

Such are the four creeds of the four

parties which include most thinking

people of the day.
The first is based upon the past ;

upon barbaric ages of physical cruelty
and oppression, and upon the mental

neglect and repression of more modern
times

; upon every menial service which

woman has performed, and upon every

aspiration which man has crushed;

upon all that has ever flowed from the

selfish strength of man joined to wo-
man's weakness and submission.

The second is with some the doc-

trine of the present, the inevitable

reaction toward the opposite extreme.

It is preached by misguided or sel-

fish women, and heard by unmanly or

over-generous men
; to its support is

dragged every case of bodily or mental

superiority in woman; and when put
in practice it becomes a tyranny not
less galling than that which it aims to

supersede.
The third is, in the expectation of

others, the creed of the future ; their

hearts are dead, and their minds are in

doubt between the two extreme doc-
trines

;
so they take refuge in a mean

and negative view
; they burrow away

from the light, and in the darkness they
affirm, There is neither man nor wo-
man any more.

But the last is, under Providence,
the real creed of the future ; far off,

perhaps, but certain as the other life,

where we may see all things clearly
if we will : equal but not identical

;
di-

verse yet complementary ; the man
for the woman, and the woman for the
man.

Such are different readings of the

doctrine, man and woman are two
halves of one, equal but diverse.

And it is to be hoped that many of

my readers believe that there is a real

and fundamental distinction of sex,

which serves as the basis for two de-

partments of labor and obligation ; that

the " man is half and the woman half";
that each has what the other lacks

;

and that, since "things indispensable
are economically equal, equivalency
rather than identity

"
is the true rela-

tion of the sexes in the work of life.

Some of the above sentences are

quoted from the writings of a brilliant

woman,* but men are not wanting to

confirm the doctrine in both prose and

verse.

Says Emerson,
"
Everything is a half

and suggests another thing to make it

whole."

A charming poet writes,
" Female and male God made the man,
His image is the whole, not half" ; t

and again,
"
Nature, with endless being rife,

Parts all things into him and her,

And in the arithmetic of life

The smallest unit is a pair."

Turning from the English poet to the

German philosopher, we read,
"
Every

single thing is a duplicity." J And by
a theologian we are told " that there are

duties proper to the man, and duties

proper to the wife ; and that the wife

cannot enter into the duties proper to

the man, nor the man into the duties

proper to the wife, and discharge them

aright
"

; for it was a law of Moses
that "there shall not be the garment
of a woman upon a man, nor the gar-
ment of a man upon a woman."

||

Now in all these teachings there is

implied an equality between the sexes ;

* Mrs. Julia Ward Howe.
t Patmore, The Angel in the House.

t Oken, Physiophilosophy.

Swedenborg.
II Deuteronomy xxii. 5.
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and this is confirmed by the experience
of all those who, having heard "ye
twain are now one flesh," are living a

truly happy life
;

for each day proves
to them that their very diversity is the

ground of their unity ; that " heart "
is

the equal of " head "
; that the beauty

and depth and warmth of affection

may be fairly mated with the strength
and height and light of thought ; and

that neither is, or can aspire to be, the

superior of the other.

We leave a further " confession of

faith
"

to the close of this article; and,
in view of the general and peculiar in-

terest which the relations of the sexes

excites at the present time ; in view of

the diverse opinions held by different

parties ;
in view of the superabundance

of ideas and suggestions, and theories

and suggestions already afloat and con-

stantly launched ; and especially in

view of the apparently slight basis of

fact which most of them possess, our

better way is to avoid discussion of

principles, and to bring together into

the smallest possible compass all the

positive information we have bearing

upon the mental and physical relation

of the sexes, among animals as well as

men, and to leave it as a contribution

toward a more reliable basis for dis-

cussion than now seems to exist.

We take for granted that not even

the fiercest iconoclasts aim their argu-

mentative sledges at the time-honored

recognition of distinct sexual functions

in the individuals of a pair. Let us

look, then, only for those peculiarities

which, not being in themselves essen-

tial to the reproduction of the species,

have been called accessory sexual fea-
tures.

Under this title will come all distinc-

tion of size and color; all difference in

form; all peculiarities of habit and

instinct, too, whether such as involve

the entire creature or are confined to

the separate functions of particular

organs.
In order to present as much mate-

rial as possible, before alluding to any

points likely to excite discussion, let

us commence, not with man, where

every fact is differently interpreted by
different parties, but with the lower

groups of the animal kingdom.
Our first example is perhaps the

most remarkable, and exemplifies near-

ly all the peculiarities to be found any-
where, distinguishing the sexes from
each other. In the exquisite shell

which is called the paper nautilus lodges
a creature closely resembling a com-
mon "squid," or cuttle-fish, having
eight arms or tentacles covered with

suckers, with which it adheres to other

bodies
; as a whole, this animal is a fe-

male, and eggs are found in her which

are deposited and hatched, thus show-

ing that they must have been fertilized

by the male ; but no male of this spe-
cies has been known to exist until

quite recently, when it was found that

one of the eight arms of the female

became charged with an impregnating

fluid, spontaneously detached itself from

the body, and, taking on an independent

existence, floated off in search of a

mate. This detached arm, indeed, had

been so far from suspicion of any pre-

vious attachment to the female nauti-

lus, that it was placed in a distinct

genus, called Hectocotylus. But now
that we know what it really is, it is not

easy to dignify it even by the name of

animal at all
;

it is rather a fragment
of an animal, endowed with fertilizing

properties and the power of indepen-

dent existence for a brief period ; very

much as if a single stamen of a monoe-

cious flower should float away upon
the wind, and so be carried to the pis-

til ol another flower.

Scarcely less insignificant in size

and structural importance is the male

of some kinds of spider ; that, for in-

stance, of the Nephila plumipes is about

one hundred and twenty -five times

smaller than the female, is dull in color,

spindle-shanked, and destitute of orna-

mentation ;
he is cowardly in disposi-

tion, and abstemious in habit, though

not from choice apparently, but from

lack of ability to construct a web for

taking food : he roams disconsolately

around the borders of his partner's

web, a "
body hanging upon the verge
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of government," and is in daily ap-

prehension of being devoured by her,

though she is sometimes so consider-

ate (not for him, but for the future of her

race) as to carry him upon her broad

back when they require to change their

location. These are all negative and

unworthy characteristics ; and indeed

almost his only positive claims to dis-

tinction are the enlarged, club-shaped

ends of his palpi, or feelers, which in the

female taper gradually to a point. This

difference exists with all spiders, and,

excepting with the diving spider (Ar-

gyroneta aqnatica), the female is always
the larger ;

but I am aware of no other

such aggravated instance of " men's

wrongs
" as that of the Nephila plu-

mipeS) in the arachnidian order of in-

sects. Let us now turn to the true or

winged representatives of the class.

Here it is an almost universal rule

that the female is larger than the male ;

and this disproportion is sometimes so

great, that in a beetle described by
Reaumur the male was as a " hare set

beside the largest cow "
; the female of

many gall insects is so large that the

male traverses her back as an ample
area for a walk. Whatever original dif-

ference exists is often due to the space

required in the abdominal region of

the females for the development of the

immense number of eggs which they

produce, and it is, of course, greatly

exaggerated while the eggs are form-

ing ; in the white ant, for instance, the

abdomen of the female becomes so

distended that she exceeds the male

many thousand times in bulk.

But while most insects conform to

the above rule, at least in respect to

the abdominal region of the body,
there are some notable exceptions.
The female dragon-flies are sometimes

smaller, and never larger than the

males ; the males of the Dynastidac
and Lucanidas among the beetles are

considerably the larger ; the male hive-

bee is more robust than the female,
and the difference is still more marked
in some other allied species ; the same
is true among some of the Diptera, or

two-winged flies. And when we con-

sider the other regions of the insect

body, especially the organs of offence

and defence and of locomotion, we
shall find many cases in which the

male is evidently the better supplied.
The male stag-beetle has tremendous

jaws, serrated upon their edges and

strongly hooked at their extremities,

those of the female being much less

formidable ; the male humblebee has

a heavy curly beard upon the jaws,
while the female has none ; and the

male antennae are almost always larger,

being sometimes composed of a greater
number of joints, or, when feathered,
as in certain moths, much broader and
handsomer than those of the female.

In some insects wings occur upon
only one sex, and this is always the

male : such are, among the beetles, the

glow-worm, or lampyris ; among the

Orthoptera, the cockroaches ; among
the moths, many species, as our com-
mon cankerworm ; and finally, among
the bugs, the aphides, or plant-lice.

In most of the Hymenoptera the

wings of each side are joined by little

hooks upon the anterior edge of the

hinder wings, which catch upon a

slight rim on the posterior edge of the

fore-wing ; and it is found that the

number of these hooks varies im-

mensely in different species. Gener-

ally the female has the greater number,
as in the humble-bees and some other

wild bees ; but the male hive-bee, or

drone, has twenty-one hooks, and the

female, or queen, only seventeen ; and
in other kinds of bee, the difference is

much greater, even as twenty-three to

thirteen. By reference to the habits of

all these insects it appears that the

number of hooks is greater in those

species and in that sex which perform
the more rapid and continued flights,

the hooks serving to connect the action

of the two wings on each side.

The wings of the male house-cricket

are so constructed as to serve in the

production of sound when one is rubbed

over the other ; the nervures, or raised

lines of the wings, are irregularly ar-

ranged, and moreover there is upon
the lower surface of each wing a very
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strong nervure covered by minute

teeth, which play upon the nervures of

the other wing, and so produce the
"
shrilling."

The female lampyris, or glow-worm,
being destitute of wings with which to

put herself in the path of the male,
is compensated by the possession of

luminous organs which occupy two or

three segments of the abdomen, while

the male has only a small luminous

point on each side of one of these seg-
ments

;
her light, however, ceases after

the eggs are deposited.

Experienced cultivators of the silk-

worm are generally able to distinguish
the male from the female cocoon by the

more pointed ends of the former
;
and

it is said that some persons can pre-
dict the sex of the fowl to be hatched

from an egg ;
but in neither of these

cases are the rules infallible.

As is well known, the stings of bees

and wasps correspond in structure to

the tubular organs through which the

ichneumons deposit their eggs in or

upon the bodies of other creatures ; but

this latter instrument, the ovipositor,

exists as such only in the female ich-

neumons ;
and it appears that the

males of even the dreaded mosquitoes
should be exonerated from the charges

against the race, for they are said to

be "
beautiful, both physically and mor-

ally, as they do not bite ; their manners
are more retiring than those of their

stronger-minded partners, as they rare-

ly enter our dwellings, and live unno-

ticed in the woods." We suspect the

author of the above quotation of at-

tempting an allegory respecting Socra-

tes and Xantippe.
Differences in the color, the shape,

the degree of pubescence, etc., of the

two sexes of insects are very numer-

ous, and familiar to every student of

entomology ; it is enough to say here,

that in many cases the difference is

such as would otherwise entitle us to

consider the two sexes as different spe-

cies, and even genera ; indeed, there is

one beetle the female of which has five

joints to all the feet, and the male only
four to the hinder pair ; the one, there-

VOL. xxvi. NO. 153- 3

fore, coming under the pentamerous,
the other under the heteromerous

group of insects, if only those organs
were regarded ; but for these and many
other instances of sexual differences,
the reader is referred to Kirby and
Spence's Entomology.*
Aside from the differences of habit

and instinct, which would naturally ex-

ist with extreme distinctions of size

and structure, there are other peculiar-
ities to be observed in the character of
the male and female of some insects, as
shown by their proceedings. We can
as yet assign no reason for the laziness

of the male bee ; nor can we easily un-
derstand why the worker in the hive
should perform all the duties of both
laborers and soldiers, since among the

white ants the soldiers have one type
of structure and the laborers another ;

so that they may be distinguished by
their size and appearance as well as by
their actions.

The males, too, of some species asso-

ciate in large numbers during the pair-

ing season
; the little root beetle of

England (Hoplia argenieci) appears in

myriads, unaccompanied by a single
female ; and the males of the cock-

chafer and fern-chafer at that season

hover in swarms over the trees and

hedges where the female lies concealed.

Among the Crustacea, the female is

supplied with the means of retaining
her eggs after they are excluded from

the body ;
in some species the anterior

limbs have peculiar flat appendages for

holding the eggs under the thorax, and

in others they are retained beneath the

abdomen by appendages of that region ;

these latter, of which the ordinary crabs

are instances, have the abdomen so

much widened as to distinguish them

at first sight from the males
; and, as

among the insects, the differences some-

times affect other organs so much as to

have caused naturalists to place the two

sexes in two distinct genera.

Among the worms, the lowest class

of articulate animals, the male is gen-

erally the smaller; but in Bilharia, a

curious parasitic species of Africa, the

* Vol. III. p. 298.
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female is much the smaller and lies

enfolded in a concavity upon one side

of the male.

We have seen, then, that, as a rule,

the female of articulated animals is the

larger and more powerful of the two

sexes.

The limits assigned to this article

preclude an equal consideration of all

the classes of vertebrates, so I will

mention only one or two striking in-

stances of sexual differences in the

fishes and the reptiles, 'and then pass

on to the higher and warm-blooded

groups.
The male salmon has a hooked jaw,

with which it fights with other males ;

and the males of some species of

skates have teeth very much sharper
than the females, and probably use them

as weapons, since it can scarcely be

supposed that the two sexes live upon
different kinds of food.

I do not know which is the larger

among fishes, or among the reptiles

generally ;
but in Surinam is a very

remarkable toad of which the female

is immense, and the male, the little

* man toad " as the natives call it, a

very insignificant creature.

The birds have been well said to rep-

resent the insects ; and the analogy
holds good when we examine the di-

versified and often apparently contra-

dictory relation which the sexes bear

to each other in different species.

Among the insects, however, there are

-very few (excepting, of course, the

true social species, as ants, bees, and

white ants) which provide for their

young after the latter are hatched. The

parents take great care to place the

eggs in such situations as shall insure

an abundance of food for the newly
hatched larvae, and they then either die

or perform the same labors elsewhere

for another brood. But what is thus

an exception among the aerial articu-

lates is the almost universal rule among
the aerial vertebrates

;
and the birds

far surpass the cold-blooded fishes and

reptiles in the variety, extent, and du-

ration of the offices they perform for

the sake of their offspring, not only in

the location and construction of nests,

but in the feeding and protection of

the young after hatching.

Among the birds, too, there is an

additional element whose importance
has led many naturalists to recognize a

twofold division of the entire class in

reference to it. No observer of the

habits of the feathered tribes can fail to

have noted that the condition in which

the young leave the egg is very differ-

ent in different species ; that, for in-

stance, a newly hatched chicken is as

lively and active, and as fully in posses-
sion of all its faculties, as the old hen

herself; it runs briskly about after its

mother, makes astonishing efforts to

feed, and generally gets into trouble of

one sort or another so early that even

the proud parent seems at times to

consider her offspring rather preco-
cious. Now the species which are

found to be thus able at birth to look

out for themselves to a greater or less

extent are called Praecoces
;
and they

are the common fowls, in all variety,

the turkeys, partridges, and quails,

the plovers and bustards, the snipes and

curlews, coots and rails, the ducks and

geese, the penguins, auks, and grebes ;

but, on the other hand, the young pigeon
is helpless, and is not only fed by the

mother with what she collects for them,
but also with a whitish fluid secreted

by the crop, so that the relation between
them seems prophetic ofthe close and in-

timate dependency which exists among
the mammalia. The young eagles also

are unable to fly, and must be for a

long time fed by the parent birds
; they

are very scantily supplied with feathers,

too, whereas the Prascoces are covered

with thick down, and can thus maintain

their proper temperature, at least while

in active motion
; and, in view of the

nursing duties of the parents in the

birds of prey, the pigeons, the ordi-

nary singing birds, the parrots, and

cuckoos, the gulls and the cormorants,
the cranes and storks, the name Altri-

ces has been given to them.

Now, it is interesting to note that

all of the Altrices are decidedly aerial

birds
; or, if a part of their time is



1 87Q.] Eqtial yet Diverse.
35

spent upon the water, or upon the

earth, as with the last two groups,

they also possess very considerable

power of flight ; but nearly all of the

Praecoces are heavy bodied, some hav-

ing no power of flight whatever, and
the others passing by far the larger

part of their lives either swimming
or wading or walking, but never seek-

ing their food upon the wing. In

this respect we are certainly inclined

to rank the Altrices higher than the

Praecoces.

But now let us see what are the rela-

tions of the sexes in these two groups.
As a rule, the Altrices, are monoga-
mous ; they live in pairs, and the two
mates share all the work of the family,
sometimes with a more or less com-

plete division of labor, sometimes by
taking turns at each kind of duty. But

among the Praecoces one group, that of

the fowls, are confirmed polygamists ;

and, however gallant the cock may be
in public, when, strutting grandly at

the head of his peripatetic harem, he
summons his wives to pick up a worm,
and looks upon their struggle for the

morsel with an air of self-abnegation
and supreme indifference to all con-

siderations of appetite ; however all

this may be, no sooner does one of the

hens retire for what is no doubt the

chief purpose of her existence, than he

appears to forget all about her, never

goes to inquire for her well-being, and,

beyond an unearthly scream in answer

to her cackle of oviposition, never man-
ifests the least concern for the result ;

she may set many weary days upon her

eggs, but he never carries food to her ;

and, even after the chickens are hatched,
seems to look upon them rather in the

light of a necessary evil, which it is no

unpardonable sin to peck at and to step

upon. Here is a striking contrast to

what we saw among the pigeons and

the birds of prey. But does this low

state of family relation exist among the

other precocious birds? It would be

interesting to know ; but the informa-

tion seems to be very scanty, or at most

confined to particular species. In do-

mestication the ducks and geese are

polygamous, but we do not know how
it is in nature. I am inclined to think
that the other groups all wading or

swimming birds live in pairs, but they
are zoologically in bad company ; and,
so long as it is not certain, we must

regard the Praecoces as presenting a
lower grade of domestic relations than
the Altrices.

Now comes the question which real-

ly concerns us in this connection,
how do the males and the females

compare with each other in these two

groups as to size, beauty of plumage,
and disposition ?

That there are differences between
the two sexes of many species is too

well known to require further mention
;

and these differences are often so great
that the two would never be suspected
of belonging to the same species ; but

while this is recognized by some au-

thors so far as to induce them to give

separate descriptions and measurements
of the two sexes, it is not heeded at all

by others, or even by the former in all

their works ;
so that the state of our

information is extremely unsatisfac-

tory when we seek to generalize as to

one feature among all the groups of

birds.

Among the Prascoces, the only group

concerning which all the facts are cer-

tain is the Gallinae, or fowl-tribe, in

which the male is conspicuously larger,

stronger, handsomer, and often pro-

vided with appendages (the comb, wat-

tle, and spur) which the female either

wants altogether or possesses in a less

degree. The common fowl, the turkey,

and, par excellence, the peacock, are

striking examples. The same rule

seems to hold among the Lamellirostrae

or duck family, and the male is the

brighter in plumage if not always the

larger. And as in the Gallinae, both

the voice and the disposition differ de-

cidedly in the two sexes.

Among the wading birds the female

is said by one author to be the larger,

but in some species the male is the

more brightly colored ; and concern-

ing the short-winged penguin and auks,

I have no information.
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With the Altrices, our information is

more extensive, but at the same time

somewhat contradictory. Among the

birds of prey the fetnale is always the

larger ; her length exceeding that of the

male by one or two inches, according to

the size of the species. The reason for

this it is not easy to understand, but it

has probably some reference to the fe-

males having not only to take living

prey as well as the male, but also to

cover the young and shelter them, at

least more than he, although he may
at times relieve her. But though
smaller in size, he is more brilliant in

plumage,
like all the other Altrices of

which the facts are recorded ;
and the

male is also the larger among the

doves, the perchers, and singing birds,

the pelicans and cormorants, the gulls

and the petrels ; as to the cranes and

storks, the parrots and cuckoos, I know

nothing certainly.

The male carrier pigeon has wattles

under the head, reminding us of the

larger combs and wattles of the cocks

and the turkey-cocks ; the latter has

also a peculiar tuft of long hair on

the breast. Among the singing birds

the males always excel in musical pow-
er, and every work upon the habits of

birds mentions traits of character pe-
culiar to one of the sexes ; so many
are known as to lead us to infer that

their existence is universal, but until

naturalists recognize all such facts as

bearing upon the discussion of very im-

portant principles, only the more strik-

ing instances will be recorded by them.

Of the two hundred and fifty species
of birds described in Samuels's " Orni-

thology of New England," only about

sixty are referred to as presenting sex-

ual differences ; but what is already
known of these and of some tropical

species shows the utter insufficiency of a

measurement or a description of either

plumage, structure, or habits which does
not include both sexes.

I approach the consideration of the

Mammalia with interest, and at the same
time with considerable caution

;
for it

is the class to which man himself be-

longs, so far as concerns his bodily or-

ganization, and of which he is, both by
structure and by function as well as by
the decree of his Maker, the ruler and
the archetype. Throughout the class

we can trace an effort to approximate
the human body ; from the horizontal

whale, through the gradually elevated

seals and quadrupeds, to the semi-erect

apes, all its members strive, though for-

ever in vain, to attain the vertical posi-

tion of man. In all our studies of their

habits and dispositions, their organs
and functions, constant reference is

made to the human body, and to the

natural passions and appetites and so-

cial and domestic relations of man ;

and, finally, try to shut our eyes to it

as v/e may, not a fact or an opinion
can be stated upon the relations of the

two sexes among the mammalia, with-

out our passing an immediate judg-
ment upon it accordingly as it seems to

favor or disprove the particular theory
which we hold at the time concerning
what are, or have been, or ought to be,

the relation of man to woman and wo-

man to man.

As has been already intimated, I

have my own opinion upon this point ;

but, in its basis, it savors of religion
rather than of science, and cannot,

therefore, be advanced here where it

is my especial purpose to offer some

purely scientific facts grouped in the

simplest manner, and not at all with

reference to any particular theory of

sexual relation.

The first and simplest distinction to

be looked for is that of size ; and

among the Mammalia there is a uni-

formity which enables us to offer a

statement, doubtless refreshing to the

weary reader who, after reading the

bird section half a dozen times, still

feels himself in danger of forgetting
" which are which." All male mam-
mals are larger and stronger than the

femalesj there are, of course, individ-

ual exceptions, but that is the rule.

To say that they are also handsomer

will, for the reason already stated, bring
a blush of modesty to the brow of man-

hood, a glow of assent to the cheek of

womanhood, and, perchance a flush of
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indignation to both cheeks and brows

of some who, through either native

deficiency or mistaken views or disap-

pointed affections, deny that manhood
and womanhood any longer exist.

But, in truth, perhaps, it ought not

so to be said ; for the colors of the

Mammalia are rarely bright in either

sex, and so the beauty of neither is

comparable with that of the birds

whose hues are certainly more brilliant

in the males. And it is probable that

the general opinion that the male

among our common animals is the

handsomer comes from the very same

mistaken view of what constitutes ex-

cellence of both mind and body with

men ; of this, more further on ; but

it is certain that in the possession,
or at least in the greater development
of certain weapons and showy appen-

dages, the male mammal presents in

very many cases the more striking and

imposing appearance.
The lion has a flowing mane, which

his mate wants altogether ; though
there is a species, or at least a varie-

ty, inhabiting Guzerat in India, where

neither sex has a mane ; and not

again until we reach the human family

does the quantity or the collection of

the hairy covering constitute a sexual

peculiarity.

Horns and teeth, like hair, are really

and primarily outgrowths from the skin,

and are only attached to the bony skel-

eton at a later period, to give them

greater firmness and availability as or-

gans of combat and of mastication.

The one or two horns upon the

snout of the rhinoceros are considered

to be a mere agglutination of hairs,

growing side by side, and attached by
their base to a rough spot upon the

bones of the nose. There does not ap-

pear to be any sexual distinction in

them.

The true horns in pairs are found

only in the order Ruminantia, or " cud-

chewers," including the cattle, sheep,

deer, antelopes, and giraffes ;
and with

all these they are larger in the male,

and in a few species exist only in that

sex, or are merely rudimentary in the

female, as in some antelopes. The
greater number of branches upon the

horns of the male deer and stags,
and the strongly curved form which

they assume in the rams and he-goats,
are well known. It is true that among
the domestic cattle, the bulls have the

smallest horns, the cows rather larger,
and the oxen the largest and most

strongly curved
; but the exception is

more apparent than real, since the

horns of the bull, though smaller, are

sharper and straighter and more effec-

tive in thrusting than those of either

the cow or the ox
; and, more than

that, the neck of the bull is so very
much stronger as to enable him to

use his short sharp horns to the best

advantage ; and so, taking quality into

consideration rather than quantity, the

rule holds good, that the male ruminant

is better supplied with horns than the

female.

There are some other ruminating an-

imals which have no horns at all, the

camels and llamas ; but these have as

weapons of offence and defence sharp-

pointed teeth in both jaws, which do not

exist or are not sharp-pointed in the or-

dinary Ruminants ;
and these teeth are

larger and sharper in the male camel

and llama than in the female.

And this leads us to consider the

teeth among the other Mammalia, not

the chewing or grinding teeth, which

are subservient only to digestion, and

which, since both sexes eat the same

food, would not be expected to present

any sexual distinction ; but, sharp-

pointed teeth existing in nearly all

mammals which may be used for seiz-

ing and tearing food, and which in the

males are more largely developed, so as

to be quite formidable weapons. Such

are the long canine teeth of the male

lion and tiger, of the male gorilla and

other apes, and boars of some wild

species in which they project beyond

the lips, and may even curve upward

and over so as to be capable of inflict-

ing terrible wounds ;
the stallion has

short but sharp canines in both jaws,

the gelding has them smaller, and in

the mare they are wanting altogether.
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All these teeth are true "canines,"

but in some species the front or incisor

teeth may take on the form and func-

tion of tusks ;
those of the elephants

and mastodons and mammoths, for in-

stance, are enormously developed in-

cisor teeth, which are larger and more

strongly curved in the male than in

the female
; though in certain parts of

Africa the elephants are said not to

differ as to the tusks in the two sexes.

I venture to suggest, however, that in

this, as in many other cases, the com-

parisons have not been made with suffi-

cient care.

In the Narwhal the young of both

sexes possess two rudimentary tusks

at the end of the upper jaw, which in

the female never project beyond the

gum ;
but in the male that of the left

side soon increases in length, and

finally forms a straight though twisted

tusk, which may attain a thickness of

four inches, and a length of nine or ten

feet.

Among the lower orders of the true

Mammalia as the Rodents and Insec-

tivora the sexes are externally so

much alike as to require a very close

comparison in order to detect them
;
but

with the Marsupials as the opossums,

kangaroos, and the like most of them

inhabiting Australia, the female is at

once known by the possession of the

marsupium, a pouch upon the abdo-

men in which the young are deposited,
and where, by sucking the milk from

the nipples which open into it, they

gradually advance from the immature
and perfectly helpless condition in

which they are first born to one corre-

sponding with that in which the ordi-

nary mammals come into the world.

The males have no such open pouch,
but under the skin of the abdomen may
be felt the two slender marsupial bones,
which in them as in the females reach

forward and outward from the loin of

the pelvis.

In the male Ornithorhynchus is a

very peculiar hollow spur upon each
hind leg, and a gland concealed at its

base, both these being rudimentary in

the female. Its use is not known.

The mammary glands, the milk-se-

creting organs which distinguish the

Mammalia from all other classes of ver-

tebrates, are likewise distinctive marks
of sex within the class

;
not by their ex-

istence in the female alone, but by their

greater size and ordinary functional de-

velopment ; fo'r, like men, all the males

of the monkeys, the quadrupeds, the

seals, and the whales possess rudimen-

tary glands, or at least the nipples, in

the various locations where they are de-

veloped in the females
;

in some, as in

the bats and apes, two in number upon
the chest ;

in others numerous along
the whole lower surface of the body ;

in others, as in the cow and horse, few

in number, and brought within a small

space between the hinder legs ;
even

in mankind, however, their position

may be altered, for in an otherwise

well-formed man there was a breast

about three inches in diameter, with a

nipple, located upon the front of one

thigh ;
no milk could be obtained from

it, but there have been at different

times several male individuals who not

only possessed well-developed mam-

mary glands, but even secreted through
them a milky fluid capable of nourish-

ing infants
;
in all these cases the gen-

eral form and aspect of the body was
rather feminine.

And this leads us to a consideration

of the outline and proportions of the

body in the two sexes. These have
been studied more by. artists than by
anatomists, and are so generally admit-

ted as to require a mere mention here.

The shoulders of man are wider, but

the hips in woman ; the legs of man
are longer, so that when standing he
is the taller ; but there is little or no
difference in the length of the trunk,

so that when sitting the distinction is

lost

But beside these definite peculiari-

ties, the two sexes are usually distin-

guishable by the general form and char-

acter of all parts. In man the skin is

rougher, the hands and feet larger, the

cheekbones more prominent, and all

the joints larger ; there is less fat be-

tween the muscles, so that the form is
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less rounded than in the female ; but

beyond all this there are distinctions

constant and easy to see, though not

easy to describe, between the mascu-

line and feminine features which rarely
allow us to mistake the one for the

other.

From the external to the true inter-

nal organs an easy passage is afforded

by the vocal apparatus, which, though
concealed from direct view, yet pro-

jects beneath the skin, and still more

readily indicates sexual differences by
the quality and quantity of the sounds

produced.
The greater size of the male larynx

is indicated by the prominence called
" Adam's apple

"
; and the length of

the "chink of the glottis," through
which air passes in speaking or singing,
is as three in man to two in woman.

In considering the size of various

internal organs, we ought to give both

the absolute weight and the weight
relative to that of the entire body.
For instance, the average heart of

women weighs eight Or ten ounces, and

that of man ten or twelve ; which fact,

when viewed in the common idea of

the heart's mental relations, rather mili-

tates against the affectional superiority

of woman. But if these figures are

compared with the weight of the body
in the two sexes, the case looks better ;

for in man the heart is as one to one

hundred and sixty-nine, in woman as

one to one hundred and forty-nine.

The action of the heart, too, is more

rapid in women, the average pulsations

being five or ten more per minute than

in men of the same age.

The lungs, however, are, both abso-

lutely and relatively, larger in man, con-

stituting in him one thirty-seventh, and

in woman one forty-third, of the weight
of the body. The statements regarding
the number of respirations per minute

are contradictory ; but we should in-

cline to expect them to be more numer-

ous in man. The red blood-corpuscles

are said to be more numerous in man
than in woman.

It is said by good authorities that

women are more impressible to the

action of medicines than men, and that

the action is apt to be also more ir-

regular ; they are also said to endure

surgical operations better than the
sterner sex.

And now, last but by no means least,
the nervous system claims our atten-

tion
; and he would be a very brave or

a very ignorant person who should ven-

ture, without some trepidation, upon
the presentment of facts, much less

of opinions. He stands between two

fiercely hostile parties, and a hair's-

breadth leaning toward the one will

call down upon him the wrath and con-

demnation of the other. I will there-

fore state the facts of other people,
and let my readers form their own opin-
ions.

By the careful weighing of many hu-

man brains it has been found :

1. That the average brain of man

weighs fifty ounces, and that of woman

weighs forty-four ounces.

2. That the cerebrum, which is gen-

erally regarded as the organ of the

higher mental powers, is not as a rule

larger in proportion to the cerebellum,

in either man or woman.
And if the advocates of man's supe-

riority base their claim for him upon a

larger organ of the mind than exists in

woman, they must take into account a

third fact.

3. That both elephants and whales,

the latter of which have never been

deemed to possess any remarkable in-

telligence, have brains weighing from

eighty to one hundred and sixty ounces,

whereas the largest human brains

those of Cuvier and Dupuytren

weighed only fifty-nine and fifty-eight

ounces respectively ; if, then, it is ob-

jected that the human brain is bigger in

proportion to the size of the body than

that of the whale or elephant, we must

first explain away this next fact.

4. In certain birds, in some small

quadrupeds, and even in some mon-

keys, the size of the brain is, relatively

to the size of the body, greater than in

man.

It is evident, now, that neither abso-

lute nor relative size proves anything ;
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and even if it did, little help would be

afforded in our estimate of masculine

and feminine mental organs ;
for the

proportion between the weight of the

brain and that of the body is the same

in the two sexes, or, according to some

authors, a little larger in woman.

Some assistance might be derived

from a comparison of the size of the

brain with that of the nerves which

proceed from it, or, what would probably
amount to the same thing, a comparison
of the gray or cellular and dynamic
nervous substance with the white or

fibrous and conducting portions ;
for it

is certain that in this respect the brain

of man excels all others. But there

are no observations which enable us to

make the comparison between the two

sexes of human beings.
Let us, then, leave mere quantity out

of the question entirely, and consider

the quality of brains and their structural

complexity. This promises well ;
for

5. Although there are apparent and

perhaps real exceptions among the an-

imals as compared with each other,

the sheep's brain, for instance, being
more convoluted than the cat's, yet
there is no question but that the human
brain surpasses that of all others,

even that of the apes, in the number
and depth of its convolutions and the

amount of the gray matter. But here,

unfortunately, there are no materials for

making such a comparison between the

brain of man and of woman.
If now we attempt to judge of them

by the degree or quality of their intel-

lectual manifestations, then we at once

diverge from the safe, though narrow

highway of facts into the broad fields

of individual estimates and opinions,
which would indeed involve the beg-

ging of the very question which we are

trying to solve.

Here I leave the subject. If the

height of wisdom is to be aware of our

ignorance, my candid readers are cer-

tainly wiser than before, and may move

forward in the investigation with no

fear of having to retrace their steps.

And if I may be permitted to sug-

gest what seems to me to be the teach-

ing of the animal kingdom upon this

matter, it would be that, among the

more highly organized forms, and among
those which seem to represent the bet-

ter and nobler qualities of humanity,
the principle of division of labor is car-

ried to the greatest degree ; that thus

the male and the female mutually aid

and comfort one another
; that each

may perform more or less completely
the offices usually in charge of the

other; but that the male does the

courting, the fighting, and the larger

part of the talking ; that he is gener-

ally the larger and stronger, often the

handsomer, and is provided with weap-
ons and endowed with greater vocal

powers ; that the female, on the con-

trary, is less striking in appearance,
more retiring in disposition, softer and

gentler in conversation, careful of her

offspring, and ready to defend them too,

with what strength she may possess ;

that, in short, the male is best fitted

to shine in public, the female in pri-

vate ; the male abroad, the female at

home ; and that each feels the other to

be so fully essential that neither envy
nor contempt can exist between them.

And that, finally, if any distinction

can be drawn between them, it is that,

while both work together and equally

well, the powers of the male seem to

flow from the heart through the head,
and those of the female as instinctive

perceptions of necessities from the

head through the heart, so as to fit her

better for works of intimate care and

affection.

And Nature, the unperverted mouth-

piece of God, does not say to us that

the head is better than the heart, or

the heart better than the head, but

that each is the equal of the other,

and each noble and good and beautiful

in its own way.
Burt G. Wilder.
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JOSEPH AND HIS FRIEND.

CHAPTER XVII.

T HAVE a plan," said Julia, a week
i- or two later.

" Can you guess it ?

No, I think not; and yet, you might!
O, how lovely the light falls on your
hair : it is perfect satin !

"

She had one hand on his shoulder,
and ran the fingers of the other lightly

through his brown locks. Her face,

sparkling all over with a witching fond-

ness, was lifted towards his. It was
the climax of an amiable mood which
had lasted three days.
What young man can resist a playful,

appealing face, a soft, caressing touch ?

Joseph smiled, as he asked,
" Is it that I shall wear my hair upon

my shoulders, or that we shall sow

plaster on the clover-field, as old Bish-

op advised you the other day ?
"

"
Now, you are making fun of my

interest in farming ; but wait another

year! I am trying earnestly to under-

stand it, but only so that ornament

beauty what was the word in those

lines you read last night ? may grow
out of Use. That 's it Beauty out

of Use ! I know I 've bored you a lit-

tle sometimes just a little, now, con-

fess it ! with all my questions ; but

this is som'ething different. Can't you
think of anything that would make our

home, O so much more beautiful ?"
" A grove of palm-trees at the top

of the garden ? Or a lake in front,

with marble steps leading down to the

water ?
"

" You perverse Joseph ! No : some-

thing possible, something practicable,

something handsome, something profit-

able ! Or, are you so old-fashioned

that you think we must drudge for

thirty years, and only take our pleasure
after we grow rheumatic ?

"

Joseph looked at her with a puzzled,

yet cheerful face.
" You don't understand me yet !

"

she exclaimed. " And indeed, indeed,

I dread to tell you, for one reason : you
have such a tender regard for old asso-

ciations, not that I'd have it other-

wise, if I could. I like it : I trust I

have the same feeling : yet a little sen-

timent sometimes interferes practically
with the improvement of our lives."

Joseph's curiosity was aroused.
" What do you mean, Julia ?

" he
asked.

" No !

" she cried ;

"
I will not tell

you until I have read part of pa's let-

ter, which came this afternoon. Take
the arm -

chair, and don't interrupt
me."

She seated herself on the window-
sill and opened the letter.

"
I saw,"

she said,
" how uneasy you felt when

the call came for the fourth instalment

of ten per cent on the Amaranth shares,

especially after I had so much difficul-

ty in persuading you not to sell the

half. It surprised me, although I knew

that, where pa is concerned, there 's

a good reason for everything. So I

wrote to him the other day, and this is

what he says, you remember, Kanuck
is the company's agent on the spot :

"'Tell Joseph that in matters of

finance there 's often a wheel within a

wheel. Blenkinsop, of the Chowder

Company, managed to get a good grab
of our shares through a third party, of

whom we had not the slightest suspi-

cion. I name no name at present, from

motives of prudence. We only dis-

covered the circumstance after the

third party left for Europe. Looking

upon the Chowder as a rival, it is our

desire, of course, to extract this enter-

ing wedge before it has been thrust

into our vitals, and we can only accom-

plish the end by still keeping secret

the discovery of the torpedoes (an ad-

ditional expense, I might remark), and

calling for fresh instalments from all

the stockholders. Blenkinsop, not be-

ing within the inside ring, and no

possibility of his getting in ! will
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naturally see only the blue of disap-

pointment where we see the rose of

realized expectations. Already, so Ka-

nuck writes to me, negotiations are on

foot which will relieve our Amaranth
of this parasitic growth, and a few

weeks days hours, in fact, may en-

able us to explode and triumph ! I

was offered, yesterday, by one of our

shrewdest operators, who has been si-

lently watching us, ten shares of the

Sinnemahoning Hematite for eight of

ours. Think of that, the Sinnema-

honing Hematite ! No better stock in

the market, if you remember the quo-
tations ! Explain the significance of

the figures to your husband, and let

him see that he has but no, I will

restrain myself and make no estimate.

I will only mention, under the seal of

the profoundest secrecy, that the num-
ber of shafts now sinking (or being sunk)
will give an enormous flowing capacity
when the electric spark fires the mine,
and I should not wonder if our shares

then soared high over the pinnacles of

all previous speculation !

'

" No, nor I !

"
Julia exclaimed, as

she refolded the letter ;

"
it is certain,

positively certain ! I have never

known the Sinnemahoning Hematite to

be less than 147. What do you say,

Joseph ?
"

"
I hope it may be true," he an-

swered. "
I can't feel so certain, while

an accident the discovery of the tor-

pedo-plan, for instance might change
the prospects of the Amaranth. It will

be a great relief when the time comes
to '

realize,' as your father says."
" You only feel so because it is your

first experience ; but for your sake I

will consent that it shall be the last. We
shall scarcely need any more than this

will bring us
; for, as pa says, a mere

competence in the city is a splendid
fortune in the country. You need

leisure for books and travel and so-

ciety, and you shall have it. Now, let

us make a place for both !

"

Thereupon she showed him how the

parlor and rear bedroom might be

thrown into one
; where there were al-

coves for bookcases and space for a

piano ; how a new veranda might be

added to the western end of the house
;

how the plastering might be renewed, a

showy cornice supplied, and an air of

elegant luxury given to the new apart-
ment. Joseph saw and listened, con-

scious at once of a pang at changing
the ancient order of things, and a

temptation to behold a more refined

comfort in its place. He only asked to
(

postpone the work ; but Julia pressed
him so closely, with such a multitude

of unanswerable reasons, thaf he final-

ly consented to let a mechanic look at

the house, and make an estimate of the

expense.
In such cases, the man who deliber-

ates is lost.

His consent once reluctantly exacted,

Julia insisting that she would take the

whole charge of directing the work, a

beginning was made without delay, and
in a few days the ruin was so complete
that the restoration became a matter of

necessity.

Julia kept her word only too faithful-

ly. With a lively, playful manner in

the presence of the workmen, but with

a cold, inflexible obstinacy when they
were alone, she departed from the origi-
nal plan, adding showy and expensive

features, every one of which, Joseph

presently saw, was devised to surpass
the changes made by the Hopetons in

their new residence. His remonstrances

produced no effect, and he was preclud-
ed from a practical interference by the

fear of the workmen guessing his do-

mestic trouble. Thus the days dragged
on, and the breach widened without

an effort on either side to heal it.

The secret of her temporary fond-

ness gave him a sense of positive dis-

gust when it arose in his memory.
He now suspected a selfish purpose in

her caresses, and sought to give her

no chance of repeating them, but in the

company of others he was forced to en-

dure a tenderness which, he was sur-

prised to find, still half deceived him,
as it wholly deceived his neighbors.
He saw, too, and felt himself power-
less to change the impression, that

Julia's popularity increased with her
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knowledge of the people, while their

manner towards him was a shade

less frank and cordial than former-

ly. He knew that the changes in his

home were so much needless extrava-

gance, to them ;
and that Julia's oft-re-

peated phrase (always accompanied with

a loving look),
"
Joseph is making the

old place so beautiful for me !
"

in-

creased their mistrust, while seeming
to exalt him as a devoted husband.

It is not likely that she specially in-

tended this result ; while, on the other

hand, he somewhat exaggerated its

character. Her object was simply to

retain her growing ascendency : within

the limits where her peculiar faculties

had been exercised she was nearly

perfect ; but she was indifferent to

tracing the consequences of her actions

beyond those limits. When she ascer-

tained Mr. Chaffinch's want of faith in

Joseph's entire piety, she became more

regular in her attendance at his church,
not so much to prejudice her husband

by the contrast, as to avoid the suspi-

cion which he had incurred. To Joseph,

however, in the bitterness of his decep-

tion, these actions seemed either hostile

or heartless ; he was repelled from the

clearer knowledge of a nature so foreign

to his own. So utterly foreign : yet
how near beyond all others it had once

seemed !

It was not a jealousy of the authority

she assumed which turned his heart

from her : it was the revelation of a

shallowness and selfishness not at all

rare in the class from which she came,
but which his pure, guarded youth had

never permitted him to suspect in any
human being. A man familiar with

men and women, if he had been caught
in such toils, would have soon discov-

ered some manner of controlling her na-

ture, for the very shrewdest and falsest

have their vulnerable side. It gave Jo-

seph, however, so much keen spiritual

pain to encounter her in her true char-

acter, that such a course was simply

impossible.
Meanwhile the days went by, the ex-

pense of labor and material had al-

ready doubled the estimates made by

the mechanics, bills were presented for

payment, and nothing was heard from
the Amaranth. Money was a necessity,
and there was no alternative but to

obtain a temporary loan at a county
town, the centre of transactions for all

the debtors and creditors of the neigh-

boring country. It was a new and dis-

agreeable experience for Joseph to ap-
pear in the character of a borrower, and
he adopted it most reluctantly ; yet the

reality was a greater trial than he had

suspected. He found that the most

preposterous stories of his extrava-

gance were afloat. He was transform-

ing his house into a castle : he had

made, lost, and made again a large
fortune in petroleum ; he had married

a wealthy wife and squandered her

money ; he drove out in a carriage with

six white horses ; he was becoming ir-

regular in his habits and heretical in his

religious views ; in short, such marvel-

lous powers of invention had been ex-

ercised that the Arab story-tellers were

surpassed by the members of that quiet,

sluggish community.
It required all his self-control to meet

the suspicions of the money-agents,
and convince them of the true state of

his circumstances. The loan was ob-

tained, but after such a wear and tear

of flesh and spirit as made it seem a

double burden.

When he reached home, in the after-

noon, Julia instantly saw, by his face,

that all had not gone right. A slight

effort, however, enabled her to say care-

lessly and cheerfully,
" Have you brought me my supplies,

dear ?
"

"
Yes," he answered curtly.

" Here is a letter from pa," she then

said. *'
I opened it, because I knew

what the subject must be. But if you
're tired, pray don't read it now, for

then you may be impatient. There 's

a little more delay."
" Then I '11 not delay to know it," he

said, taking the letter from her hand.

A printed slip, calling upon the stock-

holders of the Amaranth to pay a fifth

instalment, fell out of the envelope.

Accompanying it there was a hasty
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note from B. Blessing :
" Don't be

alarmed, my dear son-in-law ! Prob-

ably a mere form. Blenkinsop still

holds on, but we think this will bring
him at once. If it don't, we shall very

likely have to go on with him, even if

it obliges us to unite the Amaranth
and the Chowder. In any case, we
shall ford or bridge this little Rubicon

within a fortnight. Have the money
ready, if convenient, but do not for-

ward unless I give the word. We
hear, through third parties, that Clem-

entina (who is now at Long Branch) re-

ceives much attention from Mr. Spel-

ter, a man of immense wealth, but,

I regret to say, no refinement."

Joseph smiled grimly, when he fin-

ished the note. " Is there never to

be an end of humbug ?
" he exclaimed.

"
There, now !

" cried Julia ;

" I

knew you'd be impatient. You are

so unaccustomed to great operations.

Why, the Muchacho Land Grant I

remember it, because pa sold out just
at the wrong time hung on for seven

years !

"

" D curse the Muchacho Land

Grant, and the Amaranth too !

"

" Are n't you ashamed !

" exclaimed

Julia, taking on a playful air of offence ;

" but you 're tired and hungry, poor
fellow !

" Therewith she put her hands
on his shoulders, and raised herself on

tiptoe to kiss him.

Joseph, unable to control his sud-

den instinct, swiftly turned away his

head.
" O you wicked husband, you de-

serve to be punished !

" she cried,

giving him what was meant to be a

light tap on the cheek.

It was a light tap, certainly ; but

perhaps a little of the annoyance which
she banished from her face had lodged,

unconsciously, in her fingers. They
left just sting enough to rouse Joseph's
heated blood. He started back a step,
and looked at her with flaming eyes.

" No more of that, Julia ! I know,
now, how much your arts are worth.

I am getting a vile name in the neigh-
borhood, losing my property, losing

my own self-respect, because I have

allowed you to lead me ! Will you be

content with what you have done, or

must you go on until my ruin is com-

plete ?
"

Before he had finished speaking she

had taken rapid counsel with herself,

and decided. "
Oh, oh ! such words to

me !

" she groaned, hiding her face be-

tween her hands. "
I never thought

you could be so cruel ! I had such

pleasure in seeing you rich and free, in

trying to make your home beautiful ;

and now this little delay, which no
business-man would think anything of,

seems to change your very nature !

But I will not think it 's your true self:

something has worried you to-day,

you have heard some foolish story
"

"It is not the worry of to-day," he

interrupted, in haste to state his whole

grievance, before his weak heart had

time to soften again,
"

it is the worry
of months past ! It is because I thought

you true and kind-hearted, and I find

you selfish and hypocritical ! It is very
well to lead me into serious expenses,
while so much is at stake, and now

likely to be lost, it is very well to

make my home beautiful, especially
when you can outshine Mrs. Hopeton !

It is easy to adapt yourself to the neigh-

bors, and keep on the right side of

them, no matter how much your hus-

band's character may suffer in the pro-
cess !

"

" That will do !

" said Julia, sudden-

ly becoming rigid. She lifted her head,
and apparently wiped the tears from

her eyes. "A little more and it would

be too much, for even me / What do

I care for ' the neighbors
'
? persons

whose ideas and tastes and habits of

life are so different from mine ? I have

endeavored to be friendly with them
for your sake : I have taken special

pains to accommodate myself to their

notions, just because I intended they
should justify you in choosing me ! I

believed for you told me so that

there was no calculation in love, that

money was dross in comparison ;
and

how could I imagine that you would so

soon put up a balance and begin to

weigh the two? Am I your wife or



8;o.] Joseph and his Friend.
45

your slave ? Have I an equal share in

what is yours, or am I here merely to

increase it? If there is to be a ques-
tion of dollars and cents between us,

pray have my allowance fixed, so that I

may not overstep it, and may save my-
self from such reproaches ! I knew

you would be disappointed in pa's let-

ter : T have been anxious and uneasy
since it came, through my sympathy with

you, and was ready to make any sacri-

fice that might relieve your mind ; and
now you seem to be full of unkindness
and injustice ! What shall I do, O
what shall I do ?

"

She threw herself upon a sofa, weep-
ing hysterically.

"
Julia !

" he cried, both shocked and
startled by her words,

"
you purposely

misunderstand me. Think how con-

stantly I have yielded to you, against

my own better judgment ! When have

you considered my wishes ?
"

" When ?
" she repeated : then, ad-

dressing the cushion with a hopeless,

melancholy air,
" he asks, when ! How

could I misunderstand you ? your
words were as plain as daggers. If

you were not aware how sharp they

were, call them back to your mind when
these mad, unjust suspicions have left

you ! I trusted you so perfectly, I was

looking forward to such a happy future,

and now now, all seems so dark ! It

is like a flash of lightning : I am weak
and giddy : leave me, I can bear no
more !

"

She covered her face, and sobbed

wretchedly.
"

I am satisfied that you are not as

ignorant as you profess to be," was all

Joseph could say, as he obeyed her com-

mand, and left the room. He was van-

quished, he knew, and a little confused

by his wife's unexpected way of taking
his charges in flank instead of meeting
them in front, as a man would have

done. Could she be sincere ? he asked

himself. Was she really so ignorant of

herself, as to believe all that she had

uttered? There seemed to be not the

shadow of hypocrisy in her grief and in-

dignation. Her tears were real : then

why not her smiles and caresses ? Ei-

ther she was horribly, incredibly false,
worse than he dared dream her to be,
or so fatally unconscious of her nature
that nothing short of a miracle could
ever enlighten her. One thing, only, was
certain : there was now no confidence
between them, and there might never
be again.
He walked slowly forth from the

house, seeing nothing, and unconscious
whither his feet were leading him.

CHAPTER XVIII.

STILL walking, with bent head, and a
brain which vainly strove to work its

way to clearness through the perplex-
ities of his heart, Joseph went on.

When, wearied at last, though not con-

sciously calmer, he paused and looked
about him, it was like waking from a
dream. Some instinct had guided him
on the way to Philip's forge : the old

road had been moved to accommodate
the new branch railway, and a rapid

ring of hammers came up from the

embankment below. It was near the

point of the hill where Lucy's school-

house stood, and even as he looked

she came, accompanied by her scholars,
to watch the operation of laying the

track. Elwood Withers, hale, sun-

burnt, full of lusty life, walked along
the sleepers directing the workmen.
"He was right, only too right!"

muttered Joseph to himself. " Why
could I not see with his eyes? 'It's

the bringing up,' he would say ;
but

that is not all. I have been an inno-

cent, confiding boy, and thought that

years and acres had made me a man.

O, she understood me, she under-

stands me now ; but in spite of her,

God helping me, I shall yet be a

man."

Elwood ran down the steep side of

the embankment, greeted Lucy, and

helped her to the top, the children fol-

lowing with whoops and cries.

" Would it have been different," Jo-

seph further soliloquized,
"

if Lucy and

I had loved and married ? It is hardly

treating Elwood fairly, to suppose such
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a thing, yet a year ago I might
have loved her. It is better as it is :

I should have stepped upon a true

man's heart. Have they drawn nearer ?

and if so, does he, with his sturdier

nature, his surer knowledge, find no

flaw in her perfections ?
"

A morbid curiosity to watch the two

suddenly came upon him. He clam-

bered over the fence, crossed the nar-

row strip of meadow, and mounted the

embankment. Elwood's back was to-

wards him, and he was just saying:
"

It all comes of taking an interest in

what you 're doing. The practical part
is easy enough, when you once have

the principles. I can manage the

theodolite already, but I need a little

showing when I come to the calcula-

tions. Somehow, I never cared much
about study before, but here it's all

applied as soon as you 've learned it,

and that fixes it, like, in your head."

Lucy was listening with an earnest,

friendly interest on her face. She

scarcely saw Joseph until he stood be-

fore her. After the first slight surprise,
her manner towards him was quiet and

composed : Elwood's eyes were bright,
and there was a fresh intelligence in

his appearance. The habit of com-
mand had already given him a certain

dignity.
*' How can 7 get knowledge which

may be applied as soon as learned ?"

Joseph asked, endeavoring to assume
the manner furthest from his feelings.
"

I 'm still at the foot of the class,

Lucy," he added, turning to her.

"How?" Elwood replied. "I should

say by going around the world alone.

That would be about the same for you
as what these ten miles I 'm overseeing
are to me. A little goes a great way
with me, for I can only pick up one

thing at a time."
" What kind of knowledge are you

looking for, Joseph?" Lucy gravely
asked.

"Of myself," said he, and his face

grew dark.
" That 's a true word !

" Elwood in-

voluntarily exclaimed. He then caught
Lucy's eye, and awkwardly added:

" It 's about what we all want, I take

it."

Joseph recovered himself in a mo-

ment, and proposed looking over the

work. They walked slowly along the

embankment, listening to Elwood's ac-

count of what had been done and what
was yet to do, when the Hopeton car-

riage came up the highway, near at

hand. Mrs. Hopeton sat in it alone.
"

I was looking for you, Lucy," she

called.
" If you are going towards the

cutting, I will join you there."

She sent the coachman home with

the carriage, and walked with them on
the track. Joseph felt her presence as

a relief, but Elwood confessed to him-

self that he was a little disturbed by
the steady glance of her dark eyes.
He had already overcome his regret at

the interruption of his rare and wel-

come chance of talking with Lucy, but

then Joseph knew his heart, while this

stately lady looked as if she were capa-
ble of detecting what she had no right
to know. Nevertheless, she was Lucy's

friend, and that fact had great weight
with Elwood.

"
It 's rather a pity to cut into the

hills and bank up the meadows in this

way, is n't it ?
" he asked.

"And to disturb my school with so

much hammering," Lucy rejoined ;

"when the trains come, I must re-

treat."
" None too soon," said Mrs. Hope-

ton.
" You are not strong, Lucy, and

the care of a school is too much for

you."
Elwood thanked her with a look, be-

fore he knew what he was about.
" After all," said Joseph,

"
why should

n't nature be cut up ? I suppose every-

thing was given to us to use, and the

more profit the better the use, seems
to be the rule of the world. *

Beauty

grows out of Use,' you know."

His tone was sharp and cynical, and

grated unpleasantly on Lucy's sensi-

tive ear.
"

I believe it is a rule in art," said

Mrs. Hopeton,
" that mere ornament,

for ornament's sake, is not allowed. It

must always seem to answer some pur-
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pose, to have a necessity for its exist-

ence. But, on the other hand, what is

necessary should be beautiful, if possi-

ble."

"A loaf of bread, for instance," sug-

gested Elwood.

They all laughed at this illustration,

and the conversation took a lighter

turn. By this time they had entered

the narrower part of the valley, and on

passing around a sharp curve of the

track found themselves face to face

with Philip and Madeline Held.

If Mrs. Hopeton's heart beat more

rapidly at the unexpected meeting, she

preserved her cold, composed bearing.

Madeline, bright and joyous, was the

unconscious agent of unconstraint, in

whose presence each of the others felt

immediately free.

" Two inspecting committees at

once !

"
cried Philip.

"
It is well for

you, Withers, that you did n't locate

the line. My sister and I have already
found several unnecessary curves and
culverts."

*' And we .have found a great deal of

use and no beauty," Lucy answered.
"
Beauty !

" exclaimed Madeline.
" What is more beautiful than to see

one's groceries delivered at one's very
door ? Or to have the opera and the

picture
-
gallery brought within two

hours' distance ? How far are we from

a lemon, Philip ?
"

" You were a lemon, Mad, in your

vegetable, pre-human state
;
and you

are still acid and agreeable."
" Sweets to the sweet !

" she gayly
cried. " And what, pray, was Miss

Henderson ?
"

" Don't spare me, Mr. Held," said

Lucy, as he looked at her with a little

hesitation.
" An apple."
" And Mrs. Hopeton ?

"

"A date-palm," said Philip, fixing

his eyes upon her face.

She did not look up, but an expres-
sion which he could not interpret just

touched her lips and faded.
" Now, it 's your turn, Miss Held,"

Elwood remarked :

" what were we

"
O, Philip, a prickly pear, of course ;

and you, well, some kind of a nut;
and Mr. Asten "

" A cabbage," said Joseph.
" What vanity ! Do you imagine

that you are all head, or that your
heart is in your head ? Or that you
keep the morning dew longer than the

rest of us ?"
" It might well be," Joseph answered

;

and Madeline felt her arm gently

pinched by Philip, from behind. She
had tact enough not to lower her pitch
of gayety too suddenly, but her man-

ner towards Joseph became grave and

gentle. Mrs. Hopeton said but little :

she looked upon the circling hills, as if

studying their summer beauty, while

the one desire in her heart was to be

away from the spot, away from Phil-

ip's haunting eyes.

After a little while, Philip seemed to

be conscious of her feeling. He left

his place on the opposite side of the

track, took Joseph's arm and led him a

little aside from the group.
"
Philip, I want you !

"
Joseph whis-

pered ;

" but no, not quite yet. There

is no need of coming to you in a state

of confusion. In a day or two more

I shall have settled a little."

"You are right," said Philip : "there

is no opiate like time, be there never so

little of it. I felt the fever ofyour head

in your hand. Don't come to me, un-

til you feel that it is the one thing which

must be done ! I think you know why
I say so."

"
I do !

"
Joseph exclaimed. "

I am

just now more of an ostrich than any-

thing else ;
I should like to stick my

head in the sand, and imagine myself
invisible. But Philip here are six

of us together. One other, I know, has

a secret wound, perhaps two others :

is it always so in life ? I think I am
selfish enough to be glad to know that

I am not specially picked out for pun-

ishment."

Philip could not help smiling.
"
Up-

on my soul," he said,
"

I believe Made-

line is the only one of the six who is

not busy with other thoughts than

those we all seem to utter. Specially
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picked out ? There is no such thing
as special picking out, in this world !

Joseph, it may seem hard and school-

master-like in me to say 'wait!' yet
that is the only word I can say."

" Good evening, all !

"
cried Elwood.

"
I must go down to my men

; but I 'd

be glad of such an inspection as this, a

good deal oftener."
"

I '11 go that far with you," said Jo-

seph.
flftrs. Hopeton took Lucy's arm with

a sudden, nervous movement. " If you
are not too tired, let us walk over the

hill," she said ;

"
I want to find the

right point of view for sketching our

house."

The company dissolved. Philip, as

he walked up the track with his sister,

said to himself: "
Surely, she was afraid

of me. And what does her fear indi-

cate ? What, if not that the love she

once bore for me still lives in her heart,
in spite of time and separated fates ? I

should not, dare not think of her ; I

shall never again speak a word to her

which her husband might not hear ;

but I cannot tear from me the dream
of what she might be, the knowledge of

what she is, false, hopeless, fatal, as it

all may be !

"

"
Elwood," said Joseph, when they

had walked a little distance in silence,
" do you remember the night you spent
with me, a year ago ?

"

"
I 'm not likely to forget it."

11 Let me ask you one question, then.

Have you come nearer to Lucy Hen-
derson ?

"

" If no further off means nearer, and
it almost seems so in my case, yes !

"

" And you see no difference in her,

no new features of character, which you
did not guess, at first ?

"

"
Indeed, I do !

" Elwood emphati-

cally answered. "To me she grows
less and less like any other woman,
so right, so straightforward, so honest
in all her ways and thoughts ! If I am
ever tempted to do anything well,

not exactly mean, you know, but such
as a man might as well leave undone,
I have only to say to myself :

' If you 're

not thoroughly good, my boy, you'll

lose her !
' and that does the business,

right away. Why, Joseph, I 'm proud
of myself, that I mean to deserve

her!"

"Ah!" A sigh, almost a groan,
came from Joseph's lips.

" What will

you think of me ?
" he said. "

I was
about to repeat your own words, to

warn you to be cautious, and take time,

and test your feelings, and not to be too

sure of her perfection ! what can a

young man know about women ? He
can only discover the truth after mar-

riage, and then they are indifferent

how it affects him their fortunes are

made!"
"

I know," answered Elwood, turning
his head away slightly ;

" but there 's a

difference between the women you seek,
and work to get, and the women who
seek, and work to get you."

"
I understand you."

"
Forgive me for saying it !

" El-

wood cried, instantly repenting his

words. "
I could n't help seeing and

feeling what you know now. But what
man ^leastways, what friend could

ha' said it to you with any chance of

being believed ? You were like a man
alone in a boat above a waterfall; only

you could bring yourself to shore. If I

stood on the bank and called, and you
did n't believe me, what then ? The
Lord knows, I 'd give this right arm,

strong as it is, to put you back where

you were a year ago."
"

I 've been longing for frankness, and
I ought to bear it better," said Joseph.
" Put the whole subject out of your

thoughts, and come and see me as of

old. It is quite time I should learn to

manage my own life."

He grasped Elwood's hand convul-

sively, sprang down the embankment,
and took to the highway. Elwood
looked after him a minute, then slowly
shook his head and walked onward to-

wards the men.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Hopeton and Lucy
had climbed the hill, and found them-

selves on the brow of a rolling upland,
which fell on the other side, towards

the old Calvert place. The day was
hot. Mrs, Hopeton's knees trembled
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under her, and she sank on the soft

grass at the foot of a tree. Lucy took

a seat beside her.

" You know so much of my trouble,"

said the former, when the coolness and

rest had soothed her,
" and I trust you

so perfectly, that I can tell you all,

Lucy. Can you guess the man whom I

loved, but must never love again ?
"

"
I have sometimes thought

" but

here Lucy hesitated.
"
Speak the name in your mind, or,

let me say
'

Philip Held,' for you !

Lucy, what am I to do ? he loves me
still : he told me so, just now, where

we were all together below there !

"

Lucy turned with a start, and gazed

wonderingly upon her friend's face.
" Why does he continue telling me

what I must not hear ? with his eyes,

Lucy ! in the tones of his voice, in

common words which I am forced to

interpret by his meaning ! I had learned

to bear my inevitable fate, for it was
not an unhappy one

;
I can bear even

his presence, if he were generous

enough to close his heart as I do,

either that, or to avoid me
;
for I now

dread to meet him again."
" Is it not," Lucy asked,

" because

the trial is new, and takes you by sur-

prise and unprepared ? May you not

be fearing more than Mr. Held has ex-

pressed, or, at'least, intended ?
"

"The speech that kills, or makes

alive, needs no words. What I mean

is, there is no resistance in his face. I

blush for myself, I am indignant at my
own pitiful weakness, but something in

his look to-day made me forget every-

thing that has passed since we were

parted. While it lasted, I was under a

spell, a spell which it humiliates me
to remember. Your voices sounded

faint and far off; all that I have, and

hold, seemed to be slipping from me.

It was only for a moment, but, Lucy, it

frightened me. My will is strong, and
I think I can depend upon it

; yet
what if some influence beyond my con-

trol were to paralyze it ?
"

" Then you must try to win the help
of a higher will ;

our souls always win

something of that which they wrestle
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and struggle to reach. Dear Mrs.

Hopeton, have you never thought that

we are still as children who cannot
have all they cry for ? Now, that you
know what you fear, do not dread to

hold it before your mind and examine
what it is : at least, I think that would
be my instinct, to face a danger at

once when I found I could not escape
it."

"
I have no doubt you are right,

Lucy," said Mrs. Hopeton ; but her

tone was sad, as if she acquiesced with-

out clearly believing.
"

It seems very hard," Lucy contin-

ued, "when we cannot have the one
love of all others that we need, hard-

er still when we must put it forcibly
from our hearts. But I have always
felt that, when we can bring ourselves

to renounce cheerfully, a blessing will

follow. I do not know how, but I must
believe it Might it not come at last,

through the love that we have, though
it now seems imperfect ?

"

Mrs. Hopeton lifted her head from

her knees, and sat erect. "
Lucy," she

said,
"

I do not believe you are a wo-

man who would ask another to bear

what is beyond your own strength.
Shall I put you to the test ?

"

Lucy, though her face became visibly

paler, replied :

"
I did not mean to com-

pare my burden with yours ;
but weigh

me, if you wish. If I am found want-

ing, you will show me wherein."
" Your one love above all others is

lost to you. Have you conquered the

desire for it ?
"

"
I think I have. If some soreness

remains, I try to believe that it is the

want of the love which I know to be

possible, not that of the the person."
"
Then, could you be happy with

what you call an imperfect love ?
"

Lucy blushed a little, in spite of her-

self.
"

I am still free," she answered,

"and not obliged to accept it. If I

were bound, I hope I should not neg
lect my duty."
"What if another's happiness de-

pended on your accepting it ? Lucy,

my eyes have been made keen by what

I have felt. I saw to-day, that a man's
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heart follows you, and I guess that you
know it. Here is no imperfect love on

his part : were you his wife, could you
learn to give him so much that your
life might become peaceful and satis-

fied ?

"You do, indeed, test me!" Lucy
murmured. " How can I know ? What
answer can I make ? I have shrunk

from thinking of that, and I cannot feel

that my duty lies there. Yet, if it were

so, if I were already bound, irrevoca-

bly, surely all my present faith must

be false if happiness in some form did

not come at last !

"

"
I believe it would, to you !

"
cried

Mrs. Hopeton.
" Why not to me ? Do

you think I have ever looked for love

in my husband ? It seems, now, that I

have been content to know that he was

proud of me. If I seek, perhaps I may
find more than I have dreamed of; and
if I find, if indeed and truly I find,

I shall never more lack self-possession
and will !

"

She rose to her full height, and a

flush came over the pallor of her

cheeks. "
Yes," she continued, "rath-

er than feel again the humiliation of

to-day, I will trample all my nature

down to the level of an imperfect
love !

"

"
Better," said Lucy, rising also,

" better to bend only for a while to the

imperfect, that you may warm and pu-

rify and elevate it, until it shall take

the place of the perfect in your heart."

The two women kissed each other,
and there were tears on the cheeks of

both.

CHAPTER XIX.

ON his way home Joseph reviewed
the quarrel with a little more calmness,
and, while admitting his own rashness
and want of tact, felt relieved that it

had occurred. Julia now knew, at least,
how sorely he had been grieved by her

selfishness, and she had thus an op-

portunity, if she really loved him, of

showing whether her nature were capa-
ble of change. He determined to make
no further reference to the dissension.

and to avoid what might lead to a new
one. He did not guess, as he ap-

proached the house, that his wife had

long been watching at the front win-

dow, in an anxious, excited state, and
that she only slipped back to the sofa

and covered her head just before he
reached the door.

For a day or two she was silent, and

perhaps a little sullen
; but the pay-

ment of the most pressing bills, the

progress of the new embellishments,
and the necessity of retaining her affec-

tionate playfulness in the presence of

the workmen, brought back her cus-

tomary manner. Now and then a

sharp, indirect allusion showed that

she had not forgotten, and had not

Joseph closed his teeth firmly upon
his tongue, the household atmosphere

might have been again disturbed.

Not many days elapsed before a very
brief note from Mr. Blessing announced
that the fifth instalment would be need-

ed. He wrote in great haste, he said,

and would explain everything by a later

mail. /

Joseph was hardly surprised now.

He showed the note to Julia, merely

saying :
"

I have not the money, and
if I had, he could scarcely expect me
to pay it without knowing the necessity.

My best plan will be to go to the city
at once."

"
I think so, too," she answered.

" You will be far better satisfied when

you have seen pa, and he can also help

you to raise the money temporarily, if

it is really inevitable. He knows all

the capitalists."
"

I shall do another thing, Julia. I

shall sell enough of the stock to pay
the instalment ; nay, I shall sell it all,

if I can do so without loss."
" Are you

" she began fiercely, but,

checking herself, merely added, "see

pa first, that 's all I stipulate."

Mr. Blessing had not returned from

the Custom-House when Joseph reached

the city. He had no mind to sit in the

dark parlor and wait; so he plunged

boldly into the labyrinth of clerks,

porters, inspectors, and tide-waiters.

Everybody knew Blessing, but nobody
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could tell where he was to be found.

Finally some one, more obliging than

the rest, said :
"
Try the Wharf-Rat !

"

The Wharf-Rat proved to be a " sa-

loon "
in a narrow alley behind the

Custom-House. On opening the door

a Venetian screen prevented the per-
sons at the bar from being immediately

seen, but Joseph recognized his father-

in-law's voice, saying,
"
Straight, if you

please !

" Mr. Blessing was leaning

against one end of the bar, with a glass

in his hand, engaged with an individual

of not very prepossessing appearance.
He remarked to the latter, almost in a

whisper (though the words reached Jo-

seph's ears), "You understand, the

collector can't be seen every day ; it

takes time, and more or less capital.

The doorkeeper and others expect to

be feed."

As Joseph approached, he turned to-

wards him with an angry, suspicious

look, which was not changed into one

of welcome so soon that a flash of un-

comfortable surprise did not intervene.

But the welcome once there, it deep-
ened and mellowed, and became so

warm and rich that only a cold, con-

tracted nature could have refused to

bathe in its effulgence.
" Why !

" he cried, with extended

hands,
"

I should as soon have ex-

pected to see daisies growing in this

sawdust, or to find these spittoons

smelling like hyacinths ! Mr. Tweed,
one of our rising politicians, Mr. As-

ten, my son-in-law ! Asten, of Asten

Hall, I might almost say, for I hear

that your mansion is assuming quite a

palatial aspect. Another glass, if you
please : your throat must be full of

dust, Joseph, pulvis faucibus hcesit,

if I might be allowed to change the

classic phrase."

Joseph tried to decline, but was forced

to compromise on a moderate glass of

ale
;

while Mr. Blessing, whose glass
was empty, poured something into it

from a black bottle, nodded to Mr.

Tweed, and saying,
"
Always straight !

"

drank it off.

" You would not suppose," he then

said to Joseph,
" that this little room,

dark as it is and not agreeably fragrant,
has often witnessed the arrangement of

political manoeuvres which have decid-

ed the City, and through the City the

State. I have seen together at that

table, at midnight, Senator Slocum,
and the Honorables Whitstone, Hacks,
and Larruper. Why, the First Audi-
tor of the Treasury was here no later

than last week ! I frequently transact

some of the confidential business of

the Custom-House within these pre-

cincts, as at present."
" Shall I wait for you outside ?

"
Jo-

seph asked.
"

I think it will not be necessary. I

have stated the facts, Mr. Tweed, and
if you accept them, the figures can be

arranged between us at any time. It

is a simple case of algebra : by taking

X, you work out the unknown quan-

tity."

With a hearty laugh at his own

smartness, he shook the "rising poli-

tician's
"
hand, and left the Wharf-Rat

with Joseph.
" We can talk here as well as in the

woods," he said. "
Nobody ever hears

anything in this crowd. But perhaps
we had better not mention the Ama-
ranth by name, as the operation has

been kept so very close. Shall we say
4

Paraguay
'

instead, or still better
4

Reading,' which is a very common
stock ? Well, then, I guess you have

come to see me in relation to the

Reading ?
"

Joseph, as briefly as possible, stated

the embarrassment he suffered, on ac-

count of the continued calls for pay-

ment, the difficulty of raising money for

the fifth instalment, and bluntly ex-

pressed his doubts of the success of

the speculation. Mr. Blessing heard

him patiently to the end, and then, hav-

ing collected himself, answered :

"
I understand, most perfectly, your

feeling in the matter. Further, I do

not deny that in respect to the time

of realizing from the Am Reading, I

should say I have also been disap-

pointed. It has cost me no little

trouble to keep my own shares intact,

and my stake is so much greater than
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yours, for it is my all! I am ready to

unite with the Chowder, at once : in-

deed, as one of the directors, I men-
tioned it at our last meeting, but the

proposition, I regret to say, was not

favorably entertained. We are depend-
ent, in a great measure, on Kanuck,
who is on the spot superintending the

Reading ; he has been telegraphed to

come on, and promises to do so as

soon as the funds now called for are

forthcoming. My faith, I hardly need

intimate, is firm."
" My only resource, then," said Jo-

seph,
" will be to sell a portion of my

stock, I suppose ?
"

" There is one drawback to that

course, and I am afraid you may not

quite understand my explanation. The

Reading has not been introduced in

the market, and its real value could

not be demonstrated without betraying
the secret lever by which we intend

hoisting it to a fancy height. We could

only dispose of a portion of it to capi-
talists whom we choose to take into our

confidence. The same reason would be

valid against hypothecation."
"
Have_y0 paid this last instalment ?

"

Joseph suddenly asked.
" N no ; not wholly ; but I antici-

pate a temporary accommodation. If

Mr. Spelter deprives me of Clementina,
as I hear (through third parties) is dai-

ly becoming more probable, my family

expenses will be so diminished that I

shall have an ample margin ; indeed,
I shall feel like a large paper copy,
with my leaves uncut !

"

He rubbed his hands gleefully; but

Joseph was too much disheartened to

reply.
" This might be done," Mr. Blessing

continued. "It is not certain that all

the stockholders have yet paid. I will

look over the books, and if such be the

case, your delay would not be a spo-
radic delinquency. If otherwise, I will

endeavor to gain the consent of my
fellow-directors to the introduction of a

new capitalist, to whom a small portion
of your interest may be transferred. I

trust you perceive the relevancy of this

caution. We do not mean that our

flower shall always blush unseen, and
waste its sweetness on the oleaginous
air ; we only wish to guard against its

being
'

untimely ripped
'

(as Shake-

speare says) from its parent stalk. I

can well imagine how incomprehensi-
ble all this may appear to you. In all

probability much of your conversation

at home, relative to crops and the like,

would be to me an unknown dialect.

But I should not, therefore, doubt your
intelligence and judgment in such mat-
ters."

Joseph began to grow impatient.
" Do I understand you to say, Mr.

Blessing," he asked,
" that the call for

the fifth instalment can be met by the

sale of a part of my stock ?
"

" In an ordinary case it might not

under the peculiar circumstances of our

operation be possible. But I trust I

do not exaggerate my own influence

when I say that it is within my power
to arrange it. If you will confide it to

my hands, you understand, of course,
that a slight formality is necessary, a

power of attorney ?
"

Joseph, in his haste and excitement,
had not considered this, or any other

legal point : Mr. Blessing was right.
"
Then, supposing the shares to be

worth only their par value," he said,

"the power need not apply to more
than one tenth of my stock ?

"

Mr. Blessing came into collision with

a gentleman passing him. Mutual
wrath was aroused, followed by mutual

apologies.
" Let us turn into the other

street," he said to Joseph ;

"
really, our

lives are hardly safe in this crowd ; it

is nearly three o'clock, and the banks
will soon be closed."

"
It would be prudent to allow a mar-

gin," he resumed, after their course

had been changed :
" the money mar-

ket is very tight, and if a necessity
were suspected, most capitalists are

unprincipled enough to exact accord-

ing to the urgency of the need. I do
not say nor do I at all anticipate
that it would be so in your case ; still,

the future is a sort of dissolving view,
and my suggestion is that of the merest

prudence. I have no doubt that double
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the amount say one fifth of your
stock would guard us against all con-

tingencies. If you prefer not to intrust

the matter to my hands, I will intro-

duce you to Honeyspoon Brothers, the

bankers, the elder Honeyspoon being
a director, who will be very ready to

execute your commission."

What could Joseph do ? It was im-

possible to say to Mr. Blessing's face

that he mistrusted him : yet he cer-

tainly did not trust ! He was weary
of plausible phrases, the import of

which he was powerless to dispute,

yet which were so at variance with

what seemed to be the facts of the

case. He felt that he was lifted aloft

into a dazzling, secure atmosphere, but

as often as he turned to look at the

wings which upheld him, their plumage
shrivelled into dust, and he fell an im-

mense distance before his feet touched
a bit of reality.

The power of attorney was given.

Joseph declined Mr. Blessing's invita-

tion to dine with him at the Universal

Hotel, the Blessing table being "possi-

bly a little lean to one accustomed to

the bountiful profusion of the country,"
on the plea that he must return by the

evening train
; but such a weariness

and disgust came over him that he

halted at the Farmers' Tavern, and
took a room for the night. He slept

until long into the morning, and then,

cheered in spirit through the fresh

vigor of all his physical functions,

started homewards.

Bayard Taylor.

AN EX-SOUTHERNER IN SOUTH CAROLINA.

A JOURNEY due South in the

midst of winter can hardly be

otherwise than pleasant It is a con-

centrated spring-time, and the traveller

traverses with dream-like rapidity the

whole series of changes by which the

Northern year struggles out of its bond-

age of ice and snow. To be one day
in the midst of snow deep enough to

take away any lingering doubt of the

arguments in proof of a glacial period,
to pass on the next through a country
where one sees first the dry fields,

with the wrecks of winter on their

colder slopes, and then the faint hue of

green in the sunny spots ; to wake the

third morning in an air of heavenly
softness, and in a land which seems
all flowers, affords, indeed, almost in-

toxicating pleasure. Were it not for

the languor produced by the unaccus-

tomed warmth, a languor which takes

away all physical vigor, but leaves the

indolent mind intensely sensitive to all

physical delights, one would resolve to

repeat again and again this enchanting

journey, that he might live the best of

many years in these repeated spring-
times.

To the observant traveller each mile

gives something noteworthy, but there is

little that justifies extended description
in what meets his eye in a run from

Boston to Charleston. The most in-

teresting points are those which he

passes in traversing the old war-paths
of Virginia. It is remarkable how rap-

idly all the physical evidences of the

war have passed and are passing away.
This change is particularly surprising

to any one who was familiar with the

condition of the country during the

years of the war. Over the most of

that almost continuous battle-field,

along the railway from Washington to

Richmond, any one a little inattentive

could now pass without perceiving that

it had been swept by war as never a

region had been swept before.

Near Fredericksburg the railroad

passes close to the scene of the worst

part of the great battle. Here and

there are the low earthworks almost

worn down by the rain and frost of the
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few winters which they have withstood.

The long escarpment of the plateau

against which our army broke is bare

and furrowed; and the deep-red soil

seems stained with the blood which

will not wash away. Here the traveller

sees for the first time a military ceme-

tery, with its spectral parade of uni-

formed tombstones arranged in martial

order, the last and most distressing

manifestation of American fondness for

post-mortem show. Far more fitting

would it have been to leave the ashes

of these fallen braves in the ground

baptized by their blood, where they
were hearsed by their surviving com-

rades, than to have imposed on them

this Egyptian perpetuity. The only

physical result of the war in Virginia
which remains at all noteworthy is the

destruction of the forests. A camp is

a great consumer of timber
;
and the

five years in which this region was
warred over served to sweep away a

large part of the trees. The country
around Petersburg retains more of the

scars of war than any other part of

Virginia. That the ugly gashes of the

earth have not healed under the kindly

ministerings of frost and rain is chiefly
due to the fact that the African citizens

of the neighborhood have used them as

iron and lead mines ever since the war,
and to this day they are always en-

gaged like industrious crows in peck-

ing away for these spoils of the battle-

field. There is a certain hazard in this

work which, maybe, serves as stimulus

to them, for many of the percussion
shells retain to this day their explosive

properties. It seems indeed strange
that these missiles should retain their

deadly force so long. Six years ago the

drollest man in the nation could not

have imagined that at the end of the

decade, before the powder had been

damped in the unexploded shells or the

percussion-caps lost their fire, Jefferson
Davis would be keeping an insurance

office in Memphis and Joseph John-
son a similar shop at Savannah, and
that the great captain who stood so

long at bay in Virginia would be mas-
ter of a school maintained in part by

contributions of Northern men. There

is an almost theatrical fitness in the

disposition manifested by the leaders

of the great Rebellion to go into the

insurance business. This occupation
seems to suit very well to men who
had suffered the most from vicissitudes

of fortune.

In Virginia, although there is little

sign of thrift and every evidence of

poverty among the cultivators of the

soilj there is evidently a good heart in

the land, which secures a noble future

to the agriculture of the State. But
when we cross the State line we enter

the most hopeless-looking region this

side of the Alkali Desert. The Atlan-

tic swamp belt is destined to exercise

a great negative influence in the devel-

opment of the country. A sea of sand

which in any less favorable climate

would be a desert, with much of its sur-

face so little elevated above the sea that

it is scarcely better than a swamp, and
studded with marshy islands, it seems

capable of producing little except mias-

ma. With our frightful increase in

population, it must soon swarm with

the people for which the mosquitoes
have been waiting for centuries

;
and

in time this inundated Sahara will

doubtless prove as fertile as the lower

valley of the Po, a region it resembles

in some regards ; but it sickens one to

think of the generations during which

it must bear an unhappy population,

living like cranes until they are rich

enough to dike the streams and end

their amphibious existence. Let us

hope and pray that some lucky geologi-

cal accident may give this region a lift

of fifty feet or so, or that the ocean may
take back its imperfect work, and not

return it until the task is worthier of its

workmanship.
The traveller soon loses interest in

the prospect which shows him a mo-

notonous woodland, only varying when
the black water of the swamp is re-

placed by the occasional strip of white

sand, with here and there the rude

buildings of a tar-factory. He is sure

to find in the car some more interest-

ing and less monotonous material for
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study. In half a hundred Southerners

you are sure to find a greater variety
of men than among the same number
of Northerners. They have grown up
farther apart, and so have not shaped
themselves on each other, like the cells

in a honeycomb or the trees in a forest.

The war has made a material change
in the character of the Southern people.
Take almost any man you happen to

meet, and enter into conversation with

him, and you will probably find that his

occupation has changed since the war,
and that his views of life, and his whole

existence in fact, have altered as well.

The business spirit has sprung into ac-

tivity with great suddenness. There is,

despite a certain distrust of the present,
a deep hope for the future, which is

quite consoling. Nearly all those you
talk with have been in the Confederate

Army in some position or other, or

at least claim to have been. One hears

numerous narratives, which it is much
to be regretted cannot be preserved.
I talked for some hours with a gen-
tleman who commanded a division in

the Confederate Army at Fredericks-

burg during Burnside's attack. It

seems, from his description, that the

obstacles encountered by the Federal

Army were wellnigh insurmountable,
and any renewal of the attack on the

left of the Confederate position would
have been equally disastrous. Another

young man told me that he was in

the Confederate Army at the time of

its surrender to Grant. He says that

the men near Lee's head-quarters had
heard of the surrender, but could get
no statement which made the matter

clear. At length they saw Lee come
out of his tent, mount a horse, and ride

away. His men, actuated by regard
for their old commander, and fearing he

was about to leave them forever, ran

across the fields to head him off. Gen-
eral Lee, divining their intention, tried

to take another road and escape them
;

but others of the mob, that had so late-

ly been his faithful army, stopped his

new way also. Finding himself thus at

bay, the General dismounted and stood

uncovered beside his horse, while his

officers and men thronged in respectful
sorrow around him. My informant told

me that he climbed a tree within a few
feet of the General, and could see that

his face was very pale ; tears were

dropping over his beard, and his whole
frame shook with strong emotion. At

length, mastering his feelings, he spoke
in a calm, strong voice to his men,

telling them that he had sought to spare
himself and them the pain of these

parting words. They had been surren-

dered to an overwhelming force only
after all resistance had proved hope-

less, and a brave and generous enemy
had granted them the conditions of an

honorable capitulation. He bade them

go to their homes and take upon them-

selves again the duties of citizens, each

with the assurance that he had done

his whole duty. When he ceased to

speak, his men pressed around him

with great emotion, but directly Lee

mounted his horse and rode slowly

away.
The narrator of this interesting event

was no Thucydides, seemed to have no

desire to tell a fine story, nor even to

know why I felt such an interest in his

narrative.

South Carolina has apparently a lit-

tle poorer quality of sand for its soil

than its sister on the North. It seems,

indeed, inconceivable that the region
traversed by the railroad, should be

able to produce the food of its own pop-

ulation under the double disadvantage
of meagre soil and wretched cultivation.

It owes the little fertility it possesses to

the influence of the climate ;
warmth

and comparative freedom from droughts

balancing certain other disadvantages.

The population, both white and black,

which one sees along the railroad, live

in a state of squalor which would indi-

cate great misery in a Northern climate,

but which here means only moderate

discomfort. In fifty miles one may not

see a comfortable -looking plantation-

house. On this country the worst

form of war could exercise little effect

by direct destruction ;
the only blow

given was through the overthrow of

slavery. There was never much money
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here, nor had there grown up a compli-
cated system of business which could

be shocked by a great revolution. But

for the social change it brought, these

backwoodsmen might have felt the is-

sue of the war less than did the ryots

of India.

When the railway has brought the

traveller to within a few miles of

Charleston, he begins to perceive
some evidences of accumulated capi-

tal which have been wanting hitherto.

From Wilmington to within seven

miles of the city it is hard to find evi-

dence that any one has ever capital-

ized a dollar made out of the soil. The
sudden evidence of thrift makes, there-

fore, a singularly pleasant impression.
But the real peculiarities of South

Carolina do not begin to appear un-

til the seaboard is approached. The
whole country being flat, the expres-
sion of the landscape depends entirely

upon the vegetation. The most impor-
tant elements of this expression, the

live-oak and the palmetto, are limited

to the littoral region. The train from

the north gives the traveller some

charming glimpes down the long ave-

nues of live-oaks which lead from' the

highway toward some old plantation-
house. It is not too much to say that

these oaks are to this level soil what
the hills are to a region of more diver-

sified surface. The solidity of their

shade is unparalleled. To the sober

gloom of the Northern pine forest they
add a deeper shade, which seems to be

penetrated with the mysteries of some

strange worship. In its youth, the

tree is commonplace in appearance,

looking at a little distance like a flour-
1

ishing cherry-tree, but as it passes its

fiftieth year it gains a hoary dignity, as

an Italian beggar does. Its branches
close in until their overlapping leaves

shut out the sun
; it locks arms with its

neighbors, making with them one roof
of shade. The long moss drops down
from the branches, its spectral-looking
festoons

beautifully contrasting their

ashy hue with the enduring green of
the foliage ; and its pliant folds, swaying
with the slight movements of the air

which alone can penetrate this sanctu-

ary, make the rugged branches seem
the more unbending. It is, indeed, an

experience deserving to rank with the

first sight of the sea, of eternal snow,
or the other great sensations which

the world affords, to walk from the

garish sunlight of a half-tropical sky
into this abode of eternal shadow.

It is to the uncommercial traveller a

great pleasure to tread the streets of

Charleston. One seems at last free from

the spirit of material progress which
in most of the American to.vvns walks

always by one's side with a tiresome

tale about mere physical growth. It is

a town that has not doubled its popu-
lation in ten years, which does not hold

its place in the affections of its people
because of its mushroom growth, on ac-

count of its exports, its elevators, or its

pork-packing. The war gave the city a

great advantage in the way of associa-

tions over its rivals on the Atlantic :

though it lost in trade, it gained in tradi-

tion. At present the main object of the

city seems to be to preserve these as

carefully as possible.

Even the bitterest enemy of the se-

cession movement, if there be a trace

of sympathy in his soul, cannot but feel

a sense of pity when he thinks of the

hopeless overthrow of all the bright

hopes born here a decade agd. They
were brave men, actuated by the same

high impulses as those who gathered

eighty years ago in Independence Hall.

They proved their honesty of motive by

giving up their lives and fortunes to

their cause ; and, however the coming

generations may deplore their costly

mistake, it must award them a place

among those who risk all present good
in struggling to attain what they be-

lieved to be the good of the future.*

In Charleston one first comes fairly

in contact with the race question.

The proportion between the races in

the large cities to the Northward is

such that the negro cannot have any
* The writer having been a soldier in the Federal

Army, and a member of the Republican party through
the war, may claim a right to speak thus of the mo-
tives of those whose acts he combated with all his

strength.
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considerable influence on society. He
is there no element in the social struc-

ture, but only fits himself into the

waste nooks, as the rats and swallows

do. In this city, however, the negro
vote is one lialf the total vote, and the

negroes are a much more intelligent

class than in the country districts.

Nearly all the mulattoes in the South

have found their way to the cities.

The mixed races are quick-witted, but

generally more unfitted and indisposed
to hard labor than the pure blacks.

They find in the cities the conditions

which suit them best, and crowd out

the pure blacks in many of the light

occupations for which they have an es-

pecial talent. The result of this is

unfortunate, and for the future prom-
ises to be a great obstacle to the pro-

gress of the race. The tendency is to

crowd the towns with a dangerous pop-
ulation. The mulatto, like the man of

most mixed races, is peculiarly inflam-

mable material. From the white he

inherits a refinement unfitting him for

all work which has not a certain deli-

cacy about it ; from the black, a laxity

of morals which, whether it be the re-

sult of innate incapacity for certain

forms of moral culture or the result of

an utter want of training in this direc-

tion, is still unquestionably a negro
characteristic. The extreme Southern

towns are thus crowded with barbers,

hotel waiters, and house-servants of the

mixed race, who are getting a training
in vice and lawlessness which is sim-

ply deplorable. The worst of this

is, that the pure negro is kept out of

just those positions which are most

likely to prove a good school for him.

Whatever hopes we may have of the

future of the pure black, there can be
none for the mixed race

;
and as the

cities are the best places for the educa-

tion of the negro, who is not to be ele-

vated except by contact with the white

race, we must regret that he has not

now the best opportunity for such con-

tact. It must be observed, however,
that the mulattoes are a race at once

short-lived and unfruitful, which, if the

stock were not kept up, would soon

pass away. The fact that the law of

bastardy, which has hitherto had no
influence in the South, is now tending
to break down the peculiar relations

which once subsisted between the

races in this section, must be consid-

ered, if we would form any idea as to

the future of the mixed race. From
all I could see and learn, there are

far fewer half-breed children born
now than before the Rebellion. There

seems, indeed, a chance that the pro-
duction of original half-breeds may be

almost done away with, in which case

the mixed race, being too feeble to

maintain itself, would in a few genera-
tions cease to be of any importance in

the population.
On the whole, the condition of the

negro population in the city of Charles-

ton seems to be rather more satisfac-

tory than might be expected by any one

who knows how much this race suffers

in all physical respects in being removed
from the guardianship of the white

owner. A few years ago they were

watched over with all the care which

invested capital commands. Thus un-

fitted for self-control, they have been

suddenly thrown out into the world,

where the race which so lately looked

upon them with all the interest of

possession now regards them with dis-

trust their lot has indeed been hard.

There seems little doubt, however, that

the negro population does not increase

as rapidly now as before the emancipa-

tion; and although the births may be

as numerous as among the whites, the

actual increase, owing to the great mor-

tality among the children, must be con-

siderably less, may, indeed, amount

to an absolute decrease. This mortality

cannot be actually determined, as there

is no satisfactory statistical basis on

which to found an assertion. The
Board of Health of the city has some

statistics tending to show a great ex-

cess in the mortality among the freed-

men; but the imperfect character of

the census of all the Southern cities

makes it impossible to take such re-

turns as the basis of calculation. One
has to gather it from observation of ne-
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gro families or inquiry among those

persons who have some opportunities
of acquainting themselves with the

facts. It is hardly to be believed, how-

ever, that this is a necessary or even

natural condition of the negro in a state

of freedom. There is reason to believe

that the lessons of self-care and mutual

assistance which his present condition

is likely to teach may soon do away with

the neglect of the infants and the sick,

which is the most painful feature among
the freedmen.

The condition of feeling between the

two races in Charleston is not so bad

as is generally supposed. The natu-

rally docile negro makes no effort at

unnecessary self-assertion, unless un-

der the immediate instigation of some

dangerous friends belonging to the oth-

er race, who undertake to manage his

destiny. I could not see that their

general demeanor is strikingly differ-

ent from what it was when they were
slaves. They were quite as respectful
now as then. They are perhaps less

merry than before
;
the careless laugh

of the old slave is now rarely heard,
for it belonged to a creature who had
never pondered the question of where

his next meal was to come from. The
well-wishers of the negro race see with

regret that they seem to have little in-

clination to take to mechanical pur-
suits. If success is to be won by them,
it must be through the handicrafts. Nor
are these of importance to them alone.

Accumulation of wealth, which can only
be brought about by ceasing to export
raw products alone, is necessary to the

South, is absolutely required as the ba-

sis of its development; and unless the

negro, therefore, can handle something
requiring more art than the hoe, he
can take no part in this work. I have

always thought that the race had some
taste for the occupations of the artisan ;

the mulattoes especially often show
much talent as rough mechanics, and
sometimes even as artists, probably,
on the average, more than would be
found among whites in the same con-
dition. But notwithstanding this, it is

a rare thing to find a negro adopting

the trade of blacksmith, or carpenter,
or any other requiring skilled labor.

Some there are in all these occupa-

tions, but they have apparently not

been recruited under the new condi-

tion of things.
If one would form a goocl idea of the

condition of the black population in the

South, he should not limit his observa-

tions to the cities. Although he will

there find some of the gravest defects

of the negroes, he sees them at the

same time where they are shaped by
the white population. He should go to

the Sea Islands and study the negroes,
where they are the least under the

influence of the whites. The Sea Isl-

and belt is on many accounts the most
curious part of the South. At the bot-

tom of the Great Bay of the Carolinas,
ifwe may give a name to the nameless

bend of the shore which stretches into

the land between Capes Hatteras and

Florida, the tides, which have only a

foot or two of height on these points,

have a rise of about eight feet. This

tide acting upon the low shore, as it

lifted itself above the sea, cut it into

the most complicated system of isl-

ands and bays which can be found

anywhere on our coast, not excepting
fasfiord region of Maine or Labrador,
which it somewhat resembles. Before

the war the region was the seat of the

most profitable agricultural industry of

the South, the Sea Island cotton cul-

ture. This variety of cotton requires
for its growth an annual manuring of

mud from the salt marshes, so that

its cultivation is not possible except
where all parts of the land can be

readily supplied with that material.

Before the war nearly every available

acre of land here was employed in the

cotton culture, and probably at least

seventy-five thousand negroes were

engaged in it. During the war the few

native whites who belonged on the

plantations were driven away by our

armies, the plantation system quite
broken up, and the lands confiscated

by the government. The large na-

tive population of negroes was re-en-

forced by all the runaways who could
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find their way into our lines. This

whole body of negroes was, during
the occupation of our troops, under an

industrious training in all the vices of

the camp, diversified, it is true, by a

certain amount of ineffectual school-

teaching. A noble pifice of Quixot-
ism sought to counterbalance the evil

of the army by the school, and gave
to every commander a vexatious body
of camp-followers composed of teach-

ers and preachers, who felt quite ready
to build a new civilization on the ruins

of that his army marched over ; but it

has left marks of its work little more

permanent than the army itself. One
sees now and then a school-house which
seems to have withstood the elements,
moral and material, warring against it.

From one, I heard the drowsy hum
which is apt to call up a variety of

unpleasant recollections to every adult

mind, and a certain difference of pitch
in that woful inarticulate sound which
comes from imprisoned youth strug-

gling on the educational rack, told me
that the school was full of negro chil-

dren. I ought to have gone in and
examined the social phenomenon, but

one becomes strangely self-indulgent in

this dreamy air, which seems always to

wrap the Sea Islands, and I could not

at that moment have left the sunshine

to see the innermost workings of the

most wonderful social machine. One
finds now and then a negro who can

read a little, enough to get an idea

of a few chapters in his Testament, or

the stanzas of some song-book with

which to spoil his wild native airs ;

more frequently you encounter some
correct figure, who gives you a military
answer to a question, revealing at once
that when the boy was growing to be a
man he carried a musket long enough
to acquire the spirit of the soldier.

But school and army are fading away.
There is a steady outflow of the white

population of these islands, and their

places are supplied ten times over by
the blacks of the up country, who come
down to the shore with the certainty
that the sea will yield them a sub-

sistence of "raccoon" oysters, and

with a vague hope that they may find

there the government officer who is

to give them the "mule and forty
acres of land" which have bewrayed
the negro's steps ever since the Proc-
lamation.

The intensity of the Africanizing in-

fluences at work here can only be con-
ceived by those who know how strong
the race characteristics of the negro
really are. Observations made upon the

negro where he forms only a considera-

ble element of the population are not cal-

culated to show the features one finds

here. It must be remembered that a

large part of these blacks are sons or

grandsons of slaves from the Guinea
coast. I was informed that a number
of the negroes brought over by the

famous schooner Wanderer are still

among the Sea Islands, so that this

people is more closly linked in blood

with the ancient and unalterable peo-

ples of Africa than are the whites of the

same region with their European stock.

In this multitude, heir to the ignorance
and superstitions of that original chaos

of humanity, Africa, there are only a few
hundred whites, and these are mostly

congregated about a few small trading
towns. Some of the islands, with sev-

eral thousand negroes upon them, are

deserted by all the whites, except, may
be, the storekeeper, who exchanges
his wares for the products of the half-

acre patches of cotton cultivated by the

more industrious blacks, or the devot-

ed Northern woman who toils her life

away under the delusion that she can

fight all Africa with a spelling-book
and multiplication-table.

I had occasion to go a long journey
in a row-boat with a crew of six negro
boatmen. Our course lay through the

intricate channels which lead from Bull

River to Beaufort. For the first hour

the stroke oar was sullen, and the rest

of the crew chattered the vague, repe-

titive nonsense which forms the burden

of all negro garrulity. There was an

evident embarrassment on account of

the presence of a strange white man.

Seeing this, I feigned sleep, not a diffi-

cult task under the influence of the
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\rarm sun and monotonous clank of the

oars in the row-locks. At length, after

a moment's pause, which showed a

spontaneous impulse, one of the men

began a sort of religious chant in a

high-pitched voice, which the others

joined in a sort of continuous accompa-
niment of four or five words, ending with

a cry mournful enough to have been

the expression of great pain. I have

forgotten the words of the song ;
it was

something about going to Jesus, I be-

lieve ; but every time my thoughts go
back to the Sea Islands, I see the in-

tense, rapt faces of my crew, their eyes

rolling, their heads swaying, their whole

bodies swinging to the time of the mu-

sic, until the boat, which before had only
crawled against the tide, swept along by
the successive leaps which their strong
arms gave to the oars. It was a scene

long to be remembered. Those sturdy
forms and swarthy faces, which felt

away from home when under the cold

influence which one of the white race

always brings among them, had found

their way back to the spiritual Africa

through their song. It was as if my
feigned slumber had carried me away
to that continent where reason is un-

known, and life goes by impulse. In a

moment I was with them in the home of

their race. The low shores with their

endless procession of palms, the warm

glow of the afternoon sun, the respon-
sive cry which came from some solitary
black paddling slowly along with the

tide, were well fitted to an African

scene. For three hours I was farther

away from my race than I have ever

been before
; and when we came in

sight of Beaufort, I could not but feel

that its houses, spectral-looking as they
were in the twilight, were too real for

the revery which had ended. It should
have showed me the conical huts of a ne-

gro village ; should have been, in fact,

what the Charleston people call it, the

capital of the Kingdom of Dahomey.
Until one has had the good fortune

to see how thoroughly exotic the negro
is, one cannot appreciate the difficul-

ties of making him a part of the social

system which fits us. The negro is

not easily read ;
he hides himself, as is

the habit of all oppressed races, quite

adroitly sometimes. Under his cover-

ing of imitated manners or stolidity

slumber the passions of a mental or-

ganization widely differing from our

own. There are some superb qualities
in him, and some which make his best

friends almost despair. The firmest

bases for hope we have lie in his strong
imitative faculties.

The all-important question is, What
should we do to secure to this people
the highest cultivation of which they are

capable ? Should we begin by trying to

force upon them the last product of our

civilization, intellectual culture, or

should we first try and create in them the

conditions of this intellectual culture ?

It needs no argument to convince an

average mind that you could not ef-

fect any great alteration in a Comanche

by teaching him English grammar. He
would be a fool, indeed, who expected
that the consequences would be the

immediate change in the nature and

purposes of the Indian. Now the fact

is, we have almost as much to do in

order to change the average negro into

an intelligent citizen in a white society
as we should have if we tried to embody
the Indian into our government ;

and
we have begun by teaching him Eng-
lish grammar. The school has its'place

in civilization, and, as a teacher, I

should be the last to belittle its impor-
tance ;

but it is the last step in the de-

velopment of a race, not the first, and

its value consists in the fact that it is

the final result of the education of a

thousand years of effort
;
and when we

undertake to civilize a race as foreign

to us in every trait as the negroes, by

imposing upon them this final product
of our national growth, we wrong our-

selves and them. Those who are clam-

oring for immediate high-school educa-

tion for the negro will be the first to

condemn him, when it is seen that this

will not give him what he needs. And
unless he is trained in thrift, unless his

conception of life is enlarged, unless he

is freed from the instincts which the

savage life of a hundred generations
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have planted in his blood, this education

can do nothing for him. The training

which is to shape the sensuous, enthu-

siastic, fickle negro into a useful citizen

must be the training which a society
alone can give. This schooling must

come from the combined example of

his neighbors of the higher race, men
and women sturdily working out their

careers, starting from the same level of

fortune as he does ; give him the influ-

ence of this example, and you give him
a chance which he has not at present,

which he cannot have until those who
have taken his destiny into their hands

get some idea of the magnitude of their

task.

To give the negro this chance two

things need be done. First, every ef-

fort must be made to bring the best

influence of the existing white popula-
tion to bear upon him, by removing all

barriers of hate which the revolution

may have left, and starting that popu-
lation at once on the road to prosperity.
But this population is too small for its

work, and is also in itself in need of

teaching in its new condition, so that it

is necessary to seek in the immigration
of an industrious foreign population the

teachers needed for the work. Every
German family would be to the negro a

school worth more to him, at the pres-
ent stage of his career, than all the uni-

versitiesln the world. I saw at Beaufort

a German of that admirable class well

trained in both head and hands, who
intended trying to found a colony on

one of the islands. God grant him
success ! His hard-working country-
men may do for this black people what

the Incas did for the old Peruvians.

Every move of the government has
been clearly against the negro in this

district. Confiscating the property of

the whites, it cut him off from what
would have been, on the whole, the

good influence of his former masters.

The whites who supplied their places

were, perhaps, the worst specimens
which could have been sent among
the negroes. The property of the

whites, taken under the law for the

direct tax of 1861, has been absurdly
held by the government, the negroes

remaining upon it as tenants at will.

They pay a tax equal to about fifty

per cent on the cash value of much of

the land, and have no certain future.

In place of some practical teaching in

the arts of life, the government has

endeavored to civilize them with the

alphabet. Besides this, the constant

tutelage has fixed in the negro the be-

lief that if he will just sit still and open
his mouth, Uncle Samuel will see that

he is fed.

Experience, which would act in spite

of the government, has taught the ne-

groes something, so that they seem to

be slowly gaining in some things. A
gentleman of excellent judgment tells

me they are more honest than they were

just after emancipation. But there can

be no real future until the North learns

that they cannot exorcise all the evils

here with that idol of our modern civi-

lization, a primary school ;
until they

learn that, the negro, if he is to be lifted

up to the level of ourselves, must be

raised by strong hands and active brains,

by helpers who, not seeking to ease the

hard road he has to travel, toil with

him, and give the real aid of example.
N. S. Shaler.
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OLDTOWN FIRESIDE STORIES.

THE WIDOW'S BANDBOX.

" T ORDY massy ! Stick yer hat

I 4 into the nor'east, Horace, and

see 'f ye can't stop out this 'ere wind.

I 'm e'eny most used up with it."

So spake Sam Lawson, contemplat-

ing mournfully a new broad-brimmed

straw hat in which my soul was re-

joicing.

It was the dripping end of a sour

November afternoon, which closed up
a "

spell o' weather " that had been

steadily driving wind and rain for a

week past, and we boys sought the

shelter and solace of his shop, and,

opening the door, let in the wind afore-

said.

Sam had been all day in one of his

periodical fits of desperate industry.
The smoke and sparks had been seen

flying out of his shop chimney in a

frantic manner, and the blows of his

hammer had resounded with a sort of

feverish persistence, intermingled with

a doleful wailing of psalm-tunes of the

most lugubrious description.

These fits of industry on Sam's part
were an affliction to us boys, especially
when they happened to come on Sat-

urday ;
for Sam was as much a part of

our Saturday-afternoon calculations as

if we had a regular deed of property in

him
; and we had been all day hanging

round his shop, looking in from time to

time in the vague hope that he would

propose something to brighten up the

dreary monotony of a holiday in which
it had been impossible to go anywhere
or do anything.

"
Sam, ain't you coming over to tell

us some stories to-night ?
"

" Bless your soul and body, boys !

life ain't made to be spent tellin' sto-

ries. Why, I shall hev to be up here

workin' till arter twelve o'clock," said

Sam, who was suddenly possessed with
a spirit of the most austere diligence.
" Here I be up to" my neck in work,

things kind o' comin' in a heap together.

There 's Miss Cap'n Broad's andirons,

she sent word she must have 'em to-

night ;
and there 's Lady Lothrop, she

wants her warmin'-pan right off, they
can't non' on 'em wait a minit longer.

I 've ben a drivin' and workin' all

day like a nigger-slave. Then there

was Jeduth Pettybone, he brought
down them colts to-day, and I worked

the biggest part o' the mornin' shoein'

on 'em ;
and then Jeduth he said he

could n't make change to pay me, so

there wa'n't nothin' comin' in for 't
;
and

then Hepsy she kep' a jawin' at me all

dinner-time 'bout that. Why, I warn't

to blame now, was I ? I can't make

everybody do jest right and pay regular,

can I ? So ye see it goes, boys, gettin'

yer bread by the sweat o' your brow ;

and sometimes sweatin' and not gettin'

yer bread. That are 's what I call the

cuss, the 'riginal cuss, that come on
man for hearkenin' to the voice o' his

wife, that are was what did it. Ital-

lers kind o' riles me up with Mother
Eve when I think on 't. The women
hain't no bisness to fret as they do,

'cause they sot this 'ere state o' things

goin' in the fust place."
"
But, Sam, Aunt Lois and Aunt

Nabby are both going over to Miss

Mehitabel's to tea. Now you just come
over and eat supper with us and tell us

a story, do."

"Gone out to tea, be they?" said

Sam, relaxing his hammering, with a

brightening gleam stealing gradually
across his lanky visage.

"
Wai, that are

looks like a providential openin' to be

sure. Wai, I guess I '11 come. What 's

the use o' never havin' a good time ?

Ef you work yourself up into shoe-

strings you don't get no thanks for it.

and things in this world's 'bout as

broad as they is long : the women '11

scold, turn 'em which way ye will ; a
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good mug o' cider and some cold vic-

tuals over to the Deacon's '11 kind o'

comfort a feller up, and your granny,

she 's sort o' merciful, she don't rub it

into a fellow all the time like Miss

Lois."

" Now let 's see, boys," said Sam,
when a comfortable meal of pork and

beans had been disposed of, and a mug
of cider was set down before the fire

to warm. "
I s'pect ye '11 like to hear

a Down East story to-night."

Of course we did, and tumbled over

each other in our eagerness to get the

nearest place to the narrator.

Sam's method of telling a story was

as leisurely as that of some modern

novel-writers. He would take his time

for it, and proceed by easy stages. It

was like the course of a dreamy, slow-

moving river through a tangled mead-

ow flat, not a rush nor a bush but

was reflected in it ;
in short, Sam gave

his philosophy of matters and things
in general as he went along, and was

especially careful to impress an edify-

ing moral.
"
Wai, ye see, boys, ye know I was

born down to Newport, there where

it 's all ships and shipping, and sich.

My old mother she kep' a boardin'-

house for sailors down there. Wai, ye
see I rolled and tumbled round the

world pretty consid'able afore I got

settled down here in Oldtown.

"Ye see my mother she wanted to

bind me out to a blacksmith, but I kind

o' sort o' did n't seem to take to it. It

was kind o' hard work, and boys is apt

to want to take life easy. Wai, I used

to run off to the sea-shore, and lie

stretched out on them rocks there, and

look off on to the water ; and it did use

to look so sort o' blue and peaceful, and

the ships come a sailin' in and out so

sort o' easy and natural, that I felt as

if that are 'd be jest the easiest kind o'

life a fellow could have. All he had to

do was to get aboard one o' them ships

and be off seekin' his fortin at t' other

end o' the rainbow, where gold grows
on bushes and there 's valleys o' dia-

monds.

" So nothin' would do but I gin my
old mother the slip, and away I went to

sea, with my duds tied up in a hand-

kercher.
"

I tell ye what, boys, ef ye want to

find an easy life, don't ye never go to

sea. I tell ye life on shipboard ain't

what it looks to be on shore. I had n't

been aboard more 'n three hours afore

I was the sickest critter that ever ye
did see, and I tell you, I did n't get no

kind o' compassion. Cap'ns and mates

they allers thinks boys hain't no kind

o' business to have no bowels nor noth-

in', and they put it on 'em sick or well.

It 's jest a kick here and a cuff there

and a twitch by the ear in t' other place ;

one a shovin' on 'em this way and an-

other hittin' on 'em a clip, and all growl-
in' from mornin' to night. I believe

the way my ears got so long was bein'

hauled out o' my berth by 'em : that

are's a sailor's regular way o' wakin'

up a boy.
"
Wai, by time I got to the Penob-

scot country all I wanted to know was

how to get back again. That are 's

jest the way folks go all their lives,

boys. Its all fuss, fuss, and stew, stew,

till ye get somewhere ;
and then it 's

fuss, fuss, and stew, stew to get back

ag'in ; jump here and scratch yer eyes

out, and jump there and scratch 'em in

ag'in.
"
Wai, I kind o' poked round in Pe-

nobscot country till I got a berth on

the Brilliant that was lyin' at Camden,

goin' to sail to Boston.
" Ye see the Brilliant she was a tight

little sloop in the government service :

'twas in the war times, ye see, and

Commodore Tucker that is now (he

was Cap'n Tucker then), he had the

command on her, used to run up and

down all the coast takin' observations

o' the British, and keepin' his eye out

on 'em, and givin' on 'em a nip here

and a clip there, 'cordin' as he got a

good chance. Why, your gran'ther

knew old Commodore Tucker. It was

he that took Dr. Franklin over Minis-

ter to France, and dodged all the Brit-

ish vessels, right in the middle of the

war. I tell you that are was like run-
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ning through the drops in a thunder-

shower. He got chased by the British

ships pretty consid'able, but he was

too spry for 'em. Arter the war was

over, Commodore Tucker took over

John Adams, our fust Minister to Eng-
land. A drefful smart man the Com-

modore was, but he most like to 'a' ben

took in this 'ere time I 'm a tellin' ye

about, and all 'cause he was sort o' soft-

hearted to the women. Tom Tooth-

acre told me the story. Tom he was

the one that got me the berth on the

ship. Ye see I used to know Tom at

Newport, and once when he took sick

there my mother nussed him up, and

that was why Tom was friends with

me and got me the berth, and kep' me
warm in it too. Tom he was one of

your rael Maine boys, that's hatched

out, so to speak, in water like ducks.

He was born away down there on

Harpswell P'int; and they say if ye
throw one o' them Harpswell babies

into the sea he '11 take to it nateral and

swim like a cork
;
ef they hit their heads

ag'in a rock it only dents the rock, but

don't hurt the baby. Tom he was a

great character on the ship. He could

see further and knew more 'bout wind

and water than most folks
;
the officers

took Tom's judgment, and the men
all went by his say. My mother she

chalked a streak o' good luck for me
when she nussed up Tom.

"Wai, we wus a lyin' at Camden

there, one arternoon, goin' to sail for

Boston that night. It was a sort o'

soft, pleasant arternoon, kind o' still,

and there wa'n't nothin' a goin' on but

jest the hens a craw-crawin', and a

histin' up one foot and holdin' it a spell
'cause they didn't know when to set

it down, and the geese a sissin' and a

pickin' at the grass. Ye see Camden
was n't nothin' of a place, 't was jest
as if somebody had emptied out a pock-
etful o' houses and forgot 'em

;
there

were n't nothin' a stirrin' or goin' on, and
so we was all took aback, when 'bout

four o'clock in the arternoon there

come a boat alongside with a tall ele-

gant lady in it, all dressed in deep
mournin'

; she rared up sort o' prin-

cess-like and come aboard our ship

and wanted to speak to Cap'n Tuck-

er. Where she come from or what she

wanted or where she was goin' to, we
none on us knew

;
she kep' her veil down

so we could n't get sight o' her face.

All was she must see Cap'n Tucker

alone right away.

"Wai, Cap'n Tucker he was like,'

the generality o' cap'ns. He was up'

to 'bout everything that any man could

do, but it was pretty easy for a woman
to come it over him. Ye see cap'ns,

they don't see women as men do

ashore. They don't have enough of

'em to get tired on 'em
;
and every

woman 's an angel to a sea-cap'n. Any-

way, the cap'n he took her into his

cabin, and he sot her a chair, and was

her humble servant to command, and

what would she have of him ? And we
was all a winkin' and a nudgin' each

other and a peekin' to see what was to

come of it ;
and she see it, and so she

asks, in a sort o' princess' way, to speak
to the cap'n alone, and so the doors was

shut, and we was left to our own ideas

and a wonderin' what it was all to be

about.

"Wai, you see, it come out arter-

wards all about what went on; and

things went this way. Jest as soon as

the doors was shut and she was left

alone with the cap'n, she busted out a

cryin' and a sobbin' fit to break her

heart
"
Wai, the cap'n he tried to comfort

her up ;
but no, she would n't be com-

forted, but went on a weepin' and a

wailin' and a wringin' on her hands

till the poor cap'n's heart was a'most

broke, for the cap'n was the tender-

est-hearted critter that could be, and

could n't bear to see a child or a wo-

man in trouble noways.
" ' O cap'n,' said she,

'
I 'm the

most unfortunate woman. I 'm all alone

in the world,' says she, 'and I don't

know what '11 become of me ef you
don't keep me,' says she.

"
Wai, the cap'n thought it was

time to run up his colors, and so says
he :

'

Ma'am, I 'm a married man, and

love my wife/ says he,
' and so I can



1 870.] Oldtown Fireside Stories.

feel for all women in distress,' says
he.

"
O, well then,' says she,

'

you can

feel for me, and know how to pity me.

My dear husband 's just died suddenly
when he was up the river. He was
taken with the fever in the woods. I

nussed him day and night,' says she,
' but he died there in a miserable little

hut far 'from home and friends,' says

she,
* and I Ve brought his body down

with me, hopin' Providence would open
some way to get it back to our home
in Boston. And now, cap'n, you must

help me.'

Then the cap'n see what she was up
to, and he hated to do it and tried to

cut her off of askin', but she wa' n't to

be put off.

" '

Now, cap'n,' says she,
' ef you '11

take me and the body of my husband
on board ,to-night, I 'd be willing to

reward you to any amount Money
would be no object to me,' says she.

"
Wai, you see, the cap'n he kind o'

hated to do it, and he hemmed and

hawed, and he tried to 'pologize. He
said 'twas a government vessel, and

he did n't know as he had a right to

use it. He said sailors was apt to be

superstitious ;
and he did n't want 'em

to know as there was a corpse on

board.
" '

Wai,' says she,
'

why need they
know?' For you see she was up to every

dodge, and she said she 'd come along
with it at dusk, in a box, and have it just

carried to a state-room, and he need n't

tell nobody what it was.

"Wai, Cap'n Tucker he hung off,

and he tried his best to persuade her

to have a funeral, all quiet, there at

Camden. He promised to get a minis-

ter, and 'tend to it, and wait a day till

it was all over, and then take her on to

Boston free gratis. But 't was all no

go. She wouldn't hear a word to 't.

And she reeled off the talk to him by
the yard. And when talk failed she

took to her water-works again, till final-

ly the cap'n said his resolution was
clean washed away, and he jest give

up hook and line ;
and so 't was all

settled and arranged that when even-

VOL. xxvi. NO. 153. 5

ing come she was to be alongside with
her boat and took aboard.

" When she come out o' the cap-
'n's room to go off, I see Tom Tooth-
acre a watchin' on her. He stood there

by the railin's a shavin' up a plug o'

baccy to put in his pipe. He did n't

say a word, but he sort o' took the

measure o' that are woman with his

eye and kept a follerin' on her.
" She had a fine sort o' lively look,

carried her head up and shoulders

back, and stepped as if she had steel

springs in her heels.
"

Wai, Tom, what do ye say to her ?
'

says Ben Bowdin.
" '

I don't say nothin',' says Tom,
and he lit his pipe ; 't ain't my bus'-

ness,' says he.
" '

Wai, what do you think ?
'

says
Ben. Tom gin a hist to his trou-

sers.
" ' My thoughts is my own,' says

he, 'and I calculate to keep 'em to

myself,' says he. And then he jest

walked to the side o' the vessel and

watched the woman a gettin' ashore.

There was a queer kind o' look in

Tom's eye.
"
Wai, the cap'n he was drefful sort

o' oneasy arter she was gone. He had

a long talk in the cabin with Mr.

More, the fust officer, and there was a

sort o ;

stir aboard as if somethin 5 was

a goin' to happen; we couldn't jest

say what it was.
" Sometimes it seems as if when

.things is goin' to happen a body kind

o' feels 'em comin' in the air, We
boys was all that way ;

of course we

did n't know nothin' 'bout what the

woman wanted, or what she come for,

or whether she was .comin' ag'in ;
'n

fact we didn't know nothin' about it,

and yet we sort o' expected suthin to

come of it ;
and suthin did come, sure

enough.
" Come on night, just at dusk, we

see a boat comin' alongside, and there,

sure enough, was the lady in it.

"
There, she 's comin' ag'in,' says I

to Tom Toothacre.

'"Yes, and brought her baggage
with her/ sajs Tom, and he pointed
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down to a long, narrow pine box that

was in the boat beside her.

"Jest then the cap'n called on Mr.

More, and he called on Tom Tooth-

acre, and among 'em they lowered a

tackle and swung the box aboard and

put it in the state-room right alongside

the cap'n's cabin.

"The lady she thanked the captain

and Mr. More, and her voice was jest

as sweet as any nightingale, and she

went into the state-room after they

put the box in, and was gone ever so

long with it. The cap'n and Mr. More

they stood a whisperin' to each other,

and every once in a while they 'd kind

o' nod at the door where the lady

was.

"Wai, by and by she come out

with her handkercher to her eyes,

and come on deck and begun talkin'

to the cap'n and Mr. More, and a

wishin' all kinds o' blessin's on their

heads.
"
Wai, Tom Toothacre did n't say a

word, good or bad, but he jest kep' a

lookin' at her, watchin' her as a cat

watches a mouse. Finally we up sail

and started with a fair breeze. The

lady she kep' a walkin' up and down, up
and down, and every time she turned

on her heel, I saw Tom a lookin'

arter her and kind o' noddin' to him-

self.

" ' What makes you look arter her

so, Tom ?
'

says I to him.
" ' 'Cause I think she wants lookin'

arter,' says Tom. What 's more,'

says he,
'
if the cap'n don't look sharp

arter her the Devil '11 have us all afore

mornin'. I tell ye, Sam, there 's mis-

chief under them petticuts.'
" '

Why, what do ye think ?
'

says I.

" < Think ! I don't think, I knows !

That are 's no gal, nor widder neither,

if my name 's Tom Toothacre ! Look
at her walk, look at the way she turns

on her heel ! I Ve been a watchin' on
her. There ain't no woman livin' with

a step like that !

'

says he.

"'Wai, who should the critter be,
then ?' says I.

" '

Wai,' says Tom, ef that are ain't

a British naval officer, I lose my bet.

I 've been used to the ways on 'em,

and I knows their build and their

step.'
" * And what do you suppose she 's

got in that long box ?
'

says I.

" * What has she got ?
'

says Tom.
'

Wai, folks might say none o' my bis-

ness ; but I s'pects it '11 turn out some
o' my bisness, and yourn too, if he

don't look sharp arter it,' says Tom.
*
It 's no good, that are box ain't.'

" ' Why don't you speak to Mr.

More? '

says I.

"'Wai, you see she's a chipperin'
round and a makin' herself agreeable
to both on 'em, you see; she don't

mean to give nobody any chance for a

talk with 'em ; but I 've got my eye on
her for all that. You see I hain't no
sort o' disposition to sarve out a time

on one o' them British prison-ships,'

says Tom Toothacre. '
It might be

almighty handy for them British to

have the Brilliant for a coast vessel,'

says he,
'

but, ye see, it can't be spared

jest yet. So, madam,' says he,
'
I 've

got my eye on you.'
"
Wai, Tom was as good as his word,

for when Mr. More came towards him
at the wheel, Tom he up and says to

him,.
' Mr. More,' says he,

' that are

big box in the state-room yonder wants

lookin' into.'

" Tom was a sort o' privileged char-

acter, and had a way of speaking up
that the officers took in good part,

'cause they knew he was a fust -rate

hand.

"Wai, Mr. More he looks myste-
rious and says he,

'

Tom, do the boys
know what 's in that are box ?

'

"
I bet they don't,' says Tom. < If

they had, you wouldn't a got 'em to

help it aboard.'
" '

Wai, you see, poor woman,' says
Mr. More to Tom,

* she was so dis-

tressed. She wanted to get her hus-

band's body to Boston, and there wa' n't

no other way, and so the cap'n he let it

come aboard. He did n't want the

boys to suspect what it really was."
" Husband's body be hanged !

'

said

Tom. * Guess that are corpse ain't so

dead but what there '11 be a resurrec-
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tion afore mornin', if it ain't looked

arter,' says he.
<

Why, what do you mean, Tom ?
'

says Mr. More, all in a blue maze.
" '

I mean that are gal that 's ben a

switchin' her petticuts up and down
our deck ain't no gal at all. That
are 's a British officer, Mr. More.

You give my duty to the cap'n, and tell

him to look into his widder's bandbox
and see what he'll find there.'

"
Wai, the mate he went and had a talk

with the cap'n, and they 'greed between

'em that Mr. More was to hold her in

talk while the cap'n went and took ob-

servations in the state-room.
"
So, down the cap'n goes into the

state-room to give a look at the box.

Wai, he finds the state-room door all

locked to be sure, and my lady had
the key in her pocket; but then the

cap'n he had a master key to it, and
so he puts it in and opens the door

quite softly, and begins to take obser-

vations.
" Sure enough, he finds that the screws

had been drawed from the top o' the

box, showin' that the widder had been

a tinkerin' on 't when they thought she

was a cryin' over it ; and then, lookin'

close, he sees a bit o' twine goin' from

a crack in the box out o' the winder,

and up on deck.
"
Wai, the cap'n he kind o' got in

the sperit o' the thing, and he thought
he 'd jest let the widder play her play

out, and see what it would come to.

So he jest calls Tom Toothacre down
to him and whispered to him. *

Tom,'

says he,
<

you jest crawl under the

berth in that are state-room and watch

that are box.' And Tom said he

would.
" So Tom creeps under the berth

and lies there still as a mouse, and
the cap'n he slips out and turns the

key in the door, so that when madam
comes down she should n't s'pect
nothin'.

"
Putty soon, sure enough, Tom

heard the lock rattle, and the young
widder come in, and then he heard a

bit o' conversation between her and the

corpse.

" ' What time is it ?
' come in a kind

o' hoarse whisper out o' the box.
" '

Well, 'bout nine o'clock,' says
she.

" ' How long afore you '11 let me out? '

says he.
" *

O, you must have patience,' says
she, 'till they're all gone off to sleep ;

when there ain't but one man up. I can
knock him down,' says she, 'and then
I '11 pull the string for you.'

" ' The devil you will, ma'am !

'

says
Tom to himself, under the berth.

"'Well, it 's darned close here/

says the fellow in the box. " He did n't

say darned, boys, but he said a wicked-

er word that I can't repeat, noways,"
said Sam, in a parenthesis ;

" these

'ere British officers was drefful swearin'

critters."
" * You must have patience awhile

longer,' says the lady,
'
till I pull the

string.' Tom Toothacre lay there on
his back a laughin'.
"'Is everything goin' on right?'

says the man in the box.
" ' All straight,' says she ;

' there don't

none of 'em suspect.'
" ' You bet,' says Tom Toothacre, un-

der the berth
;
and he said he had the

greatest mind to catch the critter by
the feet as she was a standin' there,

but somehow thought it would be bet-

ter fun to see the thing through 'cord-

ing as they'd planned it.

"
Wai, then she went off switchin'

and mincin' up to the deck ag'in and

a flirtin' with the cap'n ;
for you see

't was 'greed to let 'em play their play

out.
"
Wai, Tom he lay there a wait-

in', and he waited and waited and

waited, till he 'most got asleep ;
but

finally he heard a stirrin' in the box,

as if the fellah was a gettin' up.

Tom he jest crawled out still and ker-

ful and stood up tight ag'in the wall.

Putty soon he hears a grunt, and he

sees the top o' the box a risin' up and

a man jest gettin' out on 't mighty
still.

"Wai, Tom he waited till he got

fairly out on to the floor, and had his

hand on the lock o' the door, when he
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jumps on him and puts both arms

round him and gin him a regular bear's

hug.

"'Why, what's this?' says the

man.
" * Guess ye '11 find out, darn ye,'

says Tom Toothacre. '

So, ye wanted

our ship, did ye ? Wai, ye jest can't

have our ship,' says Tom, says he ; and

I tell you he jest run that are fellow up
stairs lickety-split, for Tom was strong
as a giant.

" The fust thing they saw was Mr.

More hed got the widder by both arms

and was tying on 'em behind her.
' Ye see, madam, your game 's up,' says
Mr. More,

* but we '11 give ye a free

passage to Boston, tho',' says he,
* we

wanted a couple o' prisoners about

these days, and you '11 do nicely.'

"The fellers they was putty chop-
fallen to be sure, and the one in wo-

men's clothes, 'specially ; cause when
he was found out, he felt foolish

enough in his petticuts, but they was
both took to Boston and given over as

prisoners.
" Ye see, come to look into matters,

they found these two young fellows,

British officers, had formed a regular

plot to take Cap'n Tucker's vessel

and run it into Halifax ;
and ye see,

Cap'n Tucker he was so sort o' spry,
and knew all the Maine coast so well,

and was so cute at dodgin' in and out

all them little bays and creeks and

places all 'long shore, that he made
the British considerable trouble, 'cause

whenever they did n't want him, that 's

where he was sure to be.
" So they 'd hatched up this 'ere

plan. There was one or two British

sailors had been and shipped aboard
the Brilliant a week or two aforehand,
and 't was suspected they was to have

helped in the plot if things had gone as

they laid out
; but I tell you, when the

fellows see which way the cat jumped,
they took pretty good care to say that

they had n't nothin' to do with it. O
no, by no manner o' means. Wai, o'

course, ye know, it could n't be proved
on 'em and so we let it go.
"But I tell you, Cap'n Tucker he

felt pretty cheap about his widder.

The worst on 't was, they do say Ma'am
Tucker got hold of it, and you might
know if a woman got hold of a thing
like that she'd use it as handy as a

cat would her claws. The women they
can't no more help hittin' a fellow a

clip and a rap when they 've fairly got
him, than a cat when she 's ketched a

mouse, and so I should n't wonder if

the Commodore heard something about

his widder every time he went home
from his v'yges the longest day he had
to live. I don't know nothin' 'bout it,

ye know, I only kind o' jedge by what

looks, as human natur' goes.
" But Lordy massy, boys, 't wa'n't

nothin' Jo be 'shamed of in the cap'n.
Folks '11 have to answer for wus things
at the last day than tryin' to do a kind-

ness to a poor widder now I tell^w/. It 's

better to be took in doin' a good thing,
than never try to do good ;

and it 's

my settled opinion," said Sam, taking

up his mug of cider and caressing it

tenderly,
"

it 's my humble opinion
that the best sort o' folks is the easi-

est took in, 'specially by the women. I

reely don't think I should a done a bit

better myself."
Harriet Beecher Stoiue.
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CRIMINAL LAW AT HOME AND ABROAD.*
r
~pHE volumes before us, taking them
J- in their full series, give a compre-

hensive and exact view of the crimi-

nal jurisprudence of Europe. By the

; first, the Neue Piiaval, we have

presented to us, under the editorship
of several eminent civilians, a body of

criminal reports running over a long
course of years ; and though the style

is more ambitious, and the treatment

more graphic, than is usual with similar

publications among ourselves, yet the

technical as well as the material por-
tions of each case are given with a

precision which becomes men accus-

tomed to deal as experts in the prac-
tice of law. The second work Die

Opfer Mangelhafter Justin, or "Vic-

tims of Defective Justice
"

is of a

more popular character, but exhibits

throughout the marks of a mind famil-

iar with both the practice and the theory
of the criminal jurisprudence of Ger-

many. Taking the two works together,

they give a survey of European crimi-

nal law on which it is impossible to

gaze without being struck with the

contrasts presented by a corresponding
view of the law as it obtains among
ourselves.

The first point that strikes us, at the

opening of each particular case, is the

care and skill which have been em-

ployed in the preliminary preparation
of the evidence. Our American prac-

tice, in this respect, is mischievously
loose. It is rarely that there is any
attempt to guard the precincts within

which a crime has been committed.

j
Visitors, interested or disinterested, are

* Der Neue Pitaval. Eine Sammlung der interes-

santesten Criminalgeschichten aller Lander aus
alterer und neuerer Zeit. Begriindet von Criminal-

director Dr. I. C. Hitzig und Dr. W. Haring. (W.
Alexis). Fortgesetzt von Dr. A. Volkert. Neue
Series. Leipzig, 1865- 1870.

Die Opfer Mangelhafter Justiz. Gallerie der

interessantesten Justizmorde aller Volker und Zei-

ten, von Dr. Karl Lbffler, friiherem Redacteur der

Berliner Gerichts-Zeitung, Ritter, etc. III. Bande.

Jena : Hermann Costenoble, 1868- 1870.

permitted to flow in and out, effacing by
accident, if not disarranging by design,
the marks which would point to the

guilty agent. It is as if Pompeii, when

excavated, were opened to crowds of

whomsoever might choose to pour in ;

" relics
" of all kinds carried off, inscrip-

tions of all kinds disfigured ; disar-

rangements of all kinds perpetrated,
and often articles dropped and signs
left which, after a short lapse of time,
would lead the casual observer to

doubt what century had inaugurated or

what range of civilization had produced
the confused phenomena on which he

gazed. The consequence is that what

may be technically called "
indicatory

"

evidence is by us left to the mercy of

chance or the still worse influence of

malevolent design ;
and the prosecut-

ing officer, no matter how skilful he

may be, often goes to trial bereft of

one of the main sources of information

from which a rightful conclusion can

be drawn. In Germany, on the other

hand, and, in most instances in France,
whenever a crime is committed, a her-

metical cover, as it were, is securely

placed over the scene of guilt. Care-

ful surveys of the house or ground are

at once taken ; all articles likely to

elucidate the event are sequestered,
after their original situation has been

carefully noted, under judicial control ;

and the most effective means em-

ployed, to reproduce on the trial the

facts as they existed when the dis-

covery of guilt was made. In this

respect, at least, "justice
"

is less "de-

fective
" in Germany than it has unfor-

tunately been permitted to become

among ourselves.

But this contrast is not that to which

the perusal of these volumes mainly
invites. It is impossible to open them

without seeing, as if invoked before us,

two great spirits, one of the civil,

the other of the common law, lower-

ing on each other as if in hostility, de-
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fiantly marked as they are with their

utterly antagonistic systems of treating

persons under trial for crime. The
Common Law says: "You shall not

make that prisoner's prior character a

charge against him on the trial ; you
shall not examine him personally as to

his guilt." The Civil Law says :
"

I

will do both." Now, because this strug-

gle is one involving some of the most

important interests of justice and hu-

manity, because it is one in which

our American practice, after having
been for generations loyal to the prin-

ciples of the common law, is making
a dangerous approximation to those of

its opponent, a study of the volumes

before us, in connection with this issue,

will be found of great public use. Our
American courts, as will presently be

more fully shown, are viewing each day
with greater lenity the attempts of pros-
ecutors to introduce the defendant's

general bad character as evidence

against him in chief. Several of our

American legislatures have lately de-

clared that a defendant is to be a com-

petent witness on his own trial ; and

though the prosecution may not call

him against his own consent, yet, as

will hereafter be seen, this is a consent

which few prisoners on trial will be

morally able to withhold. At such a

juncture, therefore, it is well for us to

pause to consider what is the practical

exposition of these positions that the

civil law unfolds. And for this pur-

pose, no works could be more effec-

tive than the volumes we now review.

Of one thing we may be sure. If they
exhibit the civil law as in this respect
cruel, reckless, and tyrannical, it is not

because their authors bear it ill-will.

These rank not only as among its ex-

perts, but among its votaries. What-
ever charges the books may uncon-

sciously make, therefore, come from
witnesses who at least view it with no

unfriendly eye.
Let us then approach the question

more closely ; and for this purpose let

us select two of the trials before us in

which the proceedings are given in the

greatest detail. The first is that of

Aim (as reported by Dr. Loffler), who
was charged in Berlin, in December,

1849, with the murder of his wife. It

appeared that a little after midnight,
on the 24th of December, he sent his

eldest daughter, Johanna, a child of

seven years, to a neighbor, named Blau,

begging him to come at once to Aim's

apartment. After some delay, Blau

arrived, and found Aim's wife stretched

lifeless on the floor of the workshop
which adjoined the family chamber.
She was dressed fully in a black gar-
ment ; a cord was drawn tightly round
her neck, and her hair was in wild

disorder. In her belt was found two

scraps of paper, which were signed by
her name, which declared that her

death was by her own hands, and was
induced by her conviction that she was
the victim of a mortal disease which
would make her life burdensome to

others and miserable to herself. There
was no doubt that she was in very in-

firm health, and had for several days
been suffering with nervous fever.

There was no doubt, also, that her

husband, though a skilful workman,
was frequently drunk, and was very
careless in providing for his family.

It was in evidence that in the after-

noon and evening of his wife's death,
he was wandering from tavern to tav-

ern, drinking to intoxication, and that

he had frequently treated his wife with

great rudeness, if not violence. Under
these circumstances he was arrested

and put on trial for the homicide.

The evidence, irrespective of his own

examination, was very conflicting. His

two eldest children, Johanna, seven

years of age, and Marie, four, when
taken charge of and interrogated by the

police, declared, first, that their mother
had tried to kill her youngest child,

and then had killed herself; but after-

wards they stated that their father had

come in late at night, and had dragged
their mother from her bed, and taken

her into the workshop, and there mur-

dered her. This they recanted, but

subsequently reasserted on the trial,

though when examined separately their

statements conflicted on several mate-
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rial points. It was a very significant

point in this connection that the de-

ceased, when in bed that afternoon and

evening, was dressed, according to the

testimony of several witnesses, in a

colored gown, which she wore as a

night-dress. After her death, however,
at the time of Blau's arrival, she was

neatly attired in a black dress, which

appears to have been her best. That
she should herself have made this

change at midnight was consistent with

the hypothesis of suicide. That her

husband in his drunken condition could

have done it, without great resistance

on her part, which would have exhib-

ited itself at least in the dress, seemed

impossible. And yet, if the inculpat-

ing statements of the children were

to be believed, the change must have

been made by the husband.

Medical evidence was taken on both

sides as to the nature of the wounds";
and the question was finally referred

to a committee of eminent surgeons.
There was much conflict in their testi-

mony, but the preponderance of author-

ity was that it was possible, if not

probable, that the wounds were self-

inflicted.

There was no evidence of cries of

any kind being heard by the neighbors,
several of whom were in the same

building and were stirring late at night.

The handwriting of the notes found

on the person of the deceased was the

subject of close inspection. Could they
have been traced to the prisoner, they
would have left his guilt without ques-
tion

;
and there were one or two ex-

perts produced who swore, on compar-
ison of hands, that the writing was his.

The great weight of testimony, how-

ever, in this section of the case, was
to the contrary ;

and this opinion was

strengthened by the test adopted on
the trial, of compelling the defendant to

write, on dictation, the words of the al-

leged declaration. On inspection of this

paper, the official experts declared the

two handwritings to be utterly distinct.

So stood the case apart from the

prisoner's own examination. As an

illustration of the way in which, on a

case which in a common - law court
would result only in an acquittal, a de-
fendant's examination can be so con-

ducted as to force him into the atti-

tude of a criminal, we give copious
extracts from the report before us.

"
Judge. Prisoner, stand up. What

is your name ?

"Prisoner. Joachijpi Friedrich Wil-
helm Aim.

" Judge. Your age and religion ?

" Pris. I am forty years, and of the

Evangelical (Lutheran) confession.

"Judge. Have you been previously
arrested ?

" Pris. Three times ; the first when I

was attacked with convulsions in the

street ; the second, on account of a dis-

turbance in the streets
; and third, for

giving an unfair receipt to a journey-
man.

"
Judge. What was the condition of

your wife when you went out (on the

afternoon of the homicide) ?

"Pris. She was in bed, and had on a

colored dress.
"
Judge. Why was she in bed ?

"Pris. She was sick. I know not

with what ; the doctor told me that

she had a hot fever, and that I must

put wet bandages to her head.
"
Judge. Did your wife say anything

to you when you left the house ?

"Pris. My wife talked a good deal

before I left the house. She wanted
me to go to her aunt, the Widow Witt,
who had lately visited her, and had

wept, which had given my wife much
trouble. She gave me six groschen, and
told me to go out and amuse myself, as I

had been working hard during the day.
"
Judge. That is not very likely, for

your wife lay sick in bed, and if you
were absent for a long time, she would

be left alone in her helpless condition

with the children. It is hard to be-

lieve that she should have asked this."

The judge then proceeded to exam-

ine the prisoner in great detail, the

plan being to question him, as is usual

in German trials, on every point on
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which the prosecutor was subsequently
to adduce testimony ; and thus not

only to bring his general veracity di-

rectly in issue, but to draw him out jDn

a variety of topics connected with the

res gesta, as to which the most accu-

rate memory and the greatest presence
of mind would find it difficult to give

uniformly prompt and accurate replies.

In the case before us this is done at

great length, and with the minutest

circumstantiality. Our space allows us

only to give one or two extracts.

"Judge. Had you no conversation

with the waitress at Thomes's inn

about your wife ? [The waitress was on

hand to be presently examined on this

point]
" Pris. It may have been so

;
I may

have told her that my wife was sick.

"
Judge- But you told her that your

wife could not live, and had asked you
to look out for another.

*' Pris. That is not so. I may have

said that my wife could not live.

"
Judge- But you said also that your

wife would die that night.
" Pris. How could this be so, as my

wife the previous day was better ?

"Judge. Is it your custom to take

frequent drams ? [On this point, also,

several witnesses were to be called.]
" Pris. No. Formerly, perhaps, I

could take more than lately, when I

have had so much grief and trouble.
"
Judge. It must strike every one as

very odd that you should be ranging
about beer-houses and inns for hours

when your wife, with her infant chil-

dren, was in her bed at home, sick and

helpless In your preliminary ex-

amination you expressed yourself dif-

ferently as to your conduct on reaching
the house. You then said that you
were not at first convinced of your
wife's death, and were first assured of

it by Blau, who showed you the cord

round her neck. Here is a direct con-

tradiction on an essential point.
" Pris. The first statement could not

have been correctly written down, for

my daughter was the first who told me
about the cord. .

"
Judge. Did you closely examine the

cord ?

"Pris. No. I tried immediately to

untie it, but failed. The cord was then

cut, and I did not see it again.
"
Judge. It is hard to explain how, in

a matter of such extreme importance to

yourself, that you should be so careless

as not to trouble yourself as to circum-

stances which had the closest relation

to your wife's death.
" Pris. I was so overwhelmed that I

could think of nothing
"
Judge. Was the cord cut on the

same side with the knot?
" Pris. I do not know

;
I took no

notice of this.

"
Judge. I must again point out, to

you how remarkable it appears that on
such important points you should inten-

tionally avoid a distinct answer.
" Pris. Such an event is so stupefy-

ing that it is impossible to remember all

the particular circumstances, and be-

sides, I had been drinking.
"
Judge- Did not your wife love her

children.

"Pris. Yes, she was very kind to

them.
"
Judge. Here is a contradiction ; for

if she loved them, would she by suicide

have withdrawn from them her mother-

ly care and protection ? ;
:

" Pris. But our troubles were very

great. In eight years she had six chil-

dren, and business was bad. I had the

whole household work, the scouring and

washing, as she was sick
;
and hence I

could earn so much the less. All these

things may have led her to the step
"
Judge. Did you make no attempt

at the time yourself to read the notes

found in your wife's belt ? [They had

been partially read to him by Blau.]
" Pris. No, I did not see them again.
"
Judge. This is wholly inexplicable.

You come home, find your wife the vic-

tim of violence, discover writings which

must explain the mystery, and instead

of eagerly seeking to understand their

contents, you are so careless and heart-

less that you will not give even a look

to this last bequest of your wife. I do

not believe that there is another who in
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your place would have so acted. [The

prisoner again pleaded for this his stu-

pefaction and intoxication. The writ-

ings were then produced in court.]
"
Judge. Do y u know this paper and

this handwriting ?

" Pris. These may be the papers that

Blau found. The handwriting appears
that of my wife ; and yet again not so,

for it seems to me as if she would have

written differently.
"
Judge. " ask you to notice that the

contents of these papers is very pecu-
liar. They contain more than once the

assurance,
* My husband is innocent.'

Then, again, they are signed,
' Louise

Aim, formerly Bottcher '

; though it

would scarcely be expected that your
wife, if she had written these lines just
before her death, would have thought
of such formalities. Then again, in one

place the name Aim is written with a

Latin A, in another with a German A ;

and then the statement,
< This I have

myself written,' is, at the least, very
unusual. The prosecuting attorney has

made these circumstances the ground
of a powerful argument that the lines

were written, not by your wife, but by
yourself. What do you reply ?

" Pris. I have nothing to say, except
that I knew from my daughter's state-

ment that they were written by my wife.
"
Judge- How did you and your wife

agree ?

" Pris. We got along very well to-

gether.

"Judge. But witnesses tell us that

you treated her badly.
"Pris. This is not true; it could

only be said by bad men.
"
Judge- Every witness who has been

examined (at the preliminary hearing)
knows the importance of the issue, and
the severity of the punishment involved.

It is not to be presumed that any one

will perjure himself in such a case.

The witnesses will soon be called
;
and

you had better consider this before you

Contradict that which will presently be

proved against you."

We give but a very few of the numer-

ous points as to which the prisoner

was examined ; and those we have se-

lected are those in which the judge
and the prisoner were brought into the
closest collision. The examination,

taking it in its various phases, lasted

several days ; and it incidentally ap-
peared that, at the time of his examina-
tion in chief, the defendant was much
emaciated by his long and painful im-

prisonment. He was ultimately con-

victed, and sentenced to imprisonment
for life, and shortly after sentence died
in prison. Not long after his death
his innocence was demonstrated. His

children, as they grew older, . declared

that their -mother's death was by her
own hands, and that their childish

statements to the contrary had resulted

from fear, and from their constant con-

versations with the police, under whose

charge they had been placed.

Now of course the question now be-

fore us is not as to the guilt or inno-

cence of this particular defendant, and

certainly not as to his general moral

character. He may have been, and

probably was, a half-vagabond, given
to drink ; but this was no reason for

his conviction for the murder of his

wife. He may, also, have been very
much confused on trial, and may have

contradicted himself and contradicted

unimpeachable witnesses on collateral

points, but this, also, was no ground
for such conviction. Or he may have

been guilty, and have richly deserved

the imprisonment awarded to him
;
and

yet neither this nor his prior unworthy
character at all touch the merits of

the system under which he was tried.

Even the brief extracts we have given,

from the protracted examination to

which the defendant was exposed,
show that this system has in it inhe-

rent and fatal defects. We have no

reason to impeach the honesty or the

impartiality of the judge who presided.

He appears to have exercised the high-

est criminal functions in Berlin for a

number of years ;
and certainly on the

trial immense pains were taken to col-

lect the highest and most varied scien-

tific testimony on the points as to which

experts were required. No doubt the
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judge went into that, as in all other

trials, with the conviction that it was

his duty to probe the defendant's con-

science to the uttermost, to force from

him an explanation of every inculpa-

tory circumstance, and lead him to a

due abasement and confession when

such circumstances could not be ex-

plained. But how unequal a contest

was this ! On the one side is a high

official, calm in the consequence of

exalted station, trained by long experi-

ence to master in advance all the de-

tails of a case, and then to force a pris-

oner to express himself as to each of

these details, and surrounded by the

usual pomp and power of judicial au-

thority to overawe or silence. On the

other hand is a prisoner whose lib-

erty or whose life is at stake, whose

physical frame is exhausted by impris-

onment, and whose nervous system is

unstrung by long morbid introspection ;

a solitary man, friendless, generally un-

educated, and rarely, under the best cir-

cumstances, capable of threading a laby-
rinth so intricate as that into which he is

now led ; a man with desperate stakes

to play, and with, therefore, tremen-

dous temptations, even when innocent,

to escape some immediate dilemma by
a falsification, which he has not the

foresight to see will be presently turned

against him to his destruction
;
a man

whose position is that of a poor, silly,

fluttering bird, who finds himself grad-

ually enclosed in the meshes of a net

he can neither break nor elude. Now
all this exists without supposing either

brutality or bitterness on the part of the

court. So far as the German trials are

concerned, as they are exhibited not

merely in Dr. Loffler's work, but in the

long series of volumes which consti-

tute the Nene Pitaval, very little of

these qualities is observed. The judges
who conduct the examinations are not

brutal, as was Lord Jeffreys. They at-

tempt no sudden, dramatic surprises
on the prisoner, as is the fashion of the

French judges, whom we shall present-

ly consider. They are not malevolent ;

there is none of that cold malice min-

gled with great and calm ability, such

as Sir R. Bethell, for instance, may be

supposed to have displayed when act-

ing as crown's counsel, though in such

cases, by English forms, witnesses

alone would be exposed to this terri-

ble criticism, and the defendant, to

whom such an examination would be
so maddening and often so destructive,
would be secluded from its range.
There is none of this, and yet there is

something in the patient, slow, pene-

trating analysis which the German

judges pursue, which, if not so likely
to craze or infuriate its wretched vic-

tim, is peculiarly adapted to exhaust

his patience and his comprehensive
recollection of the res gestce, and so

draw from him statements and opin-
ions as to a vast variety of topics, rele-

vant and irrelevant, as to some of which

it will be easy to prove that his state-

ment is false. The practice in most
of the trials we have had an opportu-

nity of observing is as follows : the

judge takes the various preliminary
examinations in his hand, and then

proceeds to question the defendant on
each fact that these examinations dis-

close. After the defendant is thus

drawn on to express himself on every

point to which the testimony can be
made to reach, then, and not till then,

are the witnesses examined in chief.

If it were an examination for an official

promotion, the process could not be

more cool or exhaustive ; nor could

greater care be. taken to inspect the

replies, and to upset them if incorrect.

The difference is this, that here the

party examined is on trial for liberty

or life, and that he is examined, not as

to the renditions of science, but as to

multitudes of impressions as to the

past, concerning which no human mem-

ory can be complete. The ordeal is

one from which no defendant who is

not consummately cool and capable
can escape unscathed.

When we take up the French proce-

dure, we find the same general vica

displaying itself, though in a different

form. We have the same spectacle
exhibited of the strong attacking the

weak, of the skilful attacking the ig-
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norant, of the self-possessed attacking

the feverish or the frantic ; but that

which in Germany is usually done by
a sort of siege, by carefully drawing
the trenches closer and closer, and

then undermining until the structure of

the defence falls as if by itself, in

France is performed by a sort of bril-

liant judicial Zouavism, in which the

judge, with bold and histrionic effect,

pounces on the party on trial, and,

tearing asunder his supposed subter-

fuges, seeks to expose, to degrade,
and to immolate him on the spot. Of
course there are multitudes of excep-
tions to this, but the temptations to

such displays seem to rise with the

Iclal and the conspicuousness of the

trial. Of this the following illustra-

tion will be sufficient.

In the city of Toulouse is a mo-
nastic foundation, whose fundamental

principles are that its members should

be exclusively lay, that they should

take the vows of chastity, obedience,
and poverty, and that they should

devote themselves to the education of

the lower classes. The name of the

society is the " Brotherhood of Chris-

tian Doctrine "
; and, during its ex-

istence of centuries, it has gradually

erected, on the large tract of land ac-

quired by it, a series of buildings, some
traceable to the Middle Ages, others

added from age to age down to the

present era, buildings of no architec-

tural pretensions or regularity, sepa-
rated by many shaded alleys and clois-

ters, and interspersed with many se-

cluded nooks. Close to the monastery
is a graveyard, in a dark corner of which
at daybreak on the morning of April

16, 1847, was found the body of a young
girl, Cecilia Combettes, who, as it ap-

peared by unquestionable testimony,
had been, a few hours before, ravished

and then murdered. She had for some

previous months been in the employ-
ment of a bookbinder named Conte ;

and on the morning of the I5th was
sent by him to carry some books to the

monastery, within which, according to

undisputed evidence, she was seen to

deliver the package. There was no

direct proof that she was seen to come
out of the institution, which was sur-

rounded by a wall, to which was at-

tached a gate with a porter's lodge ;

nor was any trace of her discovered

from ten in the morning of the I5th
until the discovery of her body early
the next day. By whom, then, was the

outrage perpetrated? Conte, her em-

ployer, had accompanied her to the

monastery, and testified that he left be-

fore she had delivered the parcel, and

that while he was there he saw near to

her two of the brothers, Jubrien and
Leotade. Against the latter some slight

circumstantial evidence, which hereaf-

ter will be incidentally noticed, was
adduced. He was arrested, and on Feb-

ruary 7, 1848, after eight months' im-

prisonment, was brought to trial. In

reviewing the evidence then adduced,
our object is to confine ourselves to

such portions of the judicial examina-

tion of Leotade as serve to illustrate the

general proposition which we have in

this article undertaken to canvass. It

is sufficient, therefore, at this point, to

say that on the trial there was positive

testimony to show that Conte had him-

self previously attempted improper fa-

miliarities with Cecilia, who was proved

by unquestionable evidence to be a

girl of excellent character ;
and that

some years afterwards he confessed

that he was himself the perpetrator of

the crime. On the trial, however, no

evidence was presented showing the

whereabouts of Cecilia after her visit

to the monastery on the morning of the

1 5th; and this, coupled with the cir-

cumstantial evidence to which we have

already referred, arrayed against the

accused a popular prejudice by which

the terror of his position was vastly in-

creased. Having made these prelimi-

nary explanations we proceed with our

extracts from the judicial examination

on the trial.

"
Chief Justice. What is your name?

"Prisoner. Louis Bonafons ; my ec-

clesiastical name is Brother Leotado.
" Ch. J. How old are you ?

" Pris. Thirty-six years.
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" Ch. y. Did you know Cecilia Com-
bettes ?

" Pris. I have never even seen her.

"Ch.y. Did you often visit Conte ?

" Pris. Yes
; yet, reviewing the past

as closely as I can, I cannot recollect

to have ever seen her with him.
" Ch. y. Why this circumlocution ?

You either knew her, or you did not.

.

" Pris. I did not know her.

" Ch. y. Did you not go to Conte,

some days before the murder, to order

a writing-table ?

"Pris. I did.
" Ch. J. Did you not say to Conte,

* When the portfolio is ready, send it

to me by the child
'

?

" Pris. I cannot recollect this.

" Ch. J. If you did, this involves your

acquaintance with Cecilia.

"Pris. I never saw a workwoman at

Conte's, and therefore I could not have

said it.

" Ch. y. Where were you in the

morning of the (i5th of) last April?
" Pris. I was first at morning mass,

which lasted longer than usual, as it

was read for a brother who had recent-

ly died in Paris
;
then I breakfasted

and went from the refectory to the

clothes-room, and brought the pupils

of the Pension the things they needed,
and then I wrote to the General of the

Order a letter on my spiritual state.

This lasted until 9^ o'clock.
" Ch. y. What did you do next ?

" Pris. I went to the kitchen and to

the Director, to hand him my let-

ter.

" Ch. y. You went about 9^ o'clock

in the kitchen ; where were you till

10 o'clock ?

" Pris. I went back into the clothing-

room, after I had spoken with the Di-

rector, until 9f o'clock.

!
" Ch. y. Where did you meet the Di-

rector ?

"Pris. On the corridor of the Pen-
sion

; he asked for my letter ;
I told

him that I was just looking for him. It

was then I went into the clothing-room,
and afterwards into the school-room.

" Ch. y. How late was that ?
" Pris. About io o'clock.

" Ch. y. Go on.
" Pris. I then fed the canary-birds in

the presence of the hospital nurse, and
then went to the cellar, and afterwards

to Pater Noster. Then dinner, then

the usual studies, then to supper, and
then to bed.

" Ch. y. The accusation charges you
with having been seen at least twice

during the day with Brother Jubrien.
"Pris. I talked with him after sup-

per, when we were bringing some casks

out of the cellar.
" Ch. y. Although I have earnestly

urged you to consider your answers

carefully, you have failed to do this ;

on the 23d of last April you were asked

what you did on the prior i5th. Then

you said nothing about having seen Ju-

brien, having spoken to him, and hav-

ing helped him in the cellar. Were the

other members of the community then

asleep ?

"Pris. Yes.
" Ch. y. Then you must have gone

very late to bed on the I5th ;
and al-

though before this we believed that all

the brothers went to bed at the same

time, it seems that some must have

been excepted from this rule.

"Pris. When we retired later than

usual, then we had next day to account

for this to the Superior.
" Ch. y. Your memory on the 23d

must have been fresher than to-day.
You then said that the mass was ended

at 8 o'clock, that you then breakfasted,

then went into the kitchen, where you

spoke to Brother John, and to the

clothing
- room, where you spoke to

Brother Leopold, and then to the cel-

lar. This had kept you till the Pater

Noster, at 1 1 o'clock. But Brother

Leopold fixes the time of your conver-

sation with him at an hour earlier.

You have been asked as to your occu-

pations from 6 o'clock in the morning ;

and you say that about this time you
met Brother Leopold in the clothes-

room.

"Pris. This is entirely correct.

Does this hinder me from having seen

him also at 1 1 o'clock ? If I did not

mention this at the preliminary exami-
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nations, it was because I was only in-

terrogated as to my surroundings after

8 o'clock in the morning.
" Ch. J, Very true. But in a subse-

quent examination you said that at 9^
o'clock you were in your office

; then

in the hospital, where you met the Di-

rector, who asked you for wood for a

fire for a sick child ; that you then went
to fetch the wood, and then to prayers.
And yet, notwithstanding these extend-

ed details, you did not till this moment
utter a syllable as to the important cir-

cumstances of the letter on your spirit-

ual condition.
" Pris. If I did not mention this to the

examining magistrate, it was through
confusion. Daily, almost hourly [for

the eight months] these examinations

were continuedj I was put under a

moral torture ; I was treated, not as

merely suspected, but as convicted.

When I appeared in this court before

yourself, I was first able to collect my-
self, as in the presence of a kindly

judge.
" Ch. J. You can spare your praises

of me, as well as your censures of the

examining magistrates. I will have

neither. In your examination of the 3d
of May, you declared that on the I5th

of April you wore the same gown (sou-

tane] and the same stockings which

you now have ; while on the next day,
on the 4th of May, when the question
was put to you,

' How long you had

worn the trousers and drawers you
now have,' you answered,

' For ten

days.' How is this explained ? You
further said, that you had laid the trou-

sers and drawers, which you wore on

the 1 5th of April, in the third chamber
of the clothes-rooms on a table close to

the entrance, where, to your great

astonishment, they were not discov-

ered. while on the previous day you
said that on the I5th you wore nothing
but the gown (soutane) and stockings.
On the 6th of May you voluntarily
stated to the examiners,

' The trousers,

now shown to me, I recognize as those

I wore on the i5th of April. I used

these in the bed to cover my feet.'

How is it that, in spite of your state-

ment, the drawers were not found with
the trousers ?

" Pris. I remember now for the first

time that I did not lay the two off to-

gether, and that I wore the drawers at

the time of the preliminary examina-
tion.

" Ch. J. Were you in the habit of

keeping rabbits ?

" Pris. They belonged to the Broth-
erhood.

" Ch. J. Did you ever give rabbits to

Conte or his wife ?

"
Pris. I sold some to them.

" Ch. J. Did you ever invite Cecilia

to look at the rabbits ?

"Pris. No.
" Ch. J. You, with the other brothers,

were asked as to the condition of your

garments on the I5th of April. While
the others gave satisfactory answers to

this, you are the only one as to whom
this was not the case ; and besides,

you maintained that the shirt, which
the examining physician found on you
on the 1 8th of April, had been put on

by you on the previous Sunday, and
was worn because it had wide sleeves,

which did not chafe the plasters that

your health required you to wear.

Where did you leave the clean shirt

which you received on Sunday evening,
for a change ? You say that you did

not often change your linen, and that

you laid the clean shirts under your

pillow, and in this way retained two at

a time. But in spite of this usage, you
maintain that you gave back the shirt

of April 1 7th to the brother who had

charge of the linen, who, on his part,

declares that he never received clean

linen back from the brothers. After

this you modified your answer so as to

make it that you gave this shirt to the

hospital nurse, who says, however, that

he does not recollect this. Where did

you hand it to him ?

"Pris. At the door of the hospital,

in the week after April i8th.

" Ch. J. You all say that at the time

Conte met you in the corridor, you had

gone to the communion. Conte, how-

ever, persists in his statement, and spe-

cifies your dress. At first (in one of
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the preliminary examinations) you dis-

tinctly denied this, but afterwards said

that you could not call it to mind.

Brother Jubrien, who was with you,
follows the same theory, first a plump
denial, then,

*
I believe not,' and at

last,
4
1 do not recollect.' In all ear-

nestness I demand to know whether,
on the morning of the I5th of April,

you were in the corridor of the Com-
mon Hall ?

" Pris. I am not in a condition to

answer so complicated an analysis of

the evidence.
" Ch. J. It is not a complicated analy-

sis, but facts. Were you in the Com-
mon Hall on the i5th ?

"Pris. No. On the loth I was there

between 7 and J\ in the morning.
" Ch. J. Did not the way to it lead

by the linen-rooms ?

"Pris. Yes.
" Ch. J. Did you have a key to the

latter ?

" Pris. I do not know.
" Ch. y. And yet (at the preliminary

examinations) it was shown that you
had a key which locked the door of

that room, and that you could therefore

change your linen without attracting

any one's notice. This key was after-

wards shown to you, and you stated

to what lock it belonged. Had you
no conversation with Jubrien on the

I5th?
"Pris. Yes. In the evening, when I

helped him in bringing the large casks

out of the cellar.
" Ch. y. I have now a correction to

make. I asked you whether you pos-
sessed a key to the linen-room ; and

you answered that if you possessed it,

you did not know it. I will now show

you a key which is proved to lock that

room. You will now tell me whether

you recognize it.

" Pris. It is the key of the kitchen

closet.
" Ch. J. Do you know if it locks the

door of the linen-room ?

"Pris. No."

This is a specimen of the examina-
tion in chief of the prisoner, which

was followed by the calling of the wit-

nesses for the prosecution. The meth-
od pursued is very much the same as

that which we have already noticed as

existing in Prussia. The judge has
full notes of the various preliminary
examinations, both of the accused and
of the prosecuting witnesses. The
prisoner is first called, and interrogated
as to the points that these examinations

developed, and as to any others that

suggest themselves to the judge. Then
the prosecuting witnesses are called,
and all the statements of the prisoner,
relevant or irrelevant, are put in issue,

to be contradicted, if practicable, by
the testimony so adduced. But in

France, however, as has already been

noticed, it is deemed not unsuitable for

the judge at any period of the trial to

surprise the defendant with the most
sudden and confusing of appeals. This

may be dramatic enough, but, apart
from the objections we shall presently

notice, utterly destructive of a calm,

judicial rendering of testimony. Thus,
in the case before us, several hours after

the prisoner's formal examination was

closed, and while Conte the chief

prosecuting witness, and the real as-

sassin was under examination, the

court with sudden swoop pounced on

the prisoner as follows :

" Ch. J. (To prisoner.) You have just
heard that on the I5th of April at 9^
o'clock you were seen in the corridor

of the Brotherhood with Brother Ju-

brien ?

"Pris. Conte is a falsifier. On the

1 5th I was not in the corridor. As to

what relates to my former life [which
Conte had endeavored to attack] I can,

at least, say that it is not so stained as

that of my assailant. You can inquire
at my early home, of my former em-

ployers, of my teachers. I had the

wish to escape from the worry of the

world. This is why I entered the Or-

der. I am in the jury's hands. De-

cide what my fate is to be ;
I will

await even death in peace, as a mis-

sionary who will sacrifice his life to

what is right ; and (to the jury), so
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far from blaming you, will I the more

fervently pray for you, for your efforts

to decide rightly."

Now we may pardon such distracted

utterances in a prisoner subjected to

such sensational shocks as those we
here notice

;
but we cannot excuse the

system which invites the judge to con-

sider the application of such shocks as

among the chief feats of judicial prow-
ess. Again and again during the trial

do similar incidents occur. Let some-

thing inculpatory turn up> and down
comes the judge,

"
There, do you

. hear this, what do you say noiv ? "

The examination in chief is bad

enough ; but no presence of mind, no

power of memory, can endure such tor-

ture as this, lasting, as in the present

case, through a trial occupying an en-

tire week. It is not to be wondered
that Leotade's memory partially failed

him, and that his replies became con-

fused and delirious. He had been

kept on the rack for the eight months

prior to the trial by solitary confine-

ment, broken only by the visits of his

inquisitors coming to probe his con-

science as to his entire past ; and this

agony reached its climax when, in the

crowded court-room, his whole nervous

and moral system was made the sub-

ject of the assaults we have detailed.

With the topic we have undertaken

to discuss in this article Leotade's in-

nocence has no immediate connection.

Innocent he undoubtedly was ; inno-

cent he continued to declare himself

to be until his death, nineteen months

afterwards, in the galleys to which he
was sentenced for life

; innocent he was

proved to be by the subsequent confes-

sions of Conte, uttered under the sol-

emn sanctions of a death-bed, and veri-

fied by collateral proof which removed
the slightest possibility of doubt. But

guilty or innocent, the merits of the

system under which he was tried, as we
stated in the prior case, are the same.

That system, so far as concerns the

compulsory examination of the defend-

ant, and the introduction, by the pros-

ecution, of his character into the issue,

obtains through the continent of Eu-

rope ; and wherever it exists it is as-

sociated with the abuses which exhibit

themselves in the cases which we have

just considered in detail. In the vast

number of trials reported in the many
volumes of the Neue Pilaval there is

not one, where this system is applied,
in which these abuses do not in a

greater or less degree exhibit them-
selves. And it is but fair, in the pres-
ent stage of our American jurispru-

dence, that the question in all its bear-

ings, practical as well as speculative,
should receive grave consideration.

For the changes which have been

lately initiated in our American ju-

risprudence, as was stated in the be-

ginning of this article, bring us very
near to the practice which the cases

before us display in so hideous a light.

Take the first point, that of the intro-

duction of the defendant's character

into the issue. By the common law,

it is so far from being allowable for the

prosecution to prove that the defendant

has a "
tendency

"
to commit the partic-

ular crime, that the merest allusion, by
the prosecuting attorney in his opening
address, to the defendant's bad charac-

ter, has been looked upon as a grave
offence ; and juries have been dis-

charged because such allusion has been
made. Every man is permitted to carry
to his case the presumption of general

good character; and this presumption
no one is permitted to assail, unless, as

has been said, he should in his defence,

introduce the issue himself. No crim-

inal, no matter how profligate, but, by
the common law, is allowed his locus

penitentice ; if he has committed an

outrage, he is tried for it, but he never

is put on trial because he has previous-

ly been generally bad. The common

law, in its humanity, says :
" You

shall have a chance to reform ;
at all

events, what you are liable to be tried

for is an overt act of guilt, and not a

violent temper or a depraved heart."

But in the last few years, some of our

American courts have been departing
from this rule. The departure began
in cases of forgery, when it was per-
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mitted, though at first reluctantly and

cautiously, to the prosecution to show,
as part of its evidence in chief, that

the defendant was an expert in the

counterfeiting art. The next step,

which was taken by some of our West-

ern courts, was to permit the prosecu-

tion, in homicide cases, to prove also

as part of the evidence in chief, that the

defendant was a man of bloodthirsty

and violent temper. If the principle

of the latter case, at least, holds good,
it is difficult to see what further obsta-

cles remain in the way of our adopting
the civil-law practice, in this respect, as

a whole.

Then, towards the defendant's com-

pulsory examination we have recently
made great strides. It is true that the

statutes recently enacted in this re-

spect only permit such an examination

after the defendant has voluntarily

placed himself on the witness-stand.

But the experience of the few months
that have elapsed since the passage of

these statutes show that there will be

few criminal cases in the States where
these statutes are in force in which

this exposure will not be made. The
fact is, first, that the temptation to ven-

ture testifying in his own behalf, to a

man whose life and liberty are at stake,

is irresistible, even though the probabil-

ity be that a cross-examination will ruin

him ; and, second, that to refuse to be

sworn will come soon to be acknowl-

edged as a tacit confession of guilt.

Wherever such statutes exist, there-

fore, defendants will be uniformly sub-

mitted to examination
; and the main

difference between our own and the

European practice will be that with us

the inculpatory examination will be con-

ducted by the prosecuting attorney and
not by the judge. Whether this will

be an improvement may well be ques-
tioned. A judge, no matter how keen

may be the spirit with which he may
enter upon what he may consider the

exposure of error, is yet, in the main,
an impartial arbiter between the two

contending parties. An attorney is, and

ought to be, simply the representative
of one of them.

Let us, then, look the system which
is thus approaching us gravely in the

face ; recapitulating to some extent, as

we do so, the points which suggested
themselves incidentally in the review

given by us of the two cases especially
selected by us for consideration. And
first, with regard to the first practice
touched by us, that which author-

izes the prosecution to put in issue, as

evidence in chief, the defendant's char-

acter, by way of showing his liability
to commit the particular crime. Notice,

first, the debasement which the pub-
lic mind must suffer from the judicial
exhibition of prurient psychological
detail. Nothing can be worse in this

respect than the displays listened to by
greedy audiences in what are consid-

ered the more "
interesting

"
cases,

and which are subsequently through
the press presented to the public at

large. We have before us in the third

volume of the new series of the Ne2ie

Pitaval the report of a homicide case,

that of Count Gustavus Chovinzky and
of Julie Ebergenyi, in which the gen-
eral sexual tendencies of the defend-

ants, and their victims, the wife of the

first, were made the subjects of the

minutest and most discursive explora-
tion ; and in which, according to the

reporter, who prints these details at

large, the court-room was crowded by
some of the highest as well as by
the most abject of the land. It is be-

fore such audiences, and then through
the press, that this emptying of the

most fetid contents of the human heart

is artistically consummated. It is like

the baling out the contents of a putrid

well, the process is one which cannot

but spread contagious disease. For
the exploration and exhibition is not,

as with us, one of naked, hard fact, but

one of prurient motives. The worst,

vilest, most morbid of all human de-

sires and impulses, things which we
are impelled by every right feeling in-

stinctively to hide even from ourselves,
are keenly searched after, and ruth-

lessly displayed to the public gaze.

Then, second, this process destroys
all power of rightful defence. The de-



1 870.] Criminal Law at Home and Abroad. 81

fenclant, in the old common-law courts,

knows what he is to prepare to meet.

The issue is a single one
;
to this he

adjusts his plea and calls his witnesses.

Whatever his past may have been, he

knows that the law, in its humanity,
has given him an opportunity for re-

form
;
and that now he is to be tried

for a single well-defined act, as to which

he has full notice, so as wisely to make

ready for his defence. But with the

civil law, a prosecution is limited by
no such restraints. There is no point
in the defendant's past history, no

matter how distant or how recent,

which may not be suddenly sprung on
him

;
and when the judge's knowledge

does not enable him to touch such

points, the drag-net of a general inter-

rogatory is swept over the offender's

memory. No offence has been so

atoned for as to protect it from being
thus brought up in judgment. No
oblivion, no death of witnesses, no long

passage of time consuming all explana-

tory or vindicatory circumstances, are

allowed to intervene between the judge
and the coveted disgraceful fact. The
defendant goes to trial prepared to

meet a particular issue, and he finds

himself confronted with others, any
one of which involves disgrace, but to

meet which he has had no notice to

prepare. And if no other acts or ten-

dencies of guilt are available, then

his prevarications on trial, prevarica-
tions often the convulsions of a man in

torture, are charged against him, and

on these he finds the issue is made to

rest. We do not say that under this

system there is no security for inno-

cence ;
for in a general sense, in

that sense which involves a free un-

covering of the secret frailties and pas-
sions of the human heart, no man
is innocent. But we do say, that in

this view there is no security for any
one. No one can in safety walk the

streets, for there is no one who, if

under trial, cannot be exposed to an

investigation more or less destructive.

We have no time here to dwell on dis-

. arrangement of judicial mechanism, and

the consequent frequent escape of the
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real offender, wrought by this clumsy
confusing of relevant with irrelevant

issues. We have simply to say thai

by it no protection is left either to lib-

erty or life.

The remaining question before us

that of the judicial examination of

the defendant on trial invites but

few remarks in addition to those which
have already been incidentally made.'

No doubt there is a class of tempera-
ments which can escape this ordeal

comparatively uninjured. Men of im-

perturbable temper and of comprehen-
sive intellect and of quick wit may be

able, during the trial, as well as during
the numerous preliminary hearings, to

maintain a calm and consistent theory
of defence. But men of this class are

rare, and are at least not unknown

among those inured to crime. The
consummate villain is, in fact, likely

to be the most successful in the

execution of this most difficult task ;

while the guiltless, from their very in-

experience in crime, and from the pecu-
liar terror which disgrace possesses to

them, are as likely to break down in

the attempt. Thus in the case last

noticed by us, Conte, the real assassin,

played his part through a protracted

cross-examination with every trait of

candid innocence ; while Leotade, his

victim, was betrayed into the apparent
contradiction and confusion of guilt.

For it should be remembered, the strain

is the severest to which the nervous

system can be exposed. Let us sup-

pose that the judge is deterred, either

by his own humanity or by public opin-

ion, from sustaining such attempts as

those of the chief justice at Toulouse,

attempts to bully, to terrify, to crush,

to annihilate the victim who lies ex-

hausted in his clutch. Let us suppose
that he simply permits the method

which the German courts have in the

main adopted, of taking to the trial a

minute brief of all that the witnesses

for the prosecution are expected to

testify to, and then examining the de-

fendant in advance on each point. Let

us remember how protracted, how mul-

tifarious, and how exhausting such an
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examination must be
;
and then let us

inquire which of us could submit our-

selves to such a test, even though the

topic might be the most innocent event

in our past lives, without being betrayed
into embarrassments and inconsisten-

cies which may readily be received as

confessions of guilt. And then let us

rise from this personal view to the gen-
eral considerations of public policy to

which the issue thus ascends. The
civil law and with this recollection

let us conclude in this as in all other

respects is the product of despotism.
Its object is to level the citizen to the

grade of the slave. It recognizes in him

no sanctity of character, just in the

same way that it awards to him no

sanctity of home. He is the creature of

the government that overshadows him ;

and at its command he must in public

unveil the most secret motives of his

heart ; and the system is one, there-

fore, which produces, not freemen, but

tools
;

not high personal enterprise,

but apathetic sloth
;
not political liber-

ty, but political torpor and death. But

the common law is the system of per-
sonal liberty, of manly independence
and self-respect. It was produced by
these great qualities, and these, in re-

turn, it fortifies and protects. If it

makes every man's home his castle,

and if these castles are sometimes a

little too roughly garrisoned, let us re-

member that they are not merely the

shelters which protect the rights of

the individual, but the fortresses which
assure the grandeur of the state. And
if, in declaring that no man shall be

forced to degrade himself by his own

lips, the same common law may give in

isolated cases impunity to crime, let it

be also remembered that by this pro-
cess it not merely implants in the indi-

vidual breast a consciousness of self-

respect and sanctity which ultimately
makes crime less frequent, but it sum-
mons for the commonwealth the ser-

vices of high-toned, strong, and right-

fully loyal men. Let us beware lest, in

infringing on this principle, we under-

mine some ofthe foundations, not merely
ofpersonal liberty, but of the public weal.

Francis Wharton.

THE SHIPPING OF THE UNITED STATES.

A COMMITTEE of Congress has

been busy at the great seaports of

New England and New York in ascer-

taining the condition of this branch of

industry, and has invoked the action of

Congress.
When our late war begun, the South

made many predictions, few of which
have been fulfilled. Among other things

they predicted that grass would grow
in our ship-yards. Is this prediction
to be verified ? Are we to withdraw
from the ocean, so long the field of

our enterprise and renown ? When
the war commenced, our tonnage, then

5>539>8 i3 tons, exceeded that of the

British Empire. In 1868 it had de-

clined to 4,318,309 tons, while the

British tonnage had risen to 7,000,000,

nearly a sixth of which was propelled

by steam. Our ship-building, which in

1855 gave us 583,450 tons, of which

more than half a million tons were built

on the Atlantic coast, in 1868 had de-

clined one half. In the last year but

173,000 tons were built on the coasts

for both coastwise and foreign com-

merce. In 1855 we built 373 ships,

and in 1868 but 69.

Before the war, the carrying trade

between nation and nation employed
8,000,000 tons of shipping. Of these,

the British Empire furnished three

eighths, the United States a third, while

other nations supplied the residue. But
in 1866 our proportion had fallen to a
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sixth, the British risen to a half, while

the deficit was filled by the Continent

of Europe.
Before the war, two thirds of the ar-

rivals from foreign ports bore the stars

and stripes ;
but now two thirds of

the vessels which reach our ports from

abroad bear a foreign flag ;
and although

the war has ended, our vessels in the

foreign trade still diminish. In the

first nine months of the past fiscal year
our tonnage in the foreign trade de-

clined fourteen per cent, while the for-

eign tonnage gained twenty-eight per
cent. At this rate, it will require but

seven years to triple the arrivals of for-

eign ships, and to banish us from the

carrying trade of the world. Unless

something is done, we, with our prime-
val forests, virgin ore-beds, and enter-

prising youth, shall no more unfurl our

flag in foreign ports, but must be con-

fined to our lakes, rivers, and coast-

wise trade, in which all foreign com-

petition is precluded. It is painful to

contemplate such a result. Our marine

has been one of the great elements of

our strength. Without it, how could we
have blockaded a coast of three thou-

sand miles ? How opened the Missis-

sippi ? How recovered our Southern

seaports and fortresses. Again, what

an income would we have realized by
the 7,000,000 tons of shipping, to which

we might have risen ! At thirty dollars

only per ton, it would have exceeded

two hundred millions. Its manage-
ment, its repairs, and dependent trades

would have sustained nearly a million

of families and furnished a market for

the surplus of as many engaged in ag-

riculture, who must suffer from com-

petition if consumers are converted

into producers.
We cannot afford to part with our

marine. We must devise a remedy
for its decline. Let us trace its growth
and consider what gave it vitality, what

policy ministered to its growth, what

measures have checked its progress
and produced a premature decay, while

other interests prosper.

Before the Revolution, Great Britain

confined us as much as she could to

the fisheries and coastwise commerce
and to a few ships in the trade with

England and her colonies. A few

daring spirits sometimes ventured to

join the fleet from Jamaica to England,
or to trade with the Spanish Isles, but

seizures and confiscations checked this

spirit of adventure.

The Revolution swept away our ships,
but put us on our mettle

;
the Colonies

had no navy ; their great seaports were

occupied or ruined by the foe
;
but our

county of Essex constituted itself our

Navy Department, discarded the pup-

pet sterns and full bows, and built ships
that made the run in eleven days from

Salem to Ireland
;
and in the last year

of the war, Salem and Beverly, with

twenty gun -ships that outsailed and

often outfought the best ships of Eng-
land, held the control of the British

Channel and raised the rate of insur-

ance to ten per cent. Their success

contributed materially to the termina-

tion of the conflict.

At the close of the war our cruisers

were converted into merchantmen, and

soon took an active part in commerce,

outsailing the ships of all other nations,

and opening the Baltic, the Mediter-

ranean, India, Africa, China, Brazil,

Chili, Peru, and our Northwest Coast

to the trade of the Union.

When our new Constitution took ef-

fect, the first register of our shipping
showed but 201,000 tons, or less than

the tonnage on Lake Erie in 1860.

Under duties averaging but eleven

per cent for the first epoch of twenty-

one years, our tonnage rose from

201,000 tons in 1789 to 1,424,748 tons

in 1 8 10, and then the effect of the

embargo of 1808 checked its progress.

Its increase was 700 per cent. During
this period, although the country was

weak, Adams founded the navy, laid

the keels of four ships of the line,

and Suffolk and Essex counties raised

funds and built frigates for the na-

tion.

But there was soon a change of

dynasty. The Democracy came into

power, abandoned the large ships, built

a few gunboats, adopted the Chinese
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policy, and embargoes, culminating in

war, succeeded.

Adams
" Had bid upon the Atlantic shore

New navies ride, new thunders roar
"

;

and if he could have put ten millions

into ships of the line, or frigates, would

have saved a third of the active capital

of the country, sacrificed by embargoes,

war, and duties ; but Jefferson and
Madison succeeded. Quincy, Lloyd,
and Webster struggled in vain, and
commerce was prostrated.

During the second epoch of twenty-
one years, from 1810 to 1831, under
duties averaging thirty per cent, tonnage,
instead of gaining seven hundred per
cent, actually fell twelve per cent, or

from 1,424,748 tons in 1810 to 1,267,847
tons in 1831.

But in 1831 our debt had diminished ;

the country would no longer see its

commerce crushed
; there was " an

uprising of the people," and under the

auspices of Henry Clay a compromise
was made, under which our duties fell,

with a slight reaction in 1842, to an

average of 16 per cent, which lasted

thirty years, from 1831 to 1861. Our

navigation at once revived, and ex-

ceeded the tonnage of England, gain-

ing 420 per cent, from 1,267,847 tons

in 1831 to 5,539,813 tons in 1861.

The following table illustrates the

progress and decline of our shipping :

Tons.

Tonnage in 1789 201,562"
*8io 1,424.748

1831 1,267,847

1841 2,130,744

))
'852 4,47,K>"
1861 5>5398i3
1868 4,318,309

Registered steam tonnage in 1861 102,608
"

1868 221,939
Enrolled steam tonnage in 1861 774,596

1868 977,476

Ship-building, which in 1 830 had fallen

to 52,686 tons a year, rose under the

compromise to 153,455 tons in 1833.
The

susceptibility of America to a

change of duties was shown in 1844,
when it fell, under the influence of a
tariff of 27 per cent adopted in 1842, to

71,732 tons
; but rose again, with the

16 per cent tariff of 1846, to 262,581

tons in 1848 ; and, under the same tariff,

to 583,450 tons in 1855, an increase of

eightfold in a period of thirteen years.
The following table shows the ton-

nage built in the United States at differ-

ent periods :

In 1820
"

1830

Tons.

47,696

52,686

1833 153,455
l844 7t,732

1848 262,581

Tons.
In 1853 425,571
"

l855 505.152
"

1862 175,076
"

1868 285,304

We come now to the present epoch,

commencing in 1861, and with a tariff

carried up from 15 per cent in 1860 to

an average of 42 per cent in 1869, we
find again the decline we might well

expect from the history of the past, a
loss of 22 per cent in place of a gain of

430 per cent, a fall from 5,539,813
tons in 1861 to 4,318,309 tons in 1869.
And of this residue more than three

millions of tons are on our lakes and

rivers, or in coastwise trade, where we
have a monopoly ; while in July last

twenty-seven millions of our imports
were brought in foreign vessels, and
but ten millions in American.

It may be urged by some who have
not studied this question, that the de-

cline in our shipping is due to the

war, yet neither Secession nor English
cruisers deprived us of one eighth of

our tonnage. It was not destroyed by
the foe. Some may think the loss due
to a change of measurement, but this

was immaterial, as the loss in one class

is compensated by a gain in others.

Nor is it due to the fact that trade is

unprofitable, for we have merchants

whose ships, built before the war, have
made fair returns for the past eight

years.
Did we not know that many of our

laws were made in the hurry of the

war, when Congress had put out its

arms to grasp every source of revenue,
we might conceive that our legislators

had been guided by a spirit hostile to

navigation, for as the law stands to-day
it provides :

First. That we shall not build any
ships for foreign trade.

Second. That we shall buy none.



1 8;o.] The Shipping- of the United States.

Third. That we shall not recover

those we have lost.

Fourth. That if we should get them,

an interdict shall be laid on many of

our chief imports and exports.

Fifth. That our great university for

seamen shall be put down, while agri-

cultural colleges are encouraged and

endowed.

Sixth. That while we sustain stages
and railways by mail money, and while

foreign steamers are sustained by sub-

sidies, which are refunded by postages,
our postages are given to foreign steam-

ers and subsidies are withheld from our

own.

The first barrier we have raised

against ship-building is a debased cur-

rency. Before the war the shipwright
could build a good ship of oak and

cedar for $55 per ton; to-day it will

cost $ 70 per ton. Half the difference

is due to the currency, half to the du-

ties on the raw materials. The ship-

owner who builds has two portentous
evils before him. His investment of

$ 70 per ton to-day may become $ 62

next spring by a return to gold, and he

hesitates to take the risk
; and if he

builds would rather build for English
account and convert gold into curren-

cy. The other evil is the eight dollars

per ton imposed in taxes on raw ma-

terials, admitted free by competing na-

tions. These evils are not without

remedy. Let us reduce our currency,
or let our Secretary of the Treasury,
instead of paying out his greenbacks
for stocks at a premium, convert gold
into greenbacks, and destroy the gold
board and carry our paper to par, by
merely rolling up a hundred millions

in greenbacks.
The banks under national laws re-

quire 150,000,000 of legal tenders for a

reserve, and the country can float the

balance of them
; for with them our

paper afloat would not exceed twelve

dollars per head, or, with gold, seven-

teen dollars per head, of our people.
If we are to have a shower-bath, let

us not stand shivering at the door.

As respects the duties, there is a

simple remedy; reduce the duties on

the raw material to the point at which

they stood from 1832 to 1861, except
for the brief period when they rose to

27 per cent, under the tariff of 1842.
These remedies will be efficacious.

CAN WE SPARE THE DUTIES ?

We cannot only spare them, but

many taxes also.

The Hon. D. A. Wells, habitually

cautious, assures us that our surplus
revenue is now at least $ 120,000,000 a

year. This is $ 8,000,000 a month for

ten months, and at least $ 20,000,000 a

month in the months when our license

and income taxes accrue. But the

coming year, commencing June 3oth,

when new legislation will take effect,

will, by reduced interest and the usual

gain of 5 per cent yearly on revenue,

exhibit a further surplus next year of

$ 27,000,000 ;
and it is easy to demon-

strate that a reduction on cigars, spir-

its, spices, silks, tobacco, and woollens

would transfer $20,000,000 more from

the pockets of the smuggler to the cof-

fers of the state. These would give us

for the coming year a surplus not far

from $ 167,000,000. Is it safe to leave

so large a sum. in the hands of govern-
ment? Will it not engender extrava-

gance ? Will it not be best to keep it

in the pockets of the people ? We
can, without doubt, reduce our reve-

nue $ 100,000,000, and still have suffi-

cient for interest and sinking-fund.

NAVIGATION ACT.

Our second edict against navigation
is that we shall not buy a ship abroad

under any circumstances. While we
would give every encouragement to the

native builder, who has been for the

last seven years a victim of our laws,

and would allow him to supply the

coastwise trade, it seems to us most

impolitic to deny all foreign vessels a

register. We have, with great benefit

to our manufactures, admitted machin-

ery either free or at fair duties. For-

eign ships and steamers with improved
mechanism may be had at moderate

prices abroad, of classes which we

require but cannot build, or at June-
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tures when prompt action may enable

us to secure important advantage. A
duty of $8 per ton on wooden and

$12 per ton on iron vessels would

sufficiently protect builders, who in

ordinary times have built for Europe.
The amount levied on the foreign

builder may be returned to the Ameri-

can shipwright in an equal remission

on each ton of shipping he constructs.

RETURN OF SHIPS TO THE FLAG.

Our third edict against navigation is

that which forbids any vessel placed
under a neutral flag to return to the

register. In the early part of the war,

most of the vessels employed on the

Southern rivers studiously kept within

the Rebel lines, and served under the

Confederate flag, and some were used

for warlike purposes ; but when the

war was ended, they "run up" the

American flag and were again nation-

alized ; but many ships which could

get neither insurance nor freights, ex-

cept at ruinous rates, were placed for

safety and were saved under a neutral

flag. It was the duty of the sailor to

"save his ship," and he saved it. It

was for the interest of the country
that he should save it. The step was
sanctioned by commercial usage ;

and

the question now is, Shall we diminish

the registry of England and increase

our own by the recovery of these ships ?

Nearly half of those transferred no

longer exist, but there may still be half

a million tons of shipping which might
be sold at a loss in England, but which
would answer for whalemen or coasters,
and which may still be recovered.

Are not the men who oppose this

action chiefly ship-owners, who cover

their dread of competition by the mask
of patriotism ?

If those who left the fold when the

wolf was entering, and the dogs were

absent, deserve chastisement, have they
not already suffered enough ?

But if we are to be permitted to

build, buy, or recover ships, we require

something more
; the ships must have

something to do to warrant the invest-

ment of capital, and this brings us to

LEGISLATION DIRECTLY AGAINST IM-

PORTS AND INDIRECTLY AGAINST
EXPORTS.

Why do we impose a duty of 200 or

300 per cent on spices, and 80 per cent

on tea, unless it be to give our trade to

the smuggler ? and why do we check
our trade with the Mediterranean,
which should furnish an outlet for the

product of our fisheries and our alco-

hol, by duties of 100 per cent on figs,

prunes, currants, and other innocent

fruits ? Does the nation do this to

protect greenhouses ? Does it dread
" the pauper labor of the sun," or has

it any antipathy to that little "Jack
Horner who sat in the corner eating
his Christmas pie

"
? May not such du-

ties be wisely abolished, with benefit to

the trade and health of the country ?

Then there are the duties on spirits

and brandy of 206 to 546 per cent, en-

tirely delusive and self-defeating, which

destroy the revenue, for these duties

enrich the smuggler and counterfeiter.

They warrant the answer of the chem-

ist to the questions of the revenue com-

mission, that more than 95 per cent

of the spirits sold as Holland gin and

Cognac and Rochelle brandy in New
York are spurious, so that the duties

imposed on them not only fail to reach

the treasury, but enrich the smuggler
and counterfeiter, and injure both sick

and well who imbibe such deleterious

beverages.
Then there are cigars, on which the

duties range from 100 to 264 per cent,

not a tenth of which can be collected.

Is it surprising that under such ab-

surd charges the importation of cigars

through the custom-house has declined

more than 90 per cent, while cigar-

shops have multiplied ? There can be

no doubt that a reduction of 70 per
cent on the duties on spices, spirits,

brandy, tobacco, and cigars would add

nearly $ 20,000,000 to the revenue, and

give freights to our shipping. There
are also the duties of $ 9 per ton, or 55

per cent, on pig iron, the very basis of

our manufactures, and 90 per cent on

coal, so essential to our steamers.
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ARE SUCH DUTIES POLITIC OR NECES-
SARY ?

The cost of pig-iron from the Clyde,
laid down at New York or Boston be-

fore payment of the duty, is $ 27 per
ton in currency. To transport this

iron to Lake Superior, Missouri, Ten-

nessee, and Western Pennsylvania,
the great centres of our iron produc-

tion, will carry the cost of the iron,

when delivered near these centres, to

$ 36 per ton
; and American iron can

be produced there for $ 27 per ton,

which wou,ld give a profit of 30 per cent

to the producer in the great markets of

the interior.

Were the foreign pig admitted free,

it would not compete with the home
article, except within three hundred
miles of the coast ; and if the producer
made 30 per cent in the interior, he

could afford to sell low upon the coast,

and here is the spot where we meet the

competition of Europe.
France admits the pig metal of Eng-

land at four dollars per ton
; were we

to do the same, it would benefit our

workshops and factories and give

freights to our shipping ; for 5,000,000
of tons are produced yearly, on the

coasts of Great Britain, where iron,

stone, coal, and lime are contiguous.
Our ships which take out wheat to

England require return freight of iron,

salt, soda-ash
;
and unless return car-

goes are admitted, the wheat must be

charged with freights both outward and
inward.

If we should admit the pig iron and
iron-ore and coal at duties of 20 per
cent or less, we could roll our bar iron

on the coast and blend with advantage
the pig iron of both countries, without

any serious detriment to our own man-
ufactures. As respects steel, the Cleve-

land pig metal of England may be easi-

ly converted into steel.

As respects salt, an article of

freight highly important to our ship-

ping and most essential to our country,
we impose a duty of 18 to 22 cents

per hundred pounds, equal to $4 per
ton. Salt is made by solar heat from

the waters of the sea, in Spain, Sicily,
and the West Indies, and found in large
deposits in England. It is often sold
for $2 or $3 per ton at the place of

shipment. It furnishes an admirable re-

turn cargo for vessels which take out

fish, flour, lumber, and breadstuff's,
and which without it return in ballast.

But it is not merely as return freight

upon the sea that salt is important.
If drawn by our shipping from abroad,
it will furnish valuable freight for the

flour cars that now return empty to the

interior, and thus reduce the cost of

transporting wheat and flour by lake,

canal, and railway.
How is it with wool, another great

staple which we once imported from

Australia, Africa, and from Buenos

Ayres, where 75,000,000 sheep browse
on the perennial pastures of La Plata ?

By the census of 1860 we had 22,000,000
of sheep, but during the war we im-

posed high duties on cloth and required

clothing for the army. Cotton rose to

$ 2 a pound, woollens took the place of

cottons. Woollen machinery was set in

motion sufficient to absorb the fleeces

of 50,000,000 of sheep. We could not

raise cotton at the North, but we could

raise wool, and as cattle and horses

were drawn away by the army, sheep
took their places, and our sheep in-

creased by 1866 to 35,000,000, or to the

level of the flocks of France and Great

Britain. Their wool alone, however,
would not meet our wants, and trade

with Buenos Ayres, Australia, and Af-

rica was expanded until our imports of

wool rose to 87,000,000 of pounds and

our manufacture approached that of

England. While our woollen - mills

were thus occupied, the war suddenly

collapsed. The demand for the army
ceased, and the government, with ar-

senals and warehouses overflowing,

wound up its contracts and soon

brought a part of its surplus stock in-

to market. When cotton cost $ 2 per

pound and wool 60 cents, the frugal

housewife replaced cottons with wool-

lens, and stuffed her coverlids with

wool
;
but when cotton fell 90 per cent,

when it fell below wool, the girls
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were recalled from their homes and the

cotton-spindles set in motion. Wool,

of course, declined, and the farmfr and

the farmer's wife, whose favorite is the

merino, as sheep do not require ei-

ther milk-pail, churn, or cheese-press,

looked to Washington for relief. The

farmers ascribed the decline to foreign

wool, and Congress, yielding to their

importunities, raised the duty. Then

the manufacturer took the field and

urged a rise on cloth, arguing that he

would be ruined by a rise in wool with-

out a corresponding rise on cloth ;
and

thus by a combination of the two inter-

ests, after war had ended, duties of 70

per cent or more were imposed on

wool and woollens.

Let us trace the results. First, the

trade in foreign wool has been reduced

75 per cent. The import of wool fell

from 87,000,000 to 24,000,000 of pounds
in 1868 and 1869, and navigation was

checked and injured. But this was

not the only loss to the country. On
the great plains of Buenos Ayres, Aus-

tralia, and Africa the sheep require no

shelter, but live through the year in

verdant pastures, and the shepherds
can afford to sell their fine Mestiza wool

at 12 cents a pound, while our Western

farmers, who buy their lands for $ 1.25

an acre, or receive them as gifts from

the government, insist that it costs them

60 cents per pound to produce their

merino wool, which can be raised for

20 cents or less on the ranches of Cali-

fornia. Before the new duty was im-

posed, we sent out flour, lard, furniture,

fish, domestics, oil, and other products
to buy our wool, and stocked our ves-

sels with bread and beef for the sailors,

but under the duty we lost the exports
as well as imports. We lost, also, the

shipping, while the wool which we had

previously brought home, and which

we required to mix with our own, went

at still lower prices to England and

France, where land is' dear but foreign
wool is free, and came out in cheap
cloth to the British Provinces or New
York.

Nor was this the end. The smug-
gler along our whole frontier contracts

for 25 per cent to evade the duty. The

foreign cloth comes in sometimes in the

bale, sometimes in the shape of cloth-

ing, and visitors to the Provinces find

it politic to renew there the wardrobe
of their families. The mills pay no divi-

dends. Many have been changed, first

from cotton to wool, and then from wool

to cotton. The Reports pf the De-

partment of Agriculture for March and

April, 1869, announce that during the

previous year "there has been a dimi-

nution in our flocks of 20 per cent "

(7,000,000 of sheep), and this decline

has been chiefly in the Northern States,

having cold winters, and in fine wool

sheep, which have been sold for the val-

ue of their pelts and tallow. "
Wool,"

says the Report,
" has been low, and the

inevitable result has followed of rough
treatment, neglect, poor food, short

commons, weakness, and disease."

The experiment, like the two-dollar

tax on alcohol, has been a failure,

injurious to all parties but the illicit

trader. The reduction of this two-dol-

lar tax to half a dollar has added nearly

40,000,000 to our surplus revenue.

To relieve the woollen manufacture

and the country, shall we not be obliged
to resort to a similar remedy in the case

of wool ? Agriculture on this great con-

tinent, where land is freely given to the

settler, requires no protection, what-

ever may be the case with manufac-

tures. It wants no governmental for-

cing-house. In the Report on Agricul-
ture which we have cited, we find conclu-

sive proof of this, in an account of the

results of a cheese factory in Lewis

County, New York. Here the cheese

averages seventeen cents a pound, and

after payment of the expenses and of

$ 300 to the committee, each cow returns

to the farmer $65 a year. Ten merino

sheep consume as much food and re-

quire as much care as a cow, and to be

equally profitable should yield annually
seven dollars per head, but for 1868 they
have not yielded in wool or lambs one

half that amount. Cheese is wanted,
both at home and abroad, and our

Northern farmers, if they desire fine

wool, can buy it with their cheese abroad
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for one third the sum it costs them at

home. The sheep we have parted with

are no loss to the country. We must

look to New Mexico, Texas, California,

Montana, and to the pastures of Africa,

South America, and Australia for our

fine wool, while we raise sheep for

mutton north of the Ohio.

France, for the first quarter of this

century, imposed duties on wool, but

afterwards raised the price of her own
wool and revived her manufactures by
the abandonment of the duties.

France, England, and Belgium, with

land worth from $ 300 to $ 500 per acre,

impose no duties on wool. May we not

be guided by their experience ?

CARPETS.

How is it with carpets ?

Carpets, protected by a high tariff,

while the coarse wool they require

escapes the heavy duty, return large

profits. The Brussels carpet, for which

twelve years since the writer paid

$ i.37g a yard, now sells for twice that

sum. The manufacturer is contented,
but the success of the carpet, which is

too heavy for the smuggler, shows the

importance of low duties on raw ma-

terial, and at this moment Buenos

Ayres gives a significant hint to our

farmers. The sheep-owners there, feel-

ing the pressure of the American tariff,

have decided to reduce their flocks.

They find it does not pay to give the

pelt for boiling down the sheep for tal-

low, and, learning that the Americans

are shipping cheese from New York and
wheat from California, they are led by
the weight of our tariff to rival us in

these profitable branches of industry,
and our government has been notified

of a great fair, at which they wish us to

exhibit our ploughs and reapers, and
all our implements for the dairy. They
wish to beat us with our own weap-
ons.

Are we prepared to resign the grana-

ry and the dairy for a precarious hold on

the sheep-walk ?

In Great Britain ships and steamers

bound on foreign voyages are wisely

permitted to take their coal and stores

out of bond. Let us give our vessels

the same advantage in their competi-
tion on the open sea.

Again, if we desire to have ships and

seamen, we must reduce the cost of

vessels, shelter, and food, by reducing
the duties on wood, potatoes, and her-

rings. Wood enters into the construc-

tion of both ships and houses, and the

duties on lumber enhance the cost of

both. The mariner must have a home
for his family, as well as a vessel. The

adjacent Provinces, with a moist cli-

mate, are better suited than our own

country for forests and the culture of

oats and potatoes ;
but under the duty

on oats and the preposterous duty of

twenty-five cents in gold, or 120 per

cent, on potatoes, the oats are sent to

England to compete with ours, and the

silvery potato is used to fatten pork,
as a substitute for our pork ;

and we

pay a dollar a bushel for an inferior

vegetable from the sterile soil of New
England.
Around the shores of the Gulf of St.

Lawrence the sea swarms with herring
in such abundance that their spawn is

often rolled up by the waves in win-

rows
;
but few of these fish are taken,

on account of our duties.

On the western coast, both on Puget
Sound and along the shores of Alaska,
the sea is alive with herring, candle-fish,

and large halibut ; the rivers abound

also in salmon. These fish are sold for

less than a cent per pound at Victoria ;

but duties and the high cost of vessels

deter the people of that region from be-

coming fishermen.

While it may not be wise to discour-

age the people of the Provinces, now
on the verge of independence, from

joining their destinies with ours, is it

not our policy to sustain the lines con-

necting us by reducing those duties

which are nearly prohibitory ? Shall

we erect a Chinese wall between our-

selves and them, and resign our trade

with them to the smuggler ? Already
we have steam packets running to Nova

Scotia, New Brunswick, and Prince

Edward's Isle. Next year we shall

connect the Grand Trunk with Boston,
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and open the European and North

American line to St. John and Halifax,

and possibly to Sydney, whence we can

reach the Cove of Cork in six days
from Boston. Shall we confine this

line to mails and passengers ?

SUBSIDIES TO STEAMERS.

If no other nation gave subsidies to

steamers, it might be wise for us to

withhold them ; but have we not seen

the Cunard line, under a subsidy of

$ 800,000 a year, grow from five thou-

sand to sixty thousand tons, and launch

magnificent steamers like the Scotia

and Persia, and furnish some of them

as frigates during the Trent affair, and

prepare to use them against us ? Have
we not seen England build up her Pen-

insular and Oriental line, until it has

put afloat a hundred sail of vessels,

and extended its lines to China, Japan,
and Australia; and have we not seen

her increase her subsidy to two and a

half millions, when France entered the

field and reduced profits ? Have we
not seen England establish other sub-

sidized lines to Canada, New Granada,
St. Thomas, Mexico, Brazil, Peru, and

Chili, and thus put afloat half a million

tons of steam frigates, ready to pounce

upon the commerce of any nation with

which she may be at war ?

Have we not seen France follow this

example, and pay to her ships $ 10,000

a trip between the ports of France

and New York ? And in view of all

this, are we to content ourselves with

a monthly line to China and Brazil,

and none to Europe, while England
and France have twenty lines to Ameri-

ca ?

Our government has found it wise

to grant subsidies to coaches for the

carriage of the mail and who can run

against them ? But how can we, with

all the burdens on our navigation,
run successfully against the subsidized

steamers of France and England ?

In the late race on the Thames our

boat was over-weighted, our oarsmen
were weakened and deterred by some
absurd theory from taking the advan-

tages that were taken by their adversa-

ries. In the great race upon the ocean

we shall lose a race more important,
unless we put our men who can win it

on an equal footing with their oppo-
nents.

If Collins undertook too much, and
sacrificed frugality to display, does it

follow that others may not begin where
Scotland has left off, and excel the pro-

totype ? Screw steamers of iron have
been built on the Clyde, admirably
adapted for the Pacific, to run under
steam or sail, and thus avail them-
selves of the trade-winds, steamers

able to convey in twenty days 2,000
tons of goods 5,000 miles, with 400
tons of coal; and rich veins of coal

have been opened at Sangalien, at the

northern end of Japan. With such

steamers and such coal-beds, we might
at once triple our trade with China and

Japan, if we were willing to remit un-

necessary duties, and give necessary

subsidies, to be returned eventually by
postages.
At present we have but 1,199,000

tons propelled by steam, as shown by
the following official tables :

American Steam Tonnage.

On Atlantic and Gulf Coast 653,730 Tons.
"

Pacific Coast 49,895
"

" Lakes 144,117
" Western Rivers 351,671

"

i,i994i3
"

Less than half of this is adapted to sea

navigation. We require tri - weekly
lines from Boston and New York to

England, the Continent, and the Med-

iterranean, and new lines from San

Francisco to Japan, China, and Aus-

tralia.

THE FISHERIES.

But if we have ships and steamers,

we must have mariners. Down to a

recent period the masters, mates, and

mariners of the United States have ex-

celled those of other nations. Where
did they gain their superiority? It

was in the schools of the North, and in

the colleges and universities for mari-

ners, which were founded by our . fa-

thers. Those colleges and those uni-

versities are the great fisheries, which
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our ancestors classed among
" the great

and inalienable rights of the United

States," for which they fought and suf-

fered, and not in vain, the fisheries

for whales, cod, and mackerel. In

these were reared the men who fought
the sea-fights of the Revolution, who
ferried Washington on that stormy

night across the Delaware, who manned
the Constitution and the Essex, who
blockaded the Southern coast. We
should cherish these fisheries and all

school-ships and other nurseries for

seamen. Have we done so ?

We give bounties to agricultural col-

leges ;
we have, doubtless, converted

some cabin-boys, who would have made
mates and masters, into farmers ; but

what have we done for our seamen ?

We have taken away their bounties,
which Congress accorded, nearly a

century since, to develop seamanship,
and place our people on a footing with

those of France and England. While
we repeal bounties and merely remit

the duty on salt, England liberates

everything to her fishermen. Canada

grants $ 4 per ton bounty to hers, and
France $ 2 per quintal for every pound
of codfish she exports to the United

States ; while our hardy fishermen are

overweighted with duties, and find no

weight in the currency. But we can

do something for them by the remis-

sion of worse than useless duties, and it

is time this remedy was administered.

Our shipping in the fisheries has

dwindled from 332,000 tons in 1860 to

135,000 tons in 1867. The decline is

principally in the whale and cod fishery,

and with this decline has come a dimi-

nution in the number and quality of

our mates and mariners, while England
is improving her ships and her navi-

gators.
Is it not a fact, that little has been

done for seamen with the hospital mon-

ey we have for the last eighty years
deducted from their wages, and that we
have left it to the benevolence of pri-

vate citizens, like Robert B. Forbes and

George M. Barnard, to provide them
with houses of refuge and school-ships ?

The decay of our shipping cannot

be ascribed to the exhaustion of our
timber. It is still abundant in the

Provinces, in Virginia, Puget Sound,
Alaska, and our Northern States, and
would be easily accessible under im-

proved legislation. We have, too, iron

of superior quality.
l

It is well under-

stood that such is the strength and te-

nacity of our iron, that we could reduce

the weight of our iron ships 15 per cent

below the English standard, and pro-
duce stronger and more buoyant ves-

sels, which should be rated as high as

are those of England ; and Congress
should appoint a commission to fix a

standard for insurance.

Nor are we deficient in artistic skill.

If our shipwrights command high

wages, they bring to their work great

intelligence and energy, and use imple-
ments so much superior to those of

Europe, that they accomplish more for

a given amount of money than foreign
artisans.

We have inducements to build in

the petroleum, which adds 300,000 tons

to our exports, in our increasing crops
of cotton, and in the 600,000 tons

of grain which youthful California and

Oregon now offer us for shipment.

They tender us cargoes for voyages
that must occupy a year before the

ship can return to the Pacific, and in

which she may often earn half the cost

of construction.

We are opening a new trade with

China and Japan. These populous re-

gions call with a voice that echoes

across the continent for the cheap flour,

fruit, and quicksilver of California, for

the silver bars of Nevada, and the tim-

ber, fish, and furs of Alaska, and they

offer return cargoes of tea, sugar, and

spice. We require their low-priced la-

bor for our mines and cotton-fields, and

their skilled gardeners for the gardens
and vineyards of California. These

sons of Asia may not become perma-
nent residents, nor can they be nat-

uralized under our laws, but they will

add to our stores of the precious met-

als by their patient industry. They

employ both sailing-vessels and pro-

pellers, and the country will secure a
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valuable accession in a supply of full-

grown and frugal laborers whom it has

cost nothing to educate or produce.
We shall have taken a most impor-

tant step towards the recovery of our

shipping, if we induce our legislators

to go back to the duties on metals,

manufactures, cigars, and spirits which

preceded the war. They may then

strike from the statute-book half our

taxes and revive our drooping naviga-

tion by removing the incubus under
which it is wasting.

England encourages navigation, and

protects her ships by exempting them
from all taxes local or general ; why
may not we do the same, and thus

revive navigation as well as lighten

freights ? If we did so, we should still

have our tonnage duty, and not exempt
one per cent of our whole property from
other taxes.

E. H. Derby.

THE TOUR OF EUROPE FOR $ 181 IN CURRENCY.

IT
is an odd sort of fortune to have

lived an out-of-the-way or adven-

turous life. There is always a temp-
tation to tell of it, and not always a

reasonable surety that others share the

interest in it of the conteur himself.

It would, indeed, be a nice problem in

the descriptive geometry of narrative

to determine the exact point where the

lines of the two interests meet, that

of the narrator and that of the people
who have to endure the narration. I

cannot say that I ever hope to solve

this problem ;
and in the present in-

stance, especially, I would respectfully
submit its solution to the acuter intel-

lects of others. Those persons, for ex-

ample, who were good-natured enough
to read in the last July number of this

magazine the account of my juvenile

experiences as a negro minstrel can

decide for themselves whether it is

worth their while to accompany the

same adventurous youth across the

ocean, with such scant provision for

the voyage and for a two years' sa-

journ in the Old World as they will

see stated in the title of this paper.
There is certainly some merit in tell-

ing the truth, for it is hard work when
one is his own hero, and not what
is sometimes termed a moral hero at

that. I can claim this merit from the

start, with a meekness almost bordering

on honesty ;
since it happens that I am

forced into veracity by the fact that

there are scores of people yet in the

prime of life who are cognizant of the

main events of this narrative.

I cannot tell when the idea of go-

ing abroad first came into my mind,

but, in a little journal kept in my thir-

teenth year while travelling with the

minstrels, I find the fact that I was go-

ing to Europe alluded to as a matter

of which there was not the shadow of

a doubt. There is a jolly sort of beg-

gar in San Francisco who says hope
is worth twenty-five dollars a month.

It must be that I shared with him his

principal income during the four years
of college life which almost immedi-

ately succeeded my wanderings as a

minstrel, and which launched me again
on the world at twenty. What else

besides the hope of Continental travel

sustained me during those four years I

cannot now say. My pecuniary re-

sources for that whole period were so

small that they have tapered entirely

out of my remembrance. Leaving col-

lege, I had served, I recollect, but a

few months in the post-office of Toledo,

Ohio, when I took a deliberate account

of my savings one morning, and was

gratified. I found in my possession too

large a sum to permit of deferring the

realization of my long-cherished dream
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another day. Counting my money over

and over, I could make no less of it

than one hundred and eighty-one dollars,

in new United States treasury notes
;

and I resigned
" mine office," not with

the heart-broken feeling of Richelieu, in

the play, but still, like him, with the lin-

gering cares of Europe on my mind.

Not the smallest fraction of this vast

sum, I had resolved, should be squan-
dered on the ephemeral railroads of

our younger civilization. My treasury
notes were to be dedicated, green, vo-

tive offerings, on the older shrines of

our race. But the city of Toledo is sit-

uated about seven hundred miles from

the sea, and it now became an interest-

ing question how this distance was to

be compassed for nothing. To a

good-natured friend of mine in one of

the railroad offices I explained, at con-

siderable length, and with no lack, I

flatter myself, of boyish eloquence,
the great advantage that would ac-

crue to me from a residence in Europe
which the liberality of the companies,
in the matter of furnishing passes,
would tend to prolong. I think he

became my convert, for he came to

me, several hours afterward, with a

long face, and gave me to understand

that the railroad officials were in the

habit of building no dreams of aesthetics

that were not founded on a ground-plan
of dollars and cents. At this I be-

came I do not know which to say

desperately vindictive or vindictively

desperate. Any way, the unfeeling
conduct of those corporations induced,
then and there, a state of mind which
led me into an adventure the least cal-

culated, probably, of any in this history
to establish my claims as a moral hero.

The next morning I brought my trunk

down to the depot and had it checked

through to New York. The rules seem
not to have been so strictly observed
then as they are now. The baggage-
master in this instance, at least, taking
for granted that I had already secured

my ticket, did not ask me to show it ;

and I was at liberty to stroll about the

station all day, listlessly. Just before

dusk a cattle-train arrived from the

West and brought with it a lucky
thought. I scanned the faces of the

drovers till I found one that looked be-

nevolent, and the owner of it I engaged
in conversation. He was going on
East with his cattle the next morning,
and I made a plain statement of my
case to him. When I had done, he

patted me on the back in such a cor-

dial and stalwart manner, that as

soon as I could get my breath I took
it all as a good augury. And so it was.

I wish I could reproduce more of the

dialogue which took place between this

honest Westerner and myself, at that

first interview. Some of it, at least, I

never shall forget, it impressed me as

so extraordinary at the time. I can,

however, convey no idea of the contrast

between his mild, kindly face and his

harsh bovine voice. It may help you
to a kind of silhouette view of the sit-

uation, if you will take the pains to im-

agine the frequent excursions of my
puzzled attention from his face to his

voice, during the scene which immedi-

ately followed. He had given me to

understand that he had eight car-loads

of live stock, and that he was entitled

to a drover's pass for every four car-

loads. Then he suddenly paused, thrust

both hands into the pockets of his long-
skirted coat, and, feeling about in those

spacious alcoves for a silent moment
as if in search of something, he asked,
in an abrupt bass which seemed to

issue from the depths of the coat-tails

themselves :

" How air you on cattle ?
"

That was before the days of Mr.

Bergh and his excellent society ; but,

having consulted the speaker's be-

nevolent face and not his voice, as

the last authority on the meaning of

his question, I answered that I was

very kind to cattle as a general thing.

That, he assured me, was not exactly

what he meant ;
he wanted to know

whether I had ever done any
" drov-

ing." On my intimating that, al-

though I had not had much experi-

ence, I was perfectly willing to be of

service, "Never mind, never mind," he

said
;

" but can you play cards ?
"
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" No," was my ingenuous reply.
" Now that 's bad," and he scratched

his head vigorously.
" Can you smoke,

then ?
"

" A little," faltered I.

My new-made friend seemed much

pleased by this response, and contin-

ued :

" All right ; you jist git a lot of

clay pipes and some tobaccy, and I '11

git you a pass !

"

As I was turning in utter bewilder-

ment to have his strange prescription

filled,
"

I say, look a here," he said ;

" take off all that nice harness, or you
can't pass for no cattle - man ! I '11

lend you some old clothes and a pair

of big boots. These stock conductors

is right peert, they air. You '11 have to

smoke a heap, and lay around careless

in the caboose or they '11 find you out."

The next morning I took my seat

in what he called the "
caboose," a

sort of passenger-car at the end of the

train. When we had been under way
about an hour, the burden of my own

conscience, or of my friend's boots, or

the contemplation of my unsightly dis-

guise, or the amount of tobacco I had

smoked, made me deathly sick, which,
on the whole, was rather a fortunate

circumstance. It explained to the con-

ductor why I did not get out at the

way-stations to tend my cattle, and it

also enabled me to hide my face from

the conductor, to whom I happened to

be known. I found, as most boys do,

that I could smoke better the farther I

got from home. What with stopping
to let our cattle rest and other delays,
it took us nearly a week to reach

New York
; but before three days had

passed I could perform the aston-

ishing feat of putting my friend's boots

out of the car window, and of smoking
serenely the while, without touching

my pipe with my hands. All the hotels

at which we stopped along the route

seemed, like the Cremeries of Paris, to

exult in the importance of a speciality;
and that was that they were support-
ed almost entirely by drovers, and as-

sumed, without a single exception that

I can call to mind, the device and title

of "The Bull's Head." There was a

smack of old times in the homely com-
forts as well as in the moderate charges
of these quiet taverns. My expenses
on the whole journey from Toledo to

the sea were, if I recollect aright, a
little over three dollars.

At New York I found that I should
be obliged to pay 130 for exchange
on my money. This I did, after buy-
ing a through third-class ticket to Lon-
don for thirty-three dollars in currency.

My memories of a steerage passage
across the Atlantic are rather vivid

than agreeable. Among all my fellow-

passengers in that unsavory precinct I

found only one philosopher. He was
a British officer who took a third-class

ticket that he might spend the differ-

ence between that and a cabin fare for

English porter, which he imbibed from

morning to night. He announced as

his firm belief, after much observation

upon the high cheekbones of our coun-

trymen, that the Americans in a few

years would degenerate to Indians,
the natural human types of this conti-

nent.

It was during the World's Fair that

I arrived in London. My whole life

there might be written down under the

general title of " The Adventures of a

Straw Hat," for the one which I wore

was the signal for all the sharpers of that

great city to practise their arts upon me.

They took me for some country youth
come up to see the Exhibition, and the

number of skittle alleys and thief dens

into which they enticed me was, to say
the least, remarkable. Through the

friendly advice of a police detective, I

was finally prevailed upon to purchase
a new English hat, and with this, as a

sort of aegis, I passed out of the British

dominions, without being robbed,

and, indeed, without much of which to

be robbed.

At Paris I witnessed the magnificent

fetes of the Emperor, and took the third-

class cars for Strasburgand Heidelberg.
At this latter city, with a sum equal to

nearly eighty dollars in gold, I pro-

posed, for an indefinite series of years,
to become a student of the far-famed
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Karl-Rupert University. I was not hap-

py in Heidelberg, therefore, till I had

experienced the mystery of academic

matriculation. All I can recall of that

long ceremony now is, that I had

the honor of shaking hands sancte

dataque dextra pollicitus est is the

language in which my diploma speaks
of me, commemorating, I believe, that

impressive moment over my pass-

port with a large-mustached German
official ;

and that I furthermore had
the privilege of paying a fee of eleven

guldens and twenty -six kreutzers,

a little over four and a half dollars.

After much search and many un-

intelligible appeals in bad German,

through wellnigh every dingy street of

Heidelberg, I finally secured a room for

two guldens eighty cents a month :

and such a room ! It was on the story
next to the clouds. It seemed to be

cut into the high gable of the gray old

German house by some freak or af-

terthought of the architect. It was
reached by interminable staircases and

through a long hall, or passage-way,
whose unplastered walls were hung with

the rubbish of many generations. It

was just large enough to permit of my
turning round, after furnishing nooks
and corners for a bed, bookcase, wash-

stand, and small, semicircular table ;

but all was neat and clean, for my room
was subject, like the rest of the Ger-

man world, to the regular Saturday's
inundation of soap and water. Direct-

ly opposite, on the other side of the

narrow street, but far, far below, was
the shop of a sausage-maker. If I had
been an enthusiast in mechanics, I

should have found much consolation in

this fact, as well as a great deal " to

lead hope on "
; because a sausage-

maker's apprentice is really, if not per-

petual motion itself, a strong inductive

argument in favor of its future discov-

ery. The one to whom I have alluded

kept up a continual hacking, day and

night, week-day and Sunday. The
sound of his meat-axe met my ears

the first thing in the morning and the

last thing at night ;
it was, in fact, my

matin and my angelus bell.

But,^6y a principle of compensation,
which is one of the kindliest things in

nature, this little nook had advantages
of which prouder apartments could not
boast. I never had, before or since, a
room in which I could apply myself to

study so assiduously or with so great
a zest. It seemed to be haunted with

the great spirits of those who have
trimmed their lamps in garrets and left

the world better for their toils. This

may have been a boyish hallucination,
but I shall always believe that the most

glorious view of the famous Heidelberg
castle, the Molkenkur, and the lofty

peak of the Kaiserstuhl, is to be had
from the one narrow window of my
aerial niche in the dark German gable.
The old castle frowned down upon me
from the brow of the mountain just
above my head ;

and often of an even-

ing have I leaned upon my little win-

dow-sill, and gazed up at its ruined

battlements and ivy -mantled towers.

As they grew dimmer and grayer in the

waning light, the rents and seams of

centuries disappeared, and the palace
of the old Electors used to stand be-

fore me in its ancient pride.
It may not be generally known that

the day-laborer of America has better

food and more of it than many a wealthy

burgher of Central Europe. Only the

very few, in Germany, can indulge in

beefsteaks for breakfast. I soon learned

to conform myself to the cup of coffee

and piece of dry bread of the German's

morning repast. But as I became bet-

ter acquainted, and gradually more im-

pecunious, I left the cafe where I had

before partaken of these luxuries, and

betook myself to a baker's shop, where

a breakfast of the same kind was fur-

nished me, in company with market-

women and others, for four kreutzers,

about three cents. If I could some-

times have wished for a more liberal

allowance of sugar in my coffee, in this

humble refectory, I never could com-

plain of a lack of sweetness in the

morning gossip of the baker's red-

cheeked daughter. But the search for

the very cheapest place to get my din-

ner was not the work of one day, or



The Tour of Europe [July,

unattended with some difficulty and

much skirmishing. I bethought my-
self of my sausage-making friend across

the way. Indeed, it was a long while

before I became so used to the staccato

music of his meat-axe as to keep from

thinking of him most of the time. En-

gaged as he was in the active produc-

tion of food, he must certainly, I argued,

know something of cheap dinners. I

therefore made a descent on the meat-

shop one day. No notice whatever was

taken of my knock ; so, pushing the

door open, I stood before a dwarfed,

long
-
aproned, pale-faced boy, who

turned his hungry eyes upon me, but

did not cease his hacking. I launched

forth in the kind I may say, the pe-

culiar kind of colloquial German I

had learned in my three weeks' sojourn
in his country. After I had talked

some time, the boy, giving no rest to

his meat-axe, but every once in a while

looking furtively over his shoulder,

asked,
" Do you want any IVitrst?"

"
Sausage ? No, no." And I began

again, in my original German, and ex-

plained at greater length that I was
in search of a place to get a cheap
dinner. The boy laid down his meat-

axe, eyed me a few seconds in awful

silence, then glanced apprehensively
over his shoulder, took up his meat-

axe again, and went to work more

lustily than ever. There was this much
about it : either the boy was deaf, or

we stood somewhat in the relation of

the two English girls in Hood's story,

he could speak German and did not

understand it, and I could understand

German and not speak it. Still, rather

pleased than otherwise at such a chance

to air my newly acquired speech, and on
the whole not a little gratified with my
quick mastery of the language, I began
in a higher key, and, approaching near-

er and nearer, demanded in the sau-

sage-maker's ear whether he knew of

a place to get a cheap dinner. Down
went the meat-axe again, and, with eyes
and mouth wide open, the boy stood

speechless before me. Thus we were
both inanely staring at each other,
when the back door flew open, and a

burly lump of tumid humanity stumbled

through it with a curse, wanting to

know why the boy was not at work.

The poor apprentice caught up his

cleaver again, and I faced the man who
had just entered.

" Do you want any Wurst?" he
asked.

"
No, no." And I went over the

whole story once more, with such per-

spicuity as shipwrecked patience would

naturally inspire in a person thorough-

ly at sea in a language. In the thick

of my oration I detected a cloudy

gleam of intelligence spreading itself

over the red face of my hearer. My
eloquence had touched him at last. I

had not quite reached my peroration,
when
"Dock/" interrupted my fat friend,

as he pulled me briskly to the door.
" You see that shop, three houses far-

ther down the street ?
"

"Yes," said I.

"You are sure you see the right
one ?

"

"
Yes, yes."

"
Well, you go right down there.

There is a Frenchman down there.

His wife is from Italy. I think, may
be, he can understand the Russian

language : / can't !

"

It was at that moment, I think, I

learned to make the distinction between
the degrees of benefit one derives from

a book-knowledge of a language : it

may help you to understand others, but

it can hardly be said to help others to

understand you. While on this sub-

ject, I may be pardoned, I hope, for

telling of the more expeditious way I

adopted to acquire the other modern

tongues, which my subsequent poverty
rather than any extraordinary ambition

induced me to learn, in order to pre-

serve the disguise of which I shall tell

you presently. On going into an un-

familiar country for the first time, I

shut myself up in some cheap garret,
with a grammar, for a couple of weeks.

Then I sallied forth with a pocket-dic-

tionary, and captured some worthless

young fellow without friends or em-

ployment. To this luckless person I
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cleaved without mercy. I followed

him if I could not make him follow

me everywhere, and talked at him
and made him talk. I argued with him
over his three sous' worth of chocolate,

if we were in France, or over his boiled

beans and olive-oil, if we were in Italy.

I asked him questions about every-

thing, if we walked together in the

streets ; and, by the way, is it not truly

wonderful how much one has to say,

when he has a difficulty in saying it ?

You may have noticed that a man who

stutters, or has a hair-lip, is always

talking. He who learns a new lan-

guage is invariably troubled with the

same fruitful suggestiveness, and often,

too, with a more distressful execution.

If, therefore, the patience of my friend-

less tutor would sometimes flag, I

would attempt to make him understand

my glowing accounts of the compara-
tive wealth of such vagrants as he was
in my own prosperous, poor man's

country, advising him to immigrate.
This occasionally would have the effect

of restoring him to a feeble interest

in life. But if he would still persist

in his low spirits, and find himself

on the verge of asking me why I did

not myself go back to my Eldorado of

good-for-nothings, where he, no doubt,

heartily wished me, then, at that last

critical stage of his gloom, I would

soothe and cheer him with a penny
cigar. Generally speaking, this will

not fail thoroughly to overcome your
Old World vagabond. He will talk,

and even listen, after that. The only

difficulty is to know just when to ad-

minister to him the cigar : he must not

be pampered or spoiled by undue in-

dulgence and luxury. At first,, when I

commenced my experiments on these

unfortunate beings, and I could see

them wince under my laceration of their

helpless mother-tongue, I had slight

qualms of conscience. Learning to

quiet these at last, however, I fastened

myself on the most intelligent vagrant
at hand, with an almost faultless pre-

calculation of my man, and subjected
him to my tortures with a triumphant
sense of virtue in the act, far transcend-
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ing, I fancy, that experienced by your
enthusiastic savant, when substantiat-

ing some pet theory on a living crimi-

nal. Nothing, I am sure, ever before

impressed me so highly with the mod-
est merit that may lie concealed in

vagrancy. It would be positively sur-

prising to any one who has not en-

joyed the advantage of this desperate
method of mastering the colloquial

speech of a country, if I should tell how
soon I was enabled by it to drop my
humble tutor, and moving out of his

neighborhood to some other city in the

same State, to utilize and practise upon
more pretending persons, in a higher

grade of society.

But I must get back to Heidelberg,
where the sympathetic reader will not, I

trust, have imgained that I went all this

time without dinners, because the search

for one which should be the ultima

Thule of cheapness was embarrassing
and adventurous. I found a place, at

last, where a homely abundant midday
meal was furnished me in a private

family, for one gulden and twenty-six
kreutzers per week, a fraction over

eight cents a day. My supper I took

at a Gasthaus, in company with some

theological students, at the cost of about

four cents. Many of my countrymen,
who have spent large sums in endeav-

oring to live cheaply in the same city,

will of course believe nothing of this.

They have paid dearly for the privilege

of being Americans. They date their

experiences from hotels supplied with

waiters who speak our language, and

have dealt at shops on whose windows

they have seen blazoned in golden let-

ters,
" ENGLISH SPOKEN." They have,

in reality, paid the teacher who taught
these waiters and those shop-keepers to

murder our own vernacular.

By matriculating at the great Univer-

sity of Heidelderg, I became endowed

with all the time-honored privileges of

students. I could not be arrested or

taken through the streets, if I had been

guilty of an ordinary crime ; I could not

be confined in a common prison or go
to a common hospital, the university

having those institutions for its own
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particular benefit. And poverty seemed

there to have lost its curse. The very
fact of my being a student put me on a

social scale above that of the wealthy
merchant. This, however, may have

been only in the estimation of the col-

legians themselves. A fellow-student

thought some of going to America, and

propounded the following question :

"But when I arrive, I shall not have

any money, and I shall know nothing
of the language of the country ; what

shall I do ?
" " Go to work !

"
said I.

" What ? manual labor ! I am too ar-

istocratic !

" That young man, let me

add, was then living on an income of

one hundred and ten dollars a year.

The German student must have his

pipe, his beer, and a life of pleasure, at

whatever sacrifice. If he is rich, he

pays some attention to his personal ap-

pearance. You will see him adorned

with boots of immense length ; corps

caps and ribbons ; the number of his

duels scored on his red face in ungain-

ly sword-scars ; and followed by a ret-

inue of sinecurists, in the shape of

great ugly worthless dogs. His life is a

continued sacrifice to the merry gods.
He is rarely seen at lectures. Indeed,
there is one society or club at the uni-

versity, the first article of whose con-

stitution reads that, "No member

shall, at any time, or on any pretence

whatever, after matriculation, be seen

in the university building." On the

other hand, if the student is poor, he

pays very slight attention to what he

wears. He does not the less, however,
devote a great portion of his time to

beer, tobacco, and the pursuit of pleas-

ure. You will see him at the most fre-

quented beer-houses every night. If

you go to the opera, you will observe

him also stalking thither, shiveringly,

through the wind, his tight pantaloons

striking his crane-like legs about mid-

ships between his feet and knees, and
his shoulders shrugged up in the vain

attempt 4o get more warmth out of an

extremely short coat. He looks more
like the impersonation of Famine, strid-

ing about among men, than the good,
honest-hearted fellow that he is. For

with all his faults, as our more Puritan-

ical education may lead us to call them,
the German student is an honest, gen-

erous, noble-hearted fellow. He sees

beyond the smoke of his own pipe, and"

has deeper thoughts than those inspired

by beer. His heart swells beyond the

bounds of his petty state. His sympa-
thies are as broad as the old German

Empire. It is too true, perhaps, that

when, in maturer manhood, he becomes

angestellt in some life-office in the gift of

his little prince, his liberalism slumbers

or dies out; but that does not affect

the sincerity of his youthful sentiment.

I am sure that I never spoke with one

of them, on the subject, who had not

some dream of a great united Germany.
There was no more interested watcher

of our late civil strife than the German
student. He felt that the battle then

waging for the right of self-government
had a connection with his hopes for the

future of his own severed land. Ger-

many's wrongs and the sigh for univer-

sal liberty are the burden of his many
songs. No higher and no more appro-

priate eulogy on the German student

can be pronounced than to say that, in

his university days at least, he is true

to the spirit of one of his most beauti-

ful and most popular melodies, "To
the bold deed, the free word, the gen-
erous action, woman's love, and the

fatherland."

By the laws of German universities,

a matriculated student is not obliged to

pay for more than the lectures of one

professor during a semester, that is,

six months. I managed, therefore, to

pay for the cheapest and attended as

many more as I liked ; so about ten

dollars a year were my collegiate ex-

penses. To confess the truth, my cal-

endar and that of the university did

not always agree. I often took vaca-

tions in session time, in the shape of

long excursions on foot, and sometimes

disappeared from Heidelberg for weeks

together. My Haiisfrau she that re-

ceived the princely income of eighty
cents a month for my room at first

showed symptoms of anxiety about me ;

but she soon learned to be surprised at
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no wild freak of her aerial lodger. By
these tours on foot, the only philo-

sophical way of travelling, and by the

occasional aid of the cheap third-class

cars of that country, I visited all parts
of Germany, and learned more of the

language, character, and habits of its

odd, warm-souled people than I ever

could have learned at the great hotels

and in the first-class railway carriages.

During the long vacations, and es-

pecially after leaving Heidelberg alto-

gether, I extended .my explorations
into remoter parts, into the Tyrol,

Switzerland, Italy, and France. I trav-

elled in a way in which probably no
American has ever travelled before

or since, namely, disguised as a Hand-

werksbursche, a wandering trades-

man. Any one who has been in Eu-

rope will not ask why a stranger in that

land should need to pass himself off as

a poor native, if he wants to save mon-

ey. On the Continent, as a general

rule, a man in broadcloth, not person-

ally known to the shop or hotel keeper,

pays two prices ; whereas a person

speaking English, even if clad in fus-

tian, pays three prices ;
and I should

like to see him help himself. The

English language has come to be mis-

taken for a gold-mine all through Eu-

rope. These wandering tradesmen,
these Handwerksburschen, let me say,

for they are unknown to nations un-

der free, constitutional governments,
are a sort of fossil remains of feudalism.

They are young fellows, half journey-

men, half apprentices, who are obliged
to wander for two or three years from

city to city, working at their trades.

They finally return to their homes,

weary and poor ; having learned little

but the rough side of the world, to

make what is called their "master-

piece." If this pass muster, they are

entitled to style themselves masters of

their trades. They grow out of that

old illiberal principle which compels
the son to follow in the footsteps of his

father and his grandfather. Yet, for

all the narrow-minded enactments and

regulations to crush their spirit and

make them miserable, they always walk

on the sunny side of nature. They are
a jovial set of vagabonds, who have

rarely the chance to be dishonest, if

they had the inclination. Disguised in

the blouse of their class, something
like our Western "

warmus," except that

it is of thin blue stuff, I have spent
many a .happy hour, toiling along the
same road with them, listening to their

stories and merry songs. If I meet one
of them on the highway, he stops, of-

fers me his hand, and exchanges a kind-

ly word. He takes out his pipe, asks
me to fill mine from his tobacco-pouch,
and tells me all he knows of the road

passed over. He never lodges in a

city, unless he has work there. The
village inn is his castle; here he ob-

tains his bed at night and his breakfast

in the morning for seven kreutzers,
not quite five cents ; and trudges on,

smoking and singing, through all Eu-

rope. This is the Handwerksbursche,
poor, but merry ; the knight-errant of

the bundle and staff; the troubadour
and minnesinger of the nineteenth cen-

tury.

In Switzerland, for instance, where
almost every one travels as a pedestri-

an, and where hundreds of our country-
men every year blister their inexperi-
enced feet at the rates of from ten to

thirty francs a day, I have journeyed

sumptuously thanks to my disguise
for thirty sous. When addressed in

French, if my broken speech was no-

ticed, it was supposed that I was from

one of the German cantons
; and, in the

same manner, if my bad German was

detected, I was set down as from one

of the French cantons. This gratuitous
naturalization on one day and expa-
triation on the next had no bad effect

whatever on my health, whereas it

had the best possible result on my
purse. My blouse was a protection,

not only to the respectable suit of

clothes which I wore under it, but

against all the impositions practised

upon travellers. When I arrived at a

large city or watering-place, I generally
hired a little room for a week, found

a cheap place to get my meals, and, af-

ter settling prices for everything in ad-
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vance, divested myself of my disguise,

and " did
" the galleries and prome-

nades, to the accompaniment of kid

gloves and immaculate linen.

But the glory of pedestrianism is not

in cities ; it is in the broad highway, on

the banks of mighty rivers, or in the

narrow footpath winding over moun-

tains. There is such pleasure and

pride in the consciousness that one can

go where and when one will, without

waiting on coaches or trains. Thirty,

forty, or fifty good miles left behind in

one day, by the means of locomotion

nature has given to every one, are not

only a consolation to sleep upon at a

village inn, but make the sleep sounder

and sweeter. I defy any man not to

be proud of his strength, when he finds

as almost every one will, after a lit-

tle practice that he can make thirty

miles on foot, day after day, with per-
fect ease. It is, however, just to state

that village inns are not always para-
dises. The hostess sometimes has

more lodgers in her beds than she

receives money for; but a practised

eye generally detects such places at a

glance, and rarely exposes the body to

their perils. Every village has at least

one respectable inn. Before my per-
sonal history had taught me this wis-

dom by excruciating example, I had

good reason to believe that the tortures

of the Vehmgericht, the old secret tri-

bunal of Germany, were not the things
of the past which the world thought
them. I had frequent occasion, too,

for what might be called an equanimity
of stomach. I arrived one evening, for

instance, at a small desolate village in

the remote eastern part of Bavaria,
near the Austrian border. I was weary
and hungry, but before mine host of

the inn would have anything to do with

me, he sent me on a wild chase through
innumerable narrow, crooked alleys, in

search of the burgomaster to deliver

my passport into his hands and obtain

his gracious permission to remain over

night in the place. The entrance to

the mansion of that dignitary was

through a cattle-yard. He had proba-

bly never before in his life heard of the

language of my passport, but that did

not prevent his looking at it with an
official air of infinite wisdom. I re-

turned to the inn at last, fortified with

the requisite credentials. The hostess
now appeared, and asked me what I

would eat, addressing me familiarly in

the second person singular. Her long,
lank frame was attired in the abomina-
ble costume of the Bavarian peasantry.
I could compare her to nothing but a

giant specimen of the Hungarian heron,
which I need hardly say is not a pret-

ty bird. The same room served as

parlor and kitchen. I sat patiently
and watched her kindling the fire in

the great earthen stove, indulging my
mind, as hungry people are wont to

do, with rich visions of imaginary ban-

quets. What was my horror to see

her take the eggs, which I had ordered,
break them one by one into her greasy,
leathern apron, and commence beating
them vigorously with a pewter spoon !

As soon as I recovered my presence of

mind, I considered the folly of remon-

strating with her, and, with a great ef-

fort, I mildly remarked that she had
misunderstood me

;
I wanted my eggs

boiled. By this stratagem, I preserved

my disguise and achieved a cleanly
meal in defiance of the leathern apron.

In the mean time, the condition of

my finances was becoming hourly more

desperate. I had written to innumera-

ble American newspapers, offering to

produce a letter a day for five dollars a

week, and making all sorts of struggling
tenders of brain-work, from which, as

a general rule, I heard nothing at all.

At last Christmas came, and found me
back at Heidelberg, utterly penniless ;

over five thousand miles from home, in

a country where for a stranger to ob-

tain work was simply hopeless ; since

the boys in that densely populated land

have to pay for the privilege of learn

ing to carry bundles, a pursuit which
is there for three years a necessary in-

troduction to becoming a salesman of

the smallest wares. To obtain a situa-

tion as beggar was still more hopeless,
the competition of native dwarfs and

cripples being altogether too powerful
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for an able-bodied alien. So here was

the end of my one hundred and eighty-

one dollars in currency. I had made
what is called the tour of Europe ; and

I now had the prospect of immediate

starvation for my pains. And yet that

Christmas day was, by all odds, the

happiest day of my life. For, just at

fifteen minutes past eleven o'clock,

A. M., the postman knocked at the door

and handed me very unexpectedly a

letter, containing about twenty-five dol-

lars in our money. It came from an

American paper, to which I had writ-

ten, at least, twenty letters for publi-

cation, and twenty-five letters asking
for money ;

so it was undoubtedly the

twenty-five dunning letters' that were

paid for. And I shall never be so rich

or happy again.

So much has been written about the

holidays in Germany, that I cannot be

expected to say anything new on the

subject. It may, however, have been

forgotten by some that the Weinachten

of the fatherland commence on what

we .call "Christmas eve." This is the

great night for children. It is their

feast. It is the time they have been

looking forward to with such wild, glad,

gorgeous anticipation. It is the night
of the Christmas-tree ; and, in all Ger-

many there is no child so poor as not

to get something from its green boughs.
Besides this night, Christmas has two

whole days, to which respectively there

seems to be a logical apportionment of

two very important kinds of enjoyment.
The first day is assigned to boundless

eating, and the second mildly speak-

ing to getting drunk
;
and it is due

to the zeal of the Southern Germans,
at least, to say that they observe this

order of ceremonies with scrupulous
exactness. Now, it may be sentimen-

tal, or something worse, but I confess

I like to dwell upon the time when

twenty-five dollars made me perfectly

happy. Memory, you may have ob-

served, has a way of painting frescos

with the clouds of distant skies that

are even prettier than the lay-figures

and life -forms which served for the

real models. It was, for instance, a

quiet little scene of domestic joy, that

Christmas of my student life in Ger-

many; yet, somehow, it has grouped
itself In my remembrance like the mas-

terpiece of Cornelius, the largest fresco

of them all. Frau Hirtel was the do-

mestic little body of whom I rented

my airy apartment. Fraiilein Anna
was her rosy daughter, and this little

sunbeam in the house was the only
child of the family that I had ever seen

;

though many and many a time, the

name of Karl, the only son and brother,
was upon their lips. Karl was a Hand-

werksbursche, one of those house-

less tradesmen, before dwelt upon ; and
on this Christmas Karl was expected
home from his long, long wanderings.
The illuminated tree on the night be-

fore had been laden with many a gift

of affectionate remembrance for the

absent Karl. As we sat down to the

Christmas dinner, there was a vacant

place at the table, and in the hearts

of the disappointed mother and sister.

They could not touch a morsel.
" Are you sure he will come, mam-

ma ?
" asked the little Anna, after a

long silence.

"Yes, my child, unless something
has happened ;

for the way is long from

Frankfort, and the poor boy's feet must

be sore with his long, long journey."
"
What, mamma, if he should n't

come ?"

Frau Hirtel's face became very pale,

whether at the little Anna's question,

or at the sudden ringing of the shop-

bell, as the door swung open and shut.

The next instant Karl was in the mid-

dle of the room. His pack and staff

fell at his feet, and Frau Hirtel and the

Fraiilein Anna sprang into his arms.

It was not the merry dinner that suc-

ceeded, or the Gliihivem that made the

evening glad, but this one picture which

dwells most in my memory. The joy

that shone on the careworn and dust-

stained face of the returned wanderer,

reflected in those of his mother and

sister as they stood in that long em-

brace, has no parallel that I know of

in the history of the return of exiled

kings.
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With my twenty-five dollars, I lived

cheaper than ever, and for some months

longer continued my studies at the uni-

versity. But one morning I received

a letter from the same generous Amer-
ican newspaper, enclosing a draft for

fifty dollars, together with a very ear-

nest request that the editor should hear

no more from me on any account what-

ever. This good fortune was too much
for my mental equilibrium. Heidel-

berg was too small for me. I started

the next day for a trip down the Rhine,
deck passage. At Rotterdam I be-

took myself again to the third - class

cars, and occasionally to the bundle

and staff. Thus I went through Hol-

land and Belgium, walking leisurely

one day over the historic dead of Wa-
terloo. Arriving finally at Paris, I re-

solved there to take up my residence.

By means of a cheap lodging in the

old Latin Quarter, and of a cheaper
restaurant on the Boulevard Sevasto-

pol, I managed to subsist for several

months.

It was here in Paris that I first met

my good friend, George Alfred Town-

send, the well-known war-correspond-
ent. To him I was afterward indebt-

ed for a short, romantic sketch of my
life, in which he says, I believe, among
other complimentary things, that the

faculty of Heidelberg gave me my tui-

tion for nothing, but that I would not

stay with them and study, because I

thought it too dear ! But, seriously, I

owe Mr. Townsend a real debt of grat-

itude, for it was he who suggested that

I should write an account of certain of

my experiences for one of the Lon-
don magazines. After the questionable
success of my multifarious attempts
with American newspapers, I trembled
at the temerity of the idea. Yet my
money was becoming daily and by no
means beautifully less. Neither Mr.

Townsend nor anybody else but myself
was aware that, at the time of his sug-

gestion, my cash capital consisted of

one gold napoleon, a silver five-franc

piece, and some three or four sous
;

and even this sum had dwindled con-

siderably before I could muster cour-

age to make the attempt. At last, in

a fit of desperation, I sat down one

morning, with the equivalent of about

two dollars in my pocket, and com-
menced my article. In three days
more it was on its way to London with

an enclosure of British stamps, enough
to pay for the letter which should tell

me whether it was accepted or rejected.
I shall not dwell long on the painful

suspense of the succeeding five or six

days ; though I do not remember now

my grounds for expecting an answer in

so short a period. Up to that time I

will venture to say there was not a

happier person in the gay capital of

France than I had been
; for it is one

of the peculiar charms of Paris that it

affords abundant amusement for him
who spends forty francs a month, as

I did, or forty thousand a month, as.

some do. I cannot explain now, any
more than you can believe in, my hap-

piness then. I know only that the

beautiful city was delightful, and that I

was delighted. The palaces, the galler-

ies, the gardens, the parks, the music,
and the wonderful diorama of the even-

ing Boulevards were free, as free to

me, the vagabond stranger, as they
were to the greatest prince ;

and I had
the additional, though not necessarily

comfortable, assurance that I always
carried away from them a better appe-
tite for the next meal than did even his

inscrutable majesty, the Emperor him-

self. But now that I had the growing
cares of authorship on my mind, it

dwelt more and more upon the wan-

ing disks of my franc-pieces, as they
swelled for a time illusively into sous,

and then tapered into centimes and

disappeared from my gaze forever. At
this period I found myself occasionally

strolling down to the Seine, and look-

ing over from Pont Neuf at the flood

below, swollen with the late rains, and

listening to the strange sound it made
in the wake of the old stone arches, as

it rushed on toward the Morgue, the

famous dead-house, where hundreds
of suicides are displayed every year.
Have you ever heard the last "bub-

bling groan" of a drowning man ? If
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you have, you will understand the feel-

ing with which, after listening long and

steadily to the low rumble of the eddy-

ing water, I have received the impres-
sion more than once on that old bridge,
that I heard the same fatal gurgling
sound in the river beneath ; and you
will understand the feeling, also, I

think, with which, at such times, I cast

a hasty glance at the Morgue, not far

distant, and hurried on to the more
cheerful neighborhood of the garden of

the Tuileries. I would not have you
believe that the idea of suicide ever

crossed my mind. I merely went and

looked into the Seine, on that queer,

unexplained principle which impels
miserable people, the world over, to

haunt wharves and bridges, and to

gaze listlessly into water. I have

sometimes thought, when I saw ser-

vant-girls and others out of employ
looking, for instance, from the bridge
of boats at Manheim into the Rhine,
as into the window of an intelligence-

office, I have sometimes thought, I

say, that if dogs do go mad from gaz-

ing into water, as I think was once

believed, they are very miserable dogs,
and very much disgusted with the

world, before they do it. One day,
the fourth of my suspense, if I re-

member, when I was more despond-
ent and hungry than usual, I went and

looked in through the grating of the

Morgue itself. If I had ever had the

least thought of throwing myself into

the Seine, this horrible sight would

have cured me as thoroughly of it as it

did of my appetite for the rest of that

day. I feel some diffidence about men-

tioning a plan happily abandoned, as

you shall see, before put into further

execution which suggested itself to

my mind during that hungry week,

namely, to visit the Morgue once a

day for purposes of economy ; but,

luckily, I discovered about this time

that the smoking of cigarettes made of

cheap French tobacco would perform
the same service of taking away the

appetite, and I adopted the latter more

agreeable means to that end. The
fifth and sixth days after sending my

article I did scarcely anything but wait
about the office for my letter. Finally,
a note arrived from Paternoster Row,
with just one line of the worst penman-
ship in it that has ever yet met my eyes ;

and the painful suspense was only in-

tensified. The writer evidently said

something about my article, but what I

despaired of making out. I took the

note to my friends, and they were di-

vided about it
;
some said that the

article was rejected, and some that it

was accepted. The majority, however,
favored the latter opinion, to which, at

last, myself was brought, and I was

happy. Not long afterward I received

a draft from the publishers for a sum
which seemed to me at that time al-

most fabulous, for the amount of work
done. After a hearty meal, and as soon

as I had time to think, I considered my
fortune made. I was now arrived at the

appalling dignity of magazinist, con-

tributor to the widest circulated peri-

odical in the language. I packed my
trunk immediately, and started for Italy.

I stayed at Florence all winter, liv-

ing on the cheapest of food, indeed,
but with the very best of company. I

haunted the galleries and studios so

much that the artists took me for a

devotee of art, and never asked me how
I lived. At dusk it was my custom to

steal away toward my dinner, passing
Michael Angelo's David, forever about

to throw the stone across the famous

old Piazza, and gliding down a by-street

till I came to the market. There, in

a little cook-shop, amid the filth and

noise of the very raggedest of Flor-

ence, I partook of my maccaroni, or,

it I was fastidious, of my boiled beans

and olive-oil, for seven centesimi,

one cent and two fifths of a cent ;

my bread made of chestnuts for two

centesimi, two fifths of a cent ;
and

my half-glass of wine for seven cen-

tesimi, my dinner, with a scrap of

meat, averaging five cents, and rarely

exceeding ten. My glass of wine may
be considered an extravagance. It

was not. I could stand the bustle,

the uncleanliness, and even the staring

at a passably well-dressed person in
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such an unaccustomed place ; but I

could not stand the positive amazement

expressed by young men and old wo-

men, old men and young women, beg-

gars and organ artists, the day when I

omitted wine. It was too much for en-

durance. Public opinion was against
me. I pretended to have forgotten to

order my wine, and turned off the

whole affair with a laugh. Many and

many a time I have seen a poor old

creature, who was often my next neigh-
bor at table, pay two centesimi for

bread and seven centesimi for wine,

and that was her whole meal. This

experience has always helped me to

believe the account of that strange
incident in the history of the Floren-

tines, given, I think, by Machiavelli, in

which it is related that during the Re-

publican days of Florence, when there

was a hostile army making an inroad

on their territories, the doughty repub-

licans, having gone out to meet it, lay

encamped some time not far from Luc-

ca ; and that, suddenly, when the ene-

my was almost upon them, they revolt-

ed, turned around, and marched home

again, to let their territory and the for-

tunes of their city take care of them-

selves, because the Florentine army
had unfortunately got out of wine !

Sometimes I spent my evenings at the

cafe, where I always took my breakfast,
and where for three soldi, three cents,

invested in coffee or chocolate, I

could sit as long as I liked, reading the

papers, or listening to the talk of my
artist friends. It was always cheaper
for me to go to the opera taking a

very high seat, by the way than to

have a light and a fire in my room. I

have seen an opera with a hundred or

more people on the stage at a time,
in a theatre as large as, and some

say larger than, there is in London or

Paris, and all it cost me was eight
cents. Thus I lived on in the city of

art anjd olives. When my money be-

gan to give out again, I thought I

would condescend to transmit another
article to the London magazine which
had made my fortune before. I trans-

mitted another article ; and at the time

when I ought to have heard from it I

was reduced to the sum of forty francs.

Receiving, at last, an envelope with

the Paternoster mark upon it, I re-

strained my joy, and opened it leisurely,

making merely the mental resolution

that I would dine in state that day ; for

this was a longer article than the first

one, and the sum which it would bring
must be simply enormous. Then I

proceeded to read the following let-

ter :

" DEAR SIR : Your article enti-

tled is respectfully declined "
!

This time starvation was sure ; but
I had set my heart on seeing Rome.
I thought there would be a sort of mel-

ancholy satisfaction in having visited

the capital of the ancient world before

going to any other new one. I there-

fore took the next open-topped car for

the sea-shore, having previously put

my first rough draft of my unfortunate

article into a new wrapper, and shipped
it off to the editor of a less pretending

periodical, published at Edinburgh. I

do not remember how or why, but the

night after I left Florence I had to lie

over at Pisa, where I came near being
robbed of what little money I had at a

miserable, cheap trattoria, not far from

the famous Leaning Tower. I found a

fierce-mustached bandit of a fellow in

my room in the middle of the night,

stealthily approaching the head of my
bed, and scared him away, I shall al-

ways believe, by the bad Anglo- Italian

in which I expressed my sense of sur-

prise and concern at his untimely and

extraordinary conduct. Two days af-

terward I took a fourth-class, that is,

deck passage on the French steamer,

sailing down the Mediterranean from

Leghorn. I stayed a week at Rome,
and came very near staying much long-

er. It was, indeed, by a miraculous

chance that I ever left the Eternal City.

I had not money enough to pay the

Pontifical tax on departing travellers.

It is too long a story to tell here, but I

slipped through the fingers of the po-

lice, and, arriving at Leghorn again, I

had not the ten cents to pay the boat-
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man to take me ashore from the steam-

er. My trunk, by the way, I had left

at Leghorn before starting for Rome ;

so that was out of danger, and came

properly to hand afterward. As my
lucky star would have it, an American
bark was lying at anchor in the bay.
It was the first time I had seen the
"
star-spangled banner "

for two years,
and I flew to it for protection. I di-

rected the boatman to take me to the

American ship. Standing in the bow
of the smaller craft, as soon as she

reached the greater one I sprang up
the side, and the boatman sprang after

me. He detained half of my coat, but

I reached the deck, where I kept him
at bay with a belaying-pin till some
one on the ship was roused ;

for it was

early in the morning. The ten cents

were paid over to the clamorous Ital-

ian by a hearty tar, who was moved to

see an American in distress, "with
his mainsail carried away," I think

that is the way the tar phrased it.

The captain of the ship was a warm-
hearted old fellow from down in Maine.

He offered to take me home before I

asked him. I had a boyish love of in-

dependence, and proposed to work.

He said he would n't be bothered with

me ; he would take me as his only

passenger. We settled the matter at

last by my contracting grandly to owe
him fifty dollars in "

greenbacks." Our
vessel was about twenty years old, and

laden with rags and great blocks of

marble. We had a terrible storm in

the Mediterranean, in which we came
near going down. The old craft seemed,

however, to have some secret under-

standing with fate
; for, having shifted

her cargo, she floated, wellnigh on her

beam-ends, the rest of that desolate ten

weeks through the Mediterranean and

across the Atlantic. I arrived at Bos-

ton finally, without a cent. I had di-

rected that all letters should be for-

warded from my address at Florence

to the care of the merchant to whom
our ship was consigned. What was

my surprise, then, to be handed by

that gentleman an envelope enclosing
a draft on London, in pay for the

almost-forgotten article, which I had
sent in sheer desperation, if not in

comprehensive revenge, to that Edin-

burgh magazine ! Greenbacks were
then at their heaviest discount, and

English exchange at its highest pre-
mium. And thus it happened that I

sold my draft for American money
enough to pay the good-hearted cap-
tain and the patriotic tar, and to take

me back to Toledo, my starting-place,
after an absence of over two years, at

the total expense of a little more than

three hundred dollars.

Here, at the proper end of my pil-

grimage and of this narrative, while I

am figuratively taking off my sandal

shoon and hanging up my pilgrim staff,

let me say that, although I did not set

out with any higher purpose than to

tell just such a story as I might tell

under oath, still I think I discern in

these adventures what I may term an

ex post facto moral. Let not the read-

er, however, practise and amuse his

ingenuity by attempting to detect this

in the pilgrim himself ; for, personally,
he feels as free from a moral as any

pilgrim he has ever seen has been free

from superfluous linen. While, there-

fore, he would not advise any young
man to follow directly in his footsteps,

yet he hopes he has shown that there

are means and modes of travel un-

known to the guide-books ; that there

are cheap ways for the student and

man of limited means to see and learn

much for little money. The sight of a

sunrise from the Righi is certainly

more than compensation for putting up
with a poor breakfast. And the candid

traveller, however light his purse, needs

never return dyspeptic or misanthropic.

Pure air and hearty exercise in the

Alps and on the Danube cannot fail to

do him physical good ; while he will

find in the human nature with which

he comes in contact in every land the

sum of the good invariably preponder-

ating over that of the evil.

Ralph Keeler.
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THE SWALLOW.

THE
swallow twitters about the eaves,

Blithely she sings, and sweet and clear ;

Around her climb the woodbine leaves

In a golden atmosphere.

The summer wind sways leaf and spray,

That catch and cling to the cool gray wall ;

The bright sea stretches miles away,
And the noon sun shines o'er all.

In the chamber's shadow, quietly

I stand and worship the sky and the leaves,

The golden air and the brilliant sea,

The swallow at the eaves.

Like a living jewel she sits and sings :

Fain would I read her riddle aright ;

Fain would I know whence her rapture springs,
So strong in a thing so slight !

The fine clear fire of joy that steals

Through all my spirit at what I see

In the glimpse my window's space reveals,

That seems no mystery !

But scarce for her joy can she cter her song ;

Yet she knows not the beauty of skies or seas ;

Is it bliss of living, so sweet and strong ?

Is it love, which is more than these ?

O happy creature ! what stirs thee so ?

A spark of the gladness of God thou art.

Why should we strive to find and to know
The secret of thy heart ?

Before the gates of his mystery

Trembling we knock with an eager hand ; /

Silent behind them waiteth he ;

Not yet may we understand.

But thrilling throughout the universe

Throbs the pulse of his mighty will,

Till we gain the knowledge of joy or curse

In the choice of good or ill.
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He looks from the eyes of the little child,

And searches souls with their gaze so clear ;

To the heart some agony makes wild

He whispers,
"

I am here."

He smiles in the face of every flower,

In the swallow's twitter of sweet content

He speaks, and we follow through every hour

The way his deep thought went.

Here should be courage and hope and faith ;

Naught has escaped the trace of his hand ;

And a voice in the heart of his silence saith,

One day we may understand.

I07

Celia TJiaxter.

A DAY'S PLEASURE.

I. THE MORNING.

THEY
were not a large family, and

their pursuits and habits were very

simple ; yet the summer was lapsing
towards the first pathos of autumn be-

fore they found themselves all in such

case as to be able to take the day's

pleasure they had planned so long.

They had agreed often and often that

nothing could be more charming than

an excursion down the Harbor, either

to Gloucester, or to Nahant, or to Nan-

tasket Beach, or to Hull and Hingham,
or to any point within the fatal bound

beyond which is seasickness. They
had studied the steamboat advertise-

ments, day after day, for a long time,

without making up their minds which

of these charming excursions would be

the most delightful ;
and when they

had at last fixed upon one and chosen

some day for it, that day was sure to

be heralded by a long train of obsta-

cles, or it dawned upon weather that

was simply impossible. Besides, in the

suburbs you are apt to sleep late, un-

less the solitary ice-wagon of the neigh-
borhood makes a very uncommon rum-

bling in going by ; and I believe that the

excursion was several times postponed

by the tardy return of the pleasurers

from dreamland, which, after all, is not

the worst resort, or the least interest-

ing or profitable, for the matter of

that. But at last the great day came,

a blameless Thursday alike removed

from the cares of washing and ironing

days, and from the fatigues with which

every week closes. One of the family

chose deliberately to stay at home ;
but

the severest scrutiny could not detect a

hindrance in the health or circumstances

of any of the rest, and the weather was

delicious. Everything, in fact, was so

fair and so full of promise that they
could almost fancy a calamity of some

sort hanging over its perfection, and

possibly bred of it ;
for I suppose that

we never have anything made perfectly

easy for us without a certain reluctance

and foreboding. That morning they

all got up so early that they had time

to waste over breakfast before taking

the 7.30 train for Boston ;
and they

naturally wasted so much of it that

they reached the station only in season

for the 8.00. But there is a difference

between.reaching the station and quiet-

ly taking the cars, especially if one of

your company has been left at home,

hoping to cut across and take the

cars at a station which they reach

some minutes later, and you, the head

of the party, are obliged, at a loss of

breath and personal comfort and dignity,
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to run down to that station and see that

the belated member has arrived there,

and then hurry back to your own, and

embody the rest, with their accompany-

ing hand-bags and wraps and sun-um-

brellas, into some compact shape for

removal into the cars, during the very
scant minute that the train stops at

Charlesbridge. Then when you are all

aboard, and the tardy member has been

duly taken up at the next station, and

you would be glad to spend the time in

looking about on the familiar variety of

life which every car presents in every
train on every road in this vast Ameri-

can world, you are oppressed and dis-

tracted by the cares which must attend

the pleasure-seeker, and which more

thickly beset him the more deeply he

plunges into enjoyment.
I can learn very little from the note-

book of the friend whose adventures I

am relating in regard to the scenery of

Winterville and the region generally

through which the railroad passes be-

tween Charlesbridge and Boston
;
but

so much knowledge of it may be safely
assumed on the part of the reader as to

relieve me of the grave responsibility
of describing it. Still, I may say that

it is not unpicturesque, and that I have

a pleasure, which I hope the reader

shares, in anything like salt meadows
and all spaces subject to the tide, wheth-

er flooded by it or left bare with their

saturated grasses by its going down.
I think, also, there is something fine

in the many-roofed, many-chimneyed
highlands of Chelsea (if it is Chelsea),
as you draw near the railroad bridge,
and there is a pretty stone church on
a hillside there which has the good for-

tune, so rare with modern architecture

and so common with the old, of seem-

ing a natural outgrowth of the spot
where it stands, and which is as purely
an object of aesthetic interest to me,
who know nothing of its sect or doc-

trine, as any church in a picture could

be
; and there is, also, the Marine Hos-

pital on the heights (if it is the Marine

Hospital) from which I hope the in-

mates can behold the ocean, and exult

in whatever misery keeps them ashore.

But let me not so hasten over this

part of my friends' journey as to omit

all mention of the amphibious Irish

houses which stand about on the low

lands along the railroad - sides, and

which you half expect to see plunge
into the tidal mud of the neighborhood,
with a series of hoarse croaks, as the

train approaches. Perhaps twenty-four
trains pass those houses every twenty-
four hours, and it is a wonder that the

inhabitants keep their interest in them,
or have leisure to bestow upon any
of them. Yet, as you dash along so

bravely, you can see that you arrest the

occupations of all these villagers as by
a kind of enchantment ;

the children

pause and turn their heads towards you
from their mud-pies (to the production
of which there is literally no limit in

that region) ; the matron rests one par-

boiled hand on her hip, letting the oth-

er still linger listlessly upon the wash-

board, while she lifts her eyes from

the suds to look at you ; the boys, who
all summer long are forever just going
into the water or just coming out of it,

cease their buttoning or unbuttoning ;

the baby, which has been run after and

caught and suitably posed, turns its

anguished eyes upon you, where also

falls the mother's gaze, while her de-

scending palm is arrested in mid-air. I

forbear to comment upon the surprising

populousness of these villages, where,
in obedience to all the laws of health,

the inhabitants ought to be wasting

miserably away, but where they flourish

in spite of them. Even Accident here

seems to be robbed of half her malevo-

lence
; and that baby (who will presently

be chastised with terrific uproar) passes
an infancy of intrepid enjoyment amidst

the local perils, and is no more affected

by the engines and the cars than by so

many fretful hens with their attendant

broods of chickens.

When sometimes I long for the ex-

citement and variety of travel, which,
for no merit of mine, I knew in other

days, I reproach myself, and silence

all my repinings with some such ques-
tion as, Where could you find more va-

riety or greater excitement than abound
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in and near the Fitchburg Depot when
a train arrives ? And to tell the truth,

there is something very inspiring in

the fine eagerness with which all the

passengers rise as soon as the locomo-

tive begins to slow, and press forward

to the door, and knuckle one another's

backs in their impatience to get out ;

while the suppressed vehemence of the

hackmen is also thrilling in its way,
not to mention the instant clamor of the

baggage-men as they read and repeat
the numbers of the checks in strident

tones. It would be ever so interesting
to depict all these people, but it would

require volumes for the work, and I re-

luctantly let them all pass out without

a word, all but that sweet young
blonde who arrives by most trains, and

who, putting up her eye-glass with a

ravishing air, bewitchingly peers round

among the bearded faces, with little

tender looks of hope and trepidation,

for the face which she wants, and which

presently bursts through the circle of

strange visages. The owner of the

face then hurries forward to meet that

sweet blonde, who gives him a little

drooping hand as if it were a delicate

flower she laid in his
;
there is a brief

mutual hesitation long enough mere-

ly for an electrical thrill to run from

heart to heart through the clasping

hands, and then he stoops towards her,

and distractingly kisses her. And I

say that there is no law of conscience

or propriety worthy the name of law

barbarity, absurdity, call it rather to

prevent any one from availing himself

of that providential near-sightedness,
and beatifying himself upon those lips,

nothing to prevent it but that young
fellow, whom one might not, of course,

care to provoke.

Among the people who now rush

forward and heap themselves into the

two horse-cars and one omnibus, placed

before the depot by a wise forethought
for the public comfort to accommodate

the train-load of two hundred passen-

gers, I always note a type that is both

pleasing and interesting to me. It is a

lady just passing middle life ; from her

kindly eyes the envious crow, whose

footprints are just traceable at their

corners, has not yet drunk the bright-
ness, but she looks just a thought
sadly, if very serenely, from them. I

know nothing in the world of her
;

I

may have seen her twice or a hundred

times, but I must always be making
bits of romances about her. That is

she in faultless gray, with the neat

leather bag in her lap, and a bouquet
of the first autumnal blooms perched
in her shapely hands, which are pret-

tily yet substantially gloved in some
sort of gauntlets. She can be easy and

dignified, my dear middle-aged heroine,
even in one of our horse-cars, where

people are for the most part packed like

cattle in a pen. She shows no trace of

dust or fatigue from the thirty or forty

miles which I choose to fancy she has

ridden from the handsome elm-shaded

New England town of five or ten thou-

sand people, where I choose to think

she lives. From a vague horticultural

association with those gauntlets, as

well as from the autumnal blooms, I

take it she loves flowers, and gardens
a good deal with her own hands, and

keeps house-plants in the winter, and

of course a canary. Her dress, neither

rich nor vulgar, makes me believe her

fortunes modest and not recent
;
her

gentle face has just so much intellec-

tual character as it is good to see in a

woman's face ;
I suspect that she reads

pretty regularly the new poems and his-

tories, and I know that she is the life

and soul of the local book-club. Is

she married, or widowed, or one of the

superfluous forty thousand ? That is

what I never can tell. But I think that

most probably she is married, and that

her husband is very much in business,

and does not share so much as he re-

spects her tastes. I have no particular

reason for thinking that she has no chil-

dren now, and that the sorrow for the

one she lost so long ago has become

only a pensive silence, which, however,

a long summer twilight can yet deepen

to tears . . . Upon my word! Am I

then one to give way to this sort of

thing ? Madam, I ask pardon. I have

no right to be sentimentalizing you.
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Yet your face is one to make people
dream kind things of you, and I cannot

keep my reveries away from it.

But in the mean time I neglect the

momentous history which I have pro-

posed to write, and leave my day's

pleasurers to fade into the background
of a fantastic portrait. The truth is, I

cannot look without pain upon the dis-

comforts which they suffer at this stage
of their joyous enterprise. At the best,

the portables of such a party are apt to

be grievous embarrassments ;
a pack-

age of shawls and parasols and um-
brellas and india -

rubbers, however

neatly made up at first, quickly degen-
erates into a shapeless mass, which

has finally to be carried with as great
tenderness as an ailing child ; and

the lunch is pretty sure to overflow

the hand-bags and to eddy about you
in paper parcels, while the bottle of

claret, that bulges the side of one of

the bags, and

" That will show itself without,"

defying your attempts to look as it

were cold tea, gives a crushing touch

of disreputability to the whole affair.

Add to this the fact that but half the

party have seats, and that the others

have to sway and totter about the car

in that sudden contact with all vari-

eties of fellow-men, to which we are

accustomed in the cars, and you must
allow that these poor merrymakers
have reasons enough to rejoice when
this part of their day's pleasure is over.

They are so plainly bent upon a sail

clown the Harbor, that before they leave

the car they become objects of public

interest, and are at last made to give
some account of themselves.

"
Going for a sail, I presume ?

"
says

a person hitherto in conversation with

the conductor. "Well, I wouldn't
mind a sail myself to-day."

"
Yes," answers the head of the

party, "going to Gloucester."
" Guess not," says, very coldly and

decidedly, one of the passengers, who
is reading that morning's Advertiser;
and when the subject of this surmise

looks at him for explanations, he adds,

"The City Council has chartered the

boat for to-day."

Upon this the excursionists fall into

great dismay and bitterness, and up-
braid the City Council, and wonder

why last night's Transcript said noth-

ing about its oppressive action, and

generally bewail their fate. But at

last, being set down near Lewis's

Wharf, they resolve to go somewhere,
and they make up their warring minds

upon Nahant, for the Nahant boat

leaves the wharf nearest them
; and

so they hurry across to India Wharf,
amidst barrels and bales and boxes

and hacks and trucks, with intermin-

able string-teams passing before them
at every crossing.

" At any rate," says the leader of the

expedition,
" we shall see the Gardens

of Maolis, those enchanted gardens
which have fairly been advertised into

my dreams, and where I 've been told,"

he continues, with an effort to make
the prospect an attractive one, yet not

without a sense of the meagreness of

the materials,
"
they have a grotto and

a wooden bull."

Of course, there is no reason in na-

ture why a wooden bull should be more

pleasing than a flesh-and-blood bull,

but it seems to encourage the company,
and they set off again with renewed

speed, and at last reach India Wharf
in time to see the Nahant steamer

packed full of excursionists, with a
crowd of people still waiting to go
aboard. It does not look inviting, and

they hesitate. In a minute or two their

spirits sink so low, that if they should

-see the wooden bull step out of a grot-
to on the deck of the steamer the spec-
tacle could not revive them. At that

instant they think, with a surprising

singleness, of Nantasket Beach, and
the bright colors in which the Gardens
of Maolis but now appeared fade away,
and they seem to see themselves saun-

tering along the beautiful shore, while

the white-crested breakers crash upon
the sand, and run up

" In tender-curving lines ofcreamy spray,"

quite to the feet of that lotus-eating

party.



1 8;o.] A Days Pleasure. Ill

" Nahant is all rocks," says the leader

to Aunt Melissa, who hears him with

a sweet and tranquil patience, and who
would enjoy or suffer anything with

the same expression ;

" and as you 've

never yet seen the open sea, it 's for-

tunate that we go to Nantasket, for, of

course, a beach is more characteris-

tic. But now the object is to get there.

The boat will be starting in a few mo-

ments, and I doubt whether we can

walk it. How far is it," he asks, turn-

ing towards a respectable-looking man,
"to Liverpool Wharf?"

"Well, it's consid'able ways," says
the man, smiling.

" Then we must take a hack," says
the pleasurer to his party.

" Come on."
"

I 've got a hack," observes the man,
in a casual way, as if the fact might

possibly interest.
"
O, you have, have you ? Well,

then, put us into it, and drive to Liver-

pool Wharf; and hurry."
Either the distance was less than the

hackman fancied, or else he drove

thither with unheard-of speed, for two

minutes later he set them down on

Liverpool Wharf. But swiftly as they
had come the steamer had been even

more prompt, and she now turned to-

ward them a beautiful wake, as she

pushed farther and farther out into the

harbor.

The hackman took his two dollars

for his four passengers, and was rap-

idly mounting his box, probably to

avoid idle reproaches.
" Wait !

" said

the chief pleasurer. Then,
" When does

the next boat leave ?
" he asked of the

agent, who had emerged with a compas-
sionate face from the waiting-rooms on

the wharf.
u At half past two."
" And it 's now five minutes past

nine," moaned the merrymakers.
"
Why, I '11 tell you what you can

do," said the agent ;

"
you can go to

Hingham by the Old Colony cars, and

so come back by the Hull and Hing-
ham boat."

" That 's it !

" chorused his listen-

ers,
" we '11 go

"
;
and " Now you," said

their spokesman to the driver,
"

I dare

say you didn't know that Liverpool
Wharf was so near; but I don't think

you 've earned your money, and you
ought to take us on to the Old Colony
Depot for half-fares at the most"
The driver looked pained, as if some

small tatters and shreds of conscience
were flapping uncomfortably about his

otherwise dismantled spirit. Then he
seemed to think of his wife and family,
for he put on the air of a man who had

already made great sacrifices, and "
I

couldn't, really, I couldn't afford it,"

said he
;
and as the victims turned from

him in disgust, he chirruped to his

horses and drove off.

"
Well," said the pleasurers,

" we
won't give it up. We will have our

day's pleasure after all. But what can

we do to kill five hours and a half?

It 's miles away from everything, and,

besides, there 's nothing even if we
were there." At this image of their

remoteness and the inherent desola-

tion of Boston they could not suppress
some sighs, and in the mean time

Aunt Melissa stepped into the waiting-

room, which opened on the farther side

upon the water, and sat contentedly
down on one of the benches ; the

rest, from sheer vacuity and irreso-

lution, followed, and thus, without de-

bate, it was settled that they should

wait there till the boat left. The agent,

who was a kind man, did what he

could to alleviate the situation : he gave
them each the advertisement of his line

of boats, neatly printed upon a card,

and then he went away.
All this prospect of waiting would do

well enough for the ladies of the party,

bat there is an impatience in the mas-

culine fibre which does not brook the

notion of such prolonged repose ;
and

the leader of the excursion presently

pretended an important errand up town,

nothing less, in fact, than to buy
a tumbler out of which to drink their

claret on the beach. A holiday is

never like any other day to the man

who takes it, and a festive halo seemed

to enwrap the excursionist as he pushed

on through the busy streets in the cool

shadow of the vast granite palaces
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wherein the genius of business loves to

house itself in this money-making land,

and inhaled the odors of great heaps
of leather and spices and dry goods
as he passed the open doorways,
odors that mixed pleasantly with the

smell of the freshly watered streets.

When he stepped into a crockery store

to make his purchase a sense of pleas-

ure-taking did not fail him, and he fell

naturally into talk with the clerk about

the weather and such pastoral topics.

Even when he reached the establish-

ment where his own business days
were passed some glamour seemed to

be cast upon familiar objects. To the

disenchanted eye all things were as

they were on all other dullish days of

summer, even to the accustomed bore

leaning up against his favorite desk

and transfixing his habitual victim with

his usual theme. Yet to the gaze of

this pleasure
- taker all was subtly

changed, and he shook hands right and

left as he entered, to the marked sur-

prise of the objects of his effusion.

He had merely come to get some news-

papers to help pass away the long mo-
ments on the wharf, and when he had
found these, he hurried back thither to

hear what had happened during his

absence.

It seemed that there had hardly ever

been such an eventful period in the

lives of the family before, and he lis-

tened to a minute account of it from

Cousin Lucy. "You know, Frank,"

says she,
" that Sallie's one idea in life

is to keep the baby from getting the

whooping-cough, and I declare that

these premises have done nothing but

re-echo with the most dolorous whoops
ever since you 've been gone, so that

at times, in my fear that Sallie would
think I 'd been careless about the boy,
I 've been ready to throw myself into

the water, and nothing 's prevented me
but the doubt whether it would n't be

better to throw in the whoopers in-

stead."

At this moment a pale little girl,

with a face wan and sad through all its

dirt, came and stood in the doorway
nearest the baby, and in another in-

stant she had burst into a whoop so

terrific that, if she had meant to have

his scalp next it could not have been

more dreadful. Then she subsided

into a deep and pathetic quiet, with

that air peculiar to the victims of her

disorder of having done nothing no-

ticeable. But her outburst had set at

work the mysterious machinery of half

a dozen other whooping-coughers lurk-

ing about the building, and all unseen

they wound themselves up with appall-

ing rapidity, and in the utter silence

which followed left one to think they
had died at the climax.

"
Why, it 's a perfect whooping-cough

factory, this place," cries Cousin Lucy
in a desperation. "Go away, do,

please, from the baby, you poor little

dreadful object, you," she continues,

turning upon the only visible opera-
tive in the establishment "

Here,
take this

"
; and she bribes her with a

bit of sponge-cake, on which the child

runs lightly off along the edge of the

wharf. "That's been another of their

projects for driving me wild," says
Cousin Lucy, "trying to take their

own lives in a hundred ways before my
face and eyes. Why will their moth-

ers let them come here to play ?
"

Really, they were very melancholy
little figures, and might have gone near

to make one sad, even if they had not

been constantly imperilling their lives.

Thanks to its being summer-time, it

did not much matter about the scanti-

ness of their clothing, but their squalor
was depressing, it seemed, even to

themselves, for they were a mournful-

looking set of children, and in their

dangerous sports trifled silently and
almost gloomily with death. There
were none of them above eight or nine

years of age, and most of them had the

care of smaller brothers, or even babes

in arms, whom they were thus early

inuring to the perils of the situation.

The boys were dressed in pantaloons
and shirts which no excess of rolling

up in the legs and arms could make
small enough, and the incorrigible too-

bigness of which rendered the favorite

amusements still more hazardous from
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their liability to trip and entangle the

wearers. The little girls had on each

a solitary garment, which hung about

their gaunt persons with antique sever-

ity of outline ;
while the babies were

multitudinously swathed in whatever

fragments of dress could be tied or

pinned or plastered on. Their faces

were strikingly and almost ingeniously

dirty, and their distractions among the

coal-heaps and cord-wood constantly
added to the variety and advantage of

these effects.

" Why do their mothers let them
come here ?

" muses Frank aloud.
"
Why, because it 's so safe, Cousin

Lucy. At home, you know., they'd
have to be playing upon the sills of

fourth-floor windows, and here they 're

out of the way and can't hurt them-

selves. Why, Cousin Lucy, this is

their park, their Public Garden, their

Bois de Boulogne, their Cascine. And
look at their gloomy little faces !

Are n't they taking their pleasure in

the spirit of the very highest fashion ?

I was at Newport last summer, and

saw the famous driving on the Avenue
in those pony phaetons, dog-carts, and

tubs, and three-story carriages with a

pair of footmen perching like storks

upon each gable, and I assure you that

all those ornate and costly phantasms

(it seems to me now like a sad, sweet

vision) had just the expression of these

poor children. We 're taking a day's

pleasure ourselves, cousin, but nobody
would know it from our looks. And
has nothing but whooping-cough hap-

pened since I 've been gone ?
"

"Yes, we seem to be so cut off from

every-day associations that I 've im-

agined myself a sort of tourist, and I 've

been to that Catholic church over yon-

der, in hopes of seeing the Murillos

and Raphaels ; but I found it locked

up, and so I trudged back without a

sight of the masterpieces. But what 's

the reason that all the shops here-

abouts have nothing but luxuries for

sale ? Their windows are perfect trop-

ics of oranges, and lemons, and be-

lated bananas, and tobacco, and pea-

nuts."

"Well, the poor really seem to use
more of those luxuries than anybody
else. I don't blame them. I should
n't care for the necessaries of life my-
self, if I found them so hard to get."

" When I came back here," says
Cousin Lucy, without heeding these

flippant and heartless words,
"

I found
an old gentleman who has something
to do with the boats, and he sat down,
as if it were part of his business, and
told me nearly the whole history of his

life. Is n't it nice of them, keeping
an Autobiographer ? It makes the time

pass so swiftly when you're waiting.
This old gentleman was born who'd
ever think it ? up there in Pearl

Street, where those pitiless big granite
stores are now ; and, I don't know

why, but the idea of any human baby

being born in Pearl Street seemed to

me one of the saddest things I 'd ever

heard of."

Here Cousin Lucy went to the res-

cue of the nurse and the baby, who
had got into one of their periodical

difficulties, and her interlocutor turned

to Aunt Melissa.
"

I think, Franklin," says Aunt Me-

lissa,
" that it was wrong to let that

nurse come and bring the baby."
"
Yes, I know, aunty, you have those

old-established ideas, and they 're very

right," answers her nephew ;

" but just

consider how much she enjoys it, and

how vastly the baby adds to the pleas-

ure of this charming excursion !

"

Aunt Melissa made no reply, but sat

looking thoughtfully out upon the bay.
"

I presume you think the excursion

is a failure," she said, after a while
;

" but I 've been enjoying every minute

of the time here. Of course, I 've

never seen the open sea, and I don't

know about it, but I feel here just as

if I were spending a day at the sea-

side."
"
Well," said her nephew,

"
I should

n't call this exactly a watering-place.

It lacks the splendor and gayety of

Newport, in a certain degree, and it

has n't the illustrious seclusion of Na-

hant. The surf is n't very fine, nor the

beach particularly adapted to bathing ;
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and yet, I must confess, the outlook

from here is as lovely as anything one

need have."

And to tell the truth, it was very

pretty and interesting. The landward

environment was as commonplace and

mean as it could be : a yardful of dis-

mal sheds for coal and lumber, and

shanties for offices, with each office its

safe and its desk, its whittled arm-chair

and its spittoon, its fly that shooed

not, but buzzed desperately against the

grimy pane, which, if it had really had

that boasted microscopic eye, it never

would have mistaken for the unblem-

ished daylight Outside of this yard
was the usual wharfish neighborhood,
with its turmoil of trucks and carts

and fleet express-wagons, its building

up and pulling down, its discomfort

and clamor of every sort, and its shops
for the sale, not only of those luxuries

which Lucy had mentioned, but of such

domestic refreshments as lemon -pie
and hulled-corn.

When, however, you turned your

thoughts and eyes away from this as-

pect of it, and looked out upon the water,

the neighborhood gloriously retrieved

itself. There its poverty and vulgarity

ceased, there its beauty and grace
abounded. A light breeze ruffled the

face of the bay, and the innumerable

little sail-boats that dotted it took the

sun and wind upon their wings, which

they dipped almost into the sparkle of

the water, and flew lightly hither and

thither like gulls that loved the brine

too well to rise wholly from it
; larger

ships, farther or nearer, puffed or

shrank their sails as they came and

went on the errands of commerce, but

always moved as if bent upon some

dreamy affair of pleasure ; the steam-

boats that shot veh&mently across their

tranquil courses seemed only gayer
and vivider visions, but not more sub-

stantial : yonder, a black sea-going
steamer passed out between the far-off

islands, and at last left in the sky
above those reveries of fortification,

a whiff of sombre smoke, dark and
unreal as a memory of battle

; to the

right, on some line of railroad, long-

plumed trains arrived and departed like

pictures passed through the slide of a

magic-lantern : even a pile-driver, at

work in the same direction, seemed to

have no malice in the blows which, after

a loud clucking, it dealt the pile, and
one understood that it was mere con-

ventional violence like that of a Punch
to his baby.

"
Why, what a lotus-eating life this

is !
" said Frank, at last.

" Aunt Me-
lissa, I don't wonder you think it 's

like the seaside. It *s a great deal

better than the seaside. And now, just

as we 've entered into the spirit of

it, the time 's up for the Rose Standish

to come and bear us from its delights.
When will the boat be in ?

" he asked
of the Autobiographer, whom Lucy had

pointed out to him.
"
Well, she 's ben in half an hour,

now. There she lays just outside the

John Romer."
There to be sure she lay, and those

pleasure-takers had been so lost in the

rapture of waiting and the beauty of

the scene as never to have noticed her

arrival.

W. D. Howells.
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REVIEWS AND LITERARY NOTICES.

Poems by Dante Gabriel Rossetti. Boston :

Roberts Brothers.

IT will always be a question, we think,
whether Mr. Rossetti had not better have

painted his poems and written his pictures ;

there is so much that is purely sensuous in

the former, and so much that is intellectual

in the latter. But we do not suppose that

those who like his work will let the ques^~
tion mar their enjoyment of either, though
they will probably enjoy both in the same
kind arid degree. It seems a pity, however,
for the sake of readers who do not know any
of his pictures, that these poems should not
have been illustrated by the author's hand.
We should then have had in his volume a

proof of the curious fusion of the literary and
artistic nature in him. But as it is, though
one cannot here see the poetiy in the paint-

ing, the painting in the poetry is plain i

enough. -J
On the whole, except the sonnets, the

best poem is "The Blessed Damozel," and ^
in this the author's characteristics are very''
marked. The picture with which it opens
is exactly in the spirit of a Pre-Raphael-
ite painting, with its broad and effective

contrasts of color, yellow, blue, and
white.

"The blessed damozel leaned out
From the gold bar of Heaven ;

Her eyes were deeper than the depth
Of waters stilled at even ;

She had three lilies in her hand,
And the stars in her hair were seven

" Her robe, ungirt from clasp to hem
No wrought flowers did adorn,

But a white rose of Mary's gift,

For service meetly worn ;

Her hair that lay along her back
Was yellow like ripe corn."

This is the new Pre-Raphaelite, and here,

following, in the lines we have italicized, is

the old, as one sees it very often in the fad-

ing frescos of mediaeval churches. Of course

it is very beautifully and very vividly ex-

pressed ; and the whole picture is a lovely
one.

"She ce-ased.

The light thrilled totvards her, filled
With angels in strong levelflight.
Her eyes prayed, and she smiled.

"
(I saw her smile.

) But soon their path
Was vague in distant spheres :

And then she cast her arms along
The golden barriers,

And laid her face between her hands,
And wept. (I heard her tears.)"

In this poem Mr. Rossetti strives for that
heart of pure and tender rapture which, it

seems to mediaeval-minded poets, must have
beat in the centre of the Romish mystery,
and ke is more successful in his effort than
Mr. Tennyson in his later yearnings, but not
so much so as the latter was when he wrote
Sir Galahad. We are conscious, however,
of attributing too explicit a feeling to Mr.
Rossetti's poem, which is really a series of

mystic and devotional pictures, and scarcely
more exegetic than if they had actually been

painted. Here are three of the pictures,
which are very charming, and take you
again and again with ravishing suggestions
of the old religious art, but which have
no great intellectual merit, and scarcely

any independent merit at all, except a

luxury of words, that most well-read people
can nowadays command :

" And still she bowed herself and stooped
Out of the circling charm ;

Until her bosom must have made
The bar she leaned on warm,

And the lilies lay as if asleep

Along her bended arm.

" '

Circlewise sit they, with bound locks

And foreheads garlanded ;

Into the fine cloth white like flame

Weaving the golden thread,
To fashion the birth-robes for them
Who are just born, being dead.

" '
Herself shall bring us, hand in hand,
To Him round whom all souls

Kneel, the clear-ranged unnumbered heads

Bowed with their aureoles :

And angels meeting us shall sing
To their citherns and citoles.'

"

For reasons already sufficiently expressed, /

we think that, after "The Blessed Damozel,"
and two or three other strictly pictorial

poems, the
" Sonnets for Pictures

"
are the

best of Mr. Rossetti's things, though these

again are not to be perfectly enjoyed in them-

selves. Nevertheless, for a July day, we
shall never ask a distincter pleasure than we

get from this sonnet on Giorgione's Festa

Campestre, that delicious fable, wherein a
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Venetian lady and cavalier sit amidst a pas-

toral landscape, and pause from their own

music, to hear the piping of the enigmatical

person, perhaps their embodied love and

happiness, who sits confronting them,

clothed in nothing but her own white love-

liness. The sonnet is this :

"A VENETIAN PASTORAL.

BY GIORGIONA.

(In the Louifre.)

"Water, for anguish of the solstice: nay,
But dip the vessel slowly, nay, but lean

And hark how at its verge the wave sighs in

Reluctant. Hush ! Beyond all depth away
The heat lies silent at the brink of day :

Now the hand trails upon the viol-string

That sobs, and the brown faces cease to sing,

Sad with the whole of pleasure. Whither stray

Her eyes now, from whose mouth the slim pipes

creep
And leave it pouting, while the shadowed grass

Is cool against her naked side ? Let it be ;

Say nothing now unto her lest she weep,
Nor name this ever. Be it as it was,

Life touching lips with Immortality."

It is easy to choose an exquisite picture

from these poems at random, like this

from the " Dante at Verona "
:

"
Through leaves and trellis-work the sun

Left the wine cool within the glass,

They feasting where no sun could pass :

And when the women, all as one,

Rose up with brightened cheeks to go,

It was a comely thing, we know."

Or this, from "A Last Confession," more

perfect, more delicate even, and liker an

old painting :

"
I know last night

I dreamed I saw into the garden of God,
Where women walked whose painted images
I have seen with candles round them in the church.

They bent this way and that, one to another,

Playing : and over the long golden hair

Of each there floated like a ring of fire

Which when she stooped stooped with her, and

when she rose

Rose with her. Then a breeze flew in among them,
As if a window had been opened in heaven
For God to give his blessing from, before

This world of ours should set : (for in my dream
I thought our world was setting, and the sun

Flared, a spent taper ;) and beneath that gust
The rings of light quivered like forest-leaves.

Then all the blessed maidens who were there

Stood up together, as it were a voice

That called them ; and they threw their tresses back,
And smote their palms, and all laughed up at once,

For the strong heavenly joy they had in them
To hear God bless the world."

Or this, from the sonnets :

"BEAUTY AND THE BIRD.

"She fluted with her mouth as when one sips,

,
And gently waved her golden head, inclined

Outside his cage close to the window-blind ;

Till her fond bird, with little turns and dip3,

Piped low to her of sweet companionships.
And when he made an end, some seed took she

And fed him from her tongue, which rosily

Peeped as a piercing bud between her lips.

" And like the child in Chaucer, on whose tongue
The Blessed Mary laid, when he was dead,

A grain, who straightway praised her name in

song:
Even so, when she, a little lightly red,

Now turned on me and laughed, I heard the throng
Of inner voices praise her golden head."

* Dramatic power is so closely allied to

that of the painter, that one naturally ex-

pects it in this charming colorist, though
as to color, the reader will notice that he

gets his delight only from the positive rich-

ness and splendor of each hue, not. at all

from the subjection of one color to another,

or their harmony.
In the poems where the color does not

predominate, we see Mr. Rossetti's weak-

nesses more plainly. He has numbers of

affectations, and they are not all his own.

Some of Mr. Browning's, for example, are

pretty clear in
" A Last Confession," and

those of the imitation-old-ballads are the

property of the trade. Of course these bal-

lads are the poorest of Mr. Rossetti's poems,
and they are not fairly characteristic of him.

Some of them are very poor indeed, and

others are quite idle.

It is a curious thing in a poet whose puri-

ty of mind and heart makes such a very

strong impression, that his imagination
should be so often dominated by character

and fact which are quite other than pure.

We think there has been more than enough
of the Fallen Woman in literature ; we wish

that if she cannot be reformed, she might be

at least policed out of sight ; and we have a

fancy (perhaps an erroneous, perhaps a

guilty fancy) that some things, even in

"The House of Life," however right they

are, had best be kept out of speech. Other-

wise, unless on account of the climate, it

appears that clothes and houses are a waste

of substance. We do not intend to give an

unjustly broad impression of what is only a

trait of Mr. Rossetti's poetry, after all, and

we note it quite as much because it is phe-

nomenal and not quite accountable as be-

cause it is objectionable. He has a painter's

joy in beauty, and an indifference to what

beauty, or whose, it is ;
and his celebration

of love is chiefly sensuous, but beauty and

love are both most highly honored at their

highest by him. Yet here and there, as in

the sonnet "Nuptial Sleep," we feel that
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we are too few removes from Mr. Whitman's

alarming frankness, and that it is but a step

or two from "
turning aside and living with

the cattle."

In most of Mr. Rossetti's sonnets one is

reminded of the best Italian sonneteers, and

of our English poets when the Italians were

their masters. They are more mystical,

however, and more abundant in conceits,

than almost any other English sonnets, and

recall, most vividly of all, the sonnets of

Dante's Vita Nuova. The fact is particu-

larly felt in such a one as this.

"LOVE'S BAWBLES.
"

I stood where Love in brimming armfuls bore

Slight wanton flowers and foolish toys of fruit :

And round him ladies thronged in warm pursuit,

Fingered and lipped and proffered the strange store :

And from one hand the petal and the core

Savored of sleep ; and cluster and curled shoot

Seemed from another hand like shame's salute,

Gifts that I felt my cheek was blushing for.

" At last Love bade my Lady give the same :

And as I looked, the dew was light thereon ;

And as I took them, at her touch they shone
With inmost heaven-hue of the heart of flame.

And then Love said :
' Lo ! when the hand is

hers,
! Follies of love are love's true ministers.'

"

But the meaning is not often so plain as it

is here, and there is a vexing obscurity in

the greater part of Mr. Rossetti's poems,
which some other peculiarities of his make
us doubt whether it is quite worth while to

explore. We find in him a love for rank,

lush, palpitating, bleeding, and dripping

words, which we think does not mark the

finest sense of expression ; and yet, when he

has himself well under control, no one can

say a thing more subtly, as this little poem
may witness.

"THE WOODSPURGE.
" The wind flapped loose, the wind was still,

Shaken out dead from tree and hill :

I had walked on at the wind's will,

I sat now, for the wind was still.

" Between my knees my forehead was,

My lips, drawn in, said not Alas !

My hair was over in the grass,

My naked ears heard the day pass.
" My eyes, wide open, had the run

Of some ten weeds to fix upon ;

Among those few, out of the sun,
The woodspurge flowered, three cups in one.

" From perfect grief there need not be
Wisdom or even memory :

One thing then learnt remains to me,
The woodspurge has a cup of three."

Here, also, is an idea, now rather com-
mon in literature, finely suggested :

"SUDDEN LIGHT.
"

I have been here before,

But when or how I cannot tell :

I know the grass beyond the door,
The sweet keen smell,

The sighing sound, the lights around the shore.

" You have been mine before,

How long ago I may not know :

But just when at that swallow's soar

Your neck turned so,

Some veil did fall, I knew it all of yore."

And here is this poetry of the nerves still

more skilfully caught :

" This is her picture as she was :

It seems a thing to wonder on,

As though mine image in the glass
Should tarry when myself am gone.

" In painting her I shrined her face

Mid mystic trees, where light falls in

Hardly at all ; a covert place
Where you might think to find a din

Of doubtful talk, and a live flame

Wandering, and many a shape whose name
Not itself knoweth, and old dew,
And your own footsteps meeting you,

And all things going as they came."

But then you see he is always better as a

painter :

" Watch we his steps. He comes upon
The women at their palm-playing.
The conduits round the gardens sing

And meet in scoops of milk-white stone,

Where wearied damsels rest and hold

Their hands in the wet spurt of gold."

Of the longer poems in the volume, after

"The Blessed Damozel," comes, we sup-

pose in point of merit, the by-no-means-
blessed damozel "Jenny," though we praise
it reluctantly. "Dante at Verona " makes
no very impressive figure, and " The Bur-

den of Nineveh" rests heavily upon the

reader.

Have we been saying, on the whole, that

we think Mr. Rossetti no great poet ? Let

us say, then, that we think him, on the whole,

a very pleasing one to read once at least :

whether twice, or thrice, or indefinitely, we
do not know, for we write from the first

impression, and not without our modest

misgivings both of the praise and blame

we have bestowed. The book is a very

characteristic one, we are not sure that it

is very genuine. Yet it has many charms,

and at eighteen, if you are of one sex, or at

twenty-two if of the other, you might wish

to be parted from it only in death. The

trouble is, you cannot always be eighteen or

twenty-two. ^
In some respects, the comparison is a

j

strained and unfair one, but we feel that
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Mr. Rossetti the poet is to such a poet as

Keats what Mr. Rossetti the painter is to

such a painter as Giorgione.

Lecture Room Talks : a Series of Familiar

Discourses on Themes of General Chris-

tian Experience. By HENRY WARD
BEECHER. New York : J. B. Ford & Co.

THE purpose of Mr. Beecher's Friday-

evening talks is to illustrate religious truth

out of the depths of men's personal experi-

ence, mainly his own
;
and the result is a

very curious book, showing how great is the

debt which religion in one of its most

conspicuous modern forms at least is apt

to owe to good animal spirits. No one's

religious repute, we are persuaded, would

attract the favorable verdict of a larger num-

ber of people than Mr. Beecher's own. He
is an ardent, unaffected believer in the ere-

'

dentials of all the distinctively Protestant

churches, while he maintains a tolerant and

friendly attitude towards the Romish com-

munion as well. His devotional animus is

perfectly reverential, although a highly emo-

tional nature may now and then slightly

demoralize its utterances. He is never

scornful towards unbelief, but patient, gen-

tle, and persuasive in expostulation and

argument. He betrays no Pharisaic symp-

toms, and evidently takes much more pleas-

ure in the things that make for peace among
men than in those that make for division.

In short, Mr. Beecher is an altogether favor-

able exponent of our modern religious life.

And yet, being what he is, we are persuad-

ed that his fine qualities are mainly due to

his exceptional temperament, and imply

nothing whatever of that subterranean or

supernatural leaven which the earlier faith

of Christendom used to call regeneration.
Rather let us say that the regeneration
which Mr. Beecher's religious character and

activity attest is a regeneration of human
nature itself, and not of any special subject
of the nature.

This fact makes it difficult to do exact

and ample justice to Mr. Beecher as a rep-

resentative of the actual religious movement
of the time. For men feel an instinctive

distrust of any religion which claims merely
natural sanctions. The reverence of the

Divine name is so deep-seated in the heart

of mankind, that men will believe anything

sooner, in the long run, than that we can

love God naturally, or as we love ourselves.

The best culture of the world, from the days
of Paul down to those of Goethe, affirms an

infinite distance between the Divine and hu-

man natures ;
and if the distance be in

reality infinite, it of course excludes the

pretension of any moral or personal rela-

tions between Creator and creature. If the

difference between God and man be one of

kind altogether, and not at all one of degree,

a difference of quality and not of quantity,

then manifestly my natural love and appre-
ciation of myself will, in proportion to its

strength, only disqualify me to appreciate

and love God, and I shall require, conse-

quently, to be gifted with some supernatural

force in order to overcome this limitation.

This explains the distrust which Mr. Beech-

er's corpulent, not to say carnal, religios-

ity provokes in the mind of the ultra-de-

vout. Nothing can be more unaffected or

helpless than the disgust which his perform-
ances excite in the rival school of ecclesiasti-

cal thought, which sinks religion into a mere

ritual parade, or makes it consist in propi-

tiating the Divine obduracy by all those ap-

pliances of dramatic or ostentatious humil-

ity which men use to placate earthly sover-

eigns. The pallid traditional observances

of this school contrast with his robust un-

scrupulous piety, much as last year's with-

ered leaves contrast with the fresh green of

the spring ;
and there is no end, accordingly,

to the misunderstanding between them, un-

til the gorgeous spring itself, with all its

vivid garniture of green, descends into the

sere and crisp October, or consents in its

turn to be a thing no longer of life but of

memory. Such is the fate that overtakes

all bright things, to bud and blossom for

a while with a promise of immortal fruit,

and then expire in wintry nakedness. Such

has been the history of ritualism, such will

be the history of our modern evangelicism,

out of hay to become stubble, out of living

wood to become dead bark
;
and to fancy

itself still ministering to the heaven of men's

faith, when in fact it is only coloring and

enriching the earth of their imagination.
And yet Mr. Beecher is, in his way, both

perfectly explicable and legitimately admi-

rable, inasmuch as he representatively con-

stitutes a veritable link between the old

faith and the new life of Christendom. He
is neither the base grub of men's servile rit-

ual devotion, nor yet the soaring butterfly

of their emancipated scientific hopes ;
he is

simply the golden chrysalis under whose
frail transparent envelope you see the actual
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struggle going on, by which the moral con-

science of mankind is becoming converted

into aesthetic science, or living perception.

He is thus and at once the grave of proph-

ecy and the cradle of realization. He is,

indeed, a real changeling, now inviting, now

repelling, sympathy ; here simulating a pi-

ous humility, there a truculent conceit or

self-confidence, just as the alternate needs

of his representative character compel him
to do. The very great public worth of Mr.

Beecher, as it seems to us, lies in this repre-

sentative office of his, consists in his so

faithfully combining these divergent tenden-

cies as to make him a true symbol for the

time, or real providential man, full of in-

struction and encouragement to those who,
like the men of old 'time, still* look for

"new heavens and a new earth, wherein

dwelleth righteousness." If he were a more

satisfactory or less contradictory person than

he is alleged to be, that is, if he were ca-

pable of taking sides with either the death

or the resurrection that is going on in his

own unconscious entrails, his providen-
tial significance would at once vanish or

subside into the measure of his intelligence,

which is by no means a large measure.

But our space is limited. We can as-

sure our readers, then, that it will be difficult

to find a juicier repast in the way of religious

reading than is here furnished them by Mr.

Beecher. Mr. Beecher talks religion down
to the level of the most carnal capacity;

and why, forsooth, should he not, if the

carnal mind demands a religious consecra-

tion ? That it does so, that it feels the

need, even in a vehement manner, of recon-

ciliation with God, has long been evident to

thoughtful observers, and Mr. Beecher is

the inspired apostle exactly fitted to its exi-

gency. He exacts nothing from his hearer

but a good digestion and a clean skin, with

a sane average morality, in order to edu-

cate him upon a strict common-sense regi-

men into full communion with the skies.

His disciple need intermit no business avo-

cation, nor take to his bed for an hour, nor

waste any time in puerile ascetic practices ;

but, on the contrary, keep every sail bent

that now carries him onward to fortune or

to fame, and yet find himself in the end just

as complete as needs be in all the armor

of righteousness, and infinitely more jolly

than any of our toilsome and tiresome ritu-

alist nurslings has ever pretended to be.

Mr. Beecher shuns all the heights and

depths of religion, as religion is regarded

by those who make it the insatiable thirst

of the soul after true divine knowledge, and
treats it as a strictly private or personal
interest of man, anxious to make the best

possible bargain for this present world and
the world to come, with One who is every

way his superior, and who yet has somehow
a controlling voice in his destiny. His
formulas of the Divine being and character

are, to be sure, very much shorn of their

original orthodox lustre and force, from the

necessity of his representative position, and

present accordingly a very odd mixture of

reason and superstition, or scepticism and

dogmatism. But, on the whole, Mr. Beech-

er theoretically holds that the world has

already got all the knowledge of God that

it needs, so that no actual revelation of his

name to sense will ever come to fulfil and

by fulfilling supplant the one previously

made to faith. And this he holds even

while he is himself all the while practically

doing nothing else than interpreting faith by

sense, or bringing spirit down to flesh. Let

all of our readers, then, go without misgiv-

ing to Mr. Beecher's book. It will amply
atone for all the intellectual shortcomings of

its author. Its sense, its wit, its pathos, its

human friendliness, its frank abounding ego-

tism, its boisterous animal spirits, or sen-

suous pride of existence, all these things

belong to the author himself, and will en-

dear him to multitudes. But the book re-

veals something much beyond the author him-

self, in clearly foreshadowing that scientific

consciousness of the race whose rising tides

will soon submerge the highest landmarks

of men's ancient faith, and turn the whole

earth into a broad highway of the Lord.

Mr. Beecher is at most the friendly duck

that incubates the egg of destiny ;
he is not

for a moment to be mistaken for the royal

bird that lays it.

Society and Solitude. Twelve Chapters. By
RALPH WALDO EMERSON. Boston:

Fields, Osgood, & Co.

LORD CLARENDON said of Lord Falkland,

Secretary of State to Charles I., that as his

house was within ten miles of Oxford,
" the

most polite and accurate men of that uni-

versity frequently resorted and dwelt with

him, as in a college situated in purer air ;

so that his house was a university in less

volume, whither they came not so much for

repose as study."
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It is a comfort to think that fate still

makes ample provision for the suburbs of

university towns, and that Concord is but

about ten miles from Cambridge. For

many years the two were " half-shire-towns
"

of the same county, and Emerson, as Knight
of the half-shire, fitly shared the intellectual

jurisdiction of his compeer, the President of

the College. Indeed, he made his house,
like that of Falkland, "a college in purer
air

"
; and so inseparable has been the in-

fluence of his life from that of his books,
that the whole has supplied for us "a uni-

versity in less volume." It is the enviable

lot of those who were pupils in this benig-
nant seminary, that they can never know
how much of their instruction came from

the text-books and how much from the

teacher. Thus the literary work of Emerson
eludes the criticism of contemporaries, and

awaits a colder audience which shall award

its meed.

It is now ten years since the "Conduct of

Life
" was published. Most of the present

essays, though printed later, were written

earlier than that volume, and some of them

were read as lectures a quarter of a century

ago. Is it, then, from early association that

some of us find in them, or seem to find, a

fresher inspiration than in the " Conduct of

Life
"

? We fancy that they show more va-

riety, and a more distinct organic life in

each essay, while they are no less finished

and scarcely less concentrated. There is a

provoking trait about some of his later lec-

tures, and they seem like stray sheets caught

up at random
;
or to have what botanists

call premorse roots, that seem as if bitten

off arbitrarily at the end, and can stop any-
where. But these have each a beginning, a

middle, and an end, so that they seem alive

and graceful, as well as nutritious and good.

Literary ease and flexibility do not always
advance with an author's years ;

as his

thoughts deepen they sometimes press hard-

er and harder on the vehicle of expression,
and though his sympathies may mellow, his

style does not. He is then in danger of be-

coming like the giant in the Norse Edda,
who was choked by his own wisdom and

needed a siphon for his relief. Far from

our beloved Emerson be such a peril ! but

meanwhile there is a charm in the easier

flow of his earlier essays, even though they
be burdened with less weighty thought.
We sigh at not finding in this volume that

admirable lecture on "The Natural Meth-
od of Intellectual Philosophy," which many

of us heard with such delight a dozen years

ago, and which came nearer to a positive

system than anything which Emerson has

ever printed. Possibly it forms the basis

for his present course on "The Natural

History of Intellect," and if so it may well be

withheld. There was in it material enough
for twenty lectures, without doubt. But

there is no such compensation for the loss

of the essay on "War," first read as a lec-

ture in 1838, and printed eleven years later

in Miss Peabody's "Esthetic Papers."
There are other omissions

;
but if, on the

other hand, we looked through Emerson's

whole works, we could find nothing to take

precedure of the essays here printed on
"
Books," on "

Eloquence," on " Works
and Days," and on "

Society and $olitude."

They are not surpassed by the
" Method of

Nature," nor by
" Man Thinking." It is

not enough to say that such papers as these

constitute the high-water mark of American

literature ;
it is not too much to say that

they are unequalled in the literature of the

age. Name, if you can, the Englishman or

the Frenchman who, on themes like these,

must not own himself second to Emerson.

Bearing these in his hand, the resolute Amer-
ican traveller can fearlessly unfurl the stars

and stripes in presence of the Academic itself,

were it necessary, and yet not feel himself

to be swerving from the traditional modesty
of his race.

The Heart of the Continent. A Record of
Travel across the Plains and in Oregon^
with an Examination of the Mormon

Principle. By FiTZ-HuGH LUDLOW.
With Illustrations. New York : Kurd
and Houghton.

SINCE Mr. Ludlow made his explorations,

some ten years ago, the Heart of the Conti-

nent has been visited by such numbers of

travellers that it is wellnigh as stale and

battered as the heart of a coquette entering

upon her fifth or sixth season of flirtations.

Only imagine how many romantic adorers

have one after another wooed and won that

prodigious organ ! And shall a man whose

passion is ten years old make us listen to

his superannuated raptures about buffaloes,

and sage-bush, and alkali, and antelopes,
and parks, and the giant pines and domes
of the Yosemite, and Brigham Young's

capacity for self-government, and all the

rest?
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It is rather late for Mr. Ludlow, we must

confess, and we think that five hundred and

six pages are a good many. Yet Mr. Lud-

low is an easy writer, and practised in mag-

azinery so well that he knows how to detect

and detain the picturesque and the impres-
sive wherever he finds it, and we readily

fancy his book being read through. He is

not so fine a hand that there are puzzling
subtleties of feeling anywhere in his book ;

in fact, the savor is somewhat rank at times,

and he throws you in whole collops of sen-

timent whenever he likes.

In some ways he reminds you of travel-

lers of an even remoter antiquity than

1861 - 62, and chiefly in the matter of being
himself the hero of most of the adventures

narrated, and the deus ex machlna gener-

ally. He gets people out of terrible diffi-

culties, unmasks hidden Mormons, protects
an imprudent Frenchman from the conse-

quences of his distrust of the Saints, cures

an Englishman of a painful colic by the ap-

plication of hot cloths, rescues himself from

manifold embarrassments of all kinds, and

comes out fresh and bold in a page of

comment or description, and is ready with

lance in rest for the next affair, it matters

very little to him what it is. Such wonder-

fully good answers and retorts, too, as Mr.

Ludlow makes ! not being once obliged,

as most of us are, to wait for the occurrence

of the happy thought
"

till next morning
in bed." He understands everybody at a

glance, and he such an old, shrewd travel-

ler ! But we must not praise him for these

things alone, for his book has many other

merits, more pertinent to the actual business

of it. Whilst it is too literary at times, it

is yet the most artistically written account

of the heart of the continent which we have

seen
;
and the style, where it has not been

made too good, is very good indeed, frank

and facile. We always skip scientific knowl-

edge when reading for our own entertain-

ment, and we cannot speak with certainty
of the quality of that shown by Mr. Ludlow ;

but we respect its appearance, and we feel

sure that his sketches of the different wild

characters, white and red, whose acquaint-
ance he made in his travels, are very pleas-

ant. That account of the frontier family,

Comstock, who, with all their pioneer life

and their savage surroundings, were read in

Longfellow and Dickens, and who dreamed

of the East and of cities as people here

dream of the plains and solitude, has some-

thing very charming in it ;
and the enthu-

siasm of the head of the family for Henry
Ward Beecher is none the less admirable
because he expresses it by saying, that "he
would give more to see that man than the

biggest buffalo bull that ever ran." Mr.
Ludlow is apt in the preservation of the

local flavors of speech, and contributes to

our knowledge of the manifold Western
use of the word outfit the phrase of a
hunter :

" He came back from among the

Indians with the prettiest outfit of small-pox

you ever see." Of the Indians he does not

tell us much that is new, perhaps there is

nothing new to tell, and he can do little

to relieve the national embarrassment con-

cerning those unpleasant brethren, whom
we all feel that it would be hard to clean

and cure of their savagery, and whom we

yet do not all seem to see it our duty to kill,

though this is the self-devoted creed of

the Plains.

Perhaps the most interesting certainly

the solidest and most thoughtful part of

the book is the Appendix, which is devoted

to the consideration of Mormonism. This

Mr. Ludlow believes merely the result of

the Judaizing tendency which has always
existed in the body of Christianity ; and

while he deprecates any Congressional med-

dling with polygamy as unwise, he predicts

that as soon as Utah becomes a State

with a republican form of government, the

church, being divorced from the political

power, must perish. As to polygamy, he

thinks most Mormons marry more than one

wife to enhance their pleasures in the next

world rather than in this, that they are

not sensualists, but fanatics. He believes

they are sincerely religious men in their

way. They look forward to Brigham

Young's death as a moment of great calam-

ity, if not ruin, to the Church ; for none

among them is recognized as able to suc-

ceed him. If Young dies soon, the Mor-

mon question, according to Mr. Ludlow,

solves itself ;
if not, the admission of Utah

as a State solves it.

Some of our author's sketches of the lead-

ing Mormons as Kimball, Porter Rock-

well, and Young are valuable, as being

done by a better hand than most of their

portraits ; yet we find a disheartening same-

ness and ineffectualness in all accounts of

Mormon life, to which Mr. Ludlow's is no

exception. We imagine that the Prophet

has had revelations upon the subject of in-

terviewing which have enabled him to cope

miraculously with that subtle spirit.
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The Bazar Book of Decorum. The Care

of the Parson, Manners, Etiquette, and
Ceremonials. New York : Harper and

Brothers.

UNDER many things that otherwise could

hardly be borne, the mind is upheld by the

hope that in a better state, even on earth,

such troubles will be unknown ; and we

cling to the belief that in a happier and

humaner civilization that odious device of

society, the polished gentleman, and that

invention of the enemy, the accomplished

lady, will not exist, and that naturally there

will be no books to teach the imitation of

their abominable perfection. Men and wo-

men born into rich and fashionable society

will always be au fait in its customs
;
and

people whose wish to rise into that kind of

society is cruelly granted will not be kept
from betraying their unfashionable origin by
all the behavior-books that ever were writ-

ten. In fact, most behavior-books seem to

hint at a pathetic self-consciousness in their

authors ; they read like the painful warn-

ings of experience, and they are commonly
of such a vulgar tone, that it seems better

not to seek the difficult circles for which

they fit their reader. All the wisdom needed

for the career of the ordinary republican as-

pirant can be condensed into three rules,

which he may write down on his reversible

paper cuff: i. Keep out of fine society ; 2.

Be cleanly, simple, and honest ; 3. Never be

ashamed of a blunder. Everything beyond
these is vanity.

But we suppose that the ordinary repub-

lican aspirant will not put up with this

succinctness yet a while ;
and meantime here

is happily "The Bazar Book of Decorum,"

composed in the most elegant language that

could be got in the dictionary, and overflow-

ing with fashionable knowledge. The style

is really a marvel of genius and learning, and

places the ordinary objects in thought and

nature in a light so novel and surprising
that you feel the freshest interest in them.

Would you ever suppose, for example, that

you had such a thing as this on your face ?

" The nose, as is well known," observe the

kind intimacy with which this great author

stoops to the common mind,
"

is the organ

of smell ; for this purpose it is endowed"
now he rises again

" with a pair of nerves,

called the olfactory, whose abounding fila-

ments pierce the many holes and cover the

multiple surfaces of the light and porous
structure termed the spongy bone, which lies

at the root of each nostril." We call this a

fine diction, and a beautiful use of a familiar

object for the illustration of literary power ;

but what do you say to a warning against

trying to darken the eyes by dropping ink into

them, when couched in terms like these ?

" Not only does a decorous taste emphati-

cally condemn these practices, which give un-

mistakable evidences of the painted Jezebel,

but prudence forbids them." Yet this is

not more magnificent than our author's defi-

nition of laughter. "Laughter," he says,

without looking on the book, and as it were

with one hand tied behind him, "laughter,
which is the ordinary physical manifestation of

the sentiment of mirth, is peculiarly favora-

ble to health. Its action, starting with the

lungs, diaphragm, and contiguous muscles,

is conveyed to the whole body,
'

shaking
the sides,' and producing that general jelly-

like vibration, of which we are so agreeably
conscious when under its influence." And

concerning the saddest thing in the world

he is as nobly ready and voluble as concern-

ing the gayest :

" The human body even in

the unconsciousness of death continues to be

the object of a punctilious observance of

ceremony. The mourning relatives are usu-

ally spared many of the painful details of

funereal civility by the convenient officious-

ness of the undertaker,- upon whom devolve

the chief arrangements of the burial and its

attendant formalities." This fitly intro-

duces the subject of funerals, and is so

pertinent and just that (if our author will

allow us humbly to form ourselves upon his

delightful manners) we are sensible of our

inability to withhold from it the meed of

a grateful encomium. We must likewise

praise him when he calls the female effort

to make a small waist,
"
reducing the centre

of the body to an almost impalpable tenui-

ty,
"
as he does in preparing us for a fact that

makes us know him at once for a person of

the highest breeding :

" As we stood admir-

ing that most perfect conception of female

grace, the Venus of Milo in the Louvre, we
took from the fair woman hanging upon our

arm her pocket-handkerchief, and made a

comparative measurement of the ancient and

modern beauties," and did not get his ears

boxed, the lucky dog !

Of course, a man who can write like this

does not embarrass himself much with the

prescription of forms and particular rules

for behavior. He would guard his reader

against the habit of passing his pocket-comb

through his hair at table, but we believe he
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nowhere especially tells him not to pick his

teeth with his fork. The Author is not only

a very learned man, as you may judge from

his language, but a person of general polite

reading, and he chooses to treat mostly of

the loftier aspects of his theme, as when, in-

stead of telling us some such thing as that a

gentleman always uses his handkerchief in

blowing his nose, he touches upon a topic like

the control of the emotions and mellifluously

polysyllables forth: "A well-bred person
is ordinarily disinclined to make a public

demonstration of his most affectionate feel-

ings and tenderest sentiments." He is also

replete of course he would say replete

with appropriate anecdotes of the fashion-

able and literary world, and he commonly
ends his delicious discourses 'with one of

these, teaching, for instance, that you must

not be bashful, though Hawthorne,
" with a

head like that of Jove, and a natural maj-

esty that might have become the throne of

Olympus, would shrink, blush, hang his

head, and hesitate in speech before a stran-

ger like an awkward school-boy." He is

familiar with Tennyson, as we know by his

quoting him in this wise :

"
Gorgonizing him all over with a stony British stare."

We find our author in every way admira-

ble in fact, lofty in thought, proper in sen-

timent, of a very subtle and characteristic

humor, and a severe morality. He is a com-

panion for the toilet and the centre-table,

for the study and the drawing-room, in

whom we think the reader will find an un-

failing pleasure (and profit, of course) ;
and

we have quite made up our mind when, in

sitting for our mental photograph, we come

to that bewildering question,
" What book,

not the Bible, would you part with last ?
"

to say, "The Bazar Book of Decorum."

Haydn and Other Poems. By the Author

of "Life Below." New York: Hurd
and Houghton.

WITH "other poems" one need hardly

ever concern one's self, and we shall not

particularize any of these here. But "
Hay-

dn "
is a performance which we should

treat respectfully, if it had no other merit

than the earnest spirit in which it is writ-

ten. The author has just ideas of the poet's

office, and if not quite a poet yet, he is

evidently a young man, and our business is

not prophecy, he has poetry in him, and

he gets flavors and colors of it into his verse.

It is poetry of a grave and thoughtful sort,

and the expression is simple and dignified,

with fewer lapses into dulness and flatness

than we expect in a new author. We do

not mean to say that, on the whole, he has

made the story of Haydn's love for the

young girl, who becomes a nun that her

sister may marry the composer, very interest-

ing ; but he has thought it thoroughly, he

has conceived several characters ; he has

told the tale unaffectedly, with self-control

and with self-respect ;
and he says things

which if they do not greatly startle or sur-

prise, certainly arrest notice. For example,
the sisters have been talking together of

Haydn, and the one whom he loves says

of the one whom he had been intended to

marry :

"
It was strange

With what abhorrence shrank my soul from her

While speaking thus : less from her selfishness

Than her insensibility. Our tastes

Those dainty despots of desire, our tastes

Are our worst tyrants ; they brook no offence.

I wellnigh hated her. Yet feeling thus

While picturing her character as coarse

Have you not noticed at the arsenal,

At times while gazing on grim helmets there,

All suddenly upon the polished iron

A wondrous brightness ? there in its pure depth

Your own face hideous rendered ? So with me ;

Amid harsh outlines of her character

Shone soon its brighter metal ;
and from thence

Leered back upon my gaze my hideous self !

For was not I, the mean, the selfish one ?
"

When she tells Haydn that the priest

has urged her to conquer her love for him,

Haydn answers :

"
I would not dare to mould another thus.

Nay, though I knew that I could model thence

The best shaped manhood of my mind's ideal.

Who knows? My own ideal, my wisest aim,

May tempt astray ; they may lead him astray.

If I, made but to answer for one soul,

Take on myself the governance of two,

I may be doubly damned. 'T is sacrilege,

This self-will which would manage other wills,

As though men were the puppets of a show,

And not souls, restless and irresolute,

In that mysterious poise 'twixt right and wrong

From which a sigh may launch toward heaven or

hell."

We find in the poem such thoughtful

passages as this :

" Our characters

Expand through lifetime as the trees expand.

Each passing season that encircles them
^

i

Leaves from its clasp a ring ; the ring remains.

So our past deeds remain about ourselves."

And this :

'

Do you know,

You women, always will match thoughts to things?

You love when comes a look that smiles on you.
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We men are more creative. We love love,

Our own ideal long before aught real."

And here is a pretty and tender fancy, in

the regret of the young girl who is not help-
ful in her lover's illness :

" Sometimes I leaned above his couch, and grieved
To think that I could do no more than this ;

Sometimes I sighed, in thankfulness that God
Would let me do so much. Once, praying thus,

Mayhap, He granted answer ; for I thought

That, even though I might not have her art,

Doretta's art, at least that I might have

As much, perhaps, as guardian angels have :

For without hands or voices, they keep watch

In spirit only. Still, when sister came,
I thought once more, that, if those souls unseen

Can envy, sometimes they may envy men."

We have called this pretty and tender,

but generally we feel concerning our author

that he is wanting in fineness, or subtlety,

or whatever is a better name for access to

the reader's sympathy, and that what poetry
he has comes from his head rather than his

heart ; and it is said not to be well to begin
so. With excellent theories of artistic exe-

cution, moreover, he has some faults of ver-

sification, and occasionally he sins against

taste, as in this case where he mixes the

familiar and the poetic-conventional in his

diction :

" Your room was dreadfully

Disordered, dear. Our sire just came from it.

He was so cross."

But it is right to say that this is not a

characteristic sin.

Life of John Gibson, Sculptor. Edited by
LADY EASTLAKE. London : Longmans,
Green, & Co.

THE life of John Gibson furnishes a

striking instance of a born artist, whose

early passion for sculpture, and lifelong en-

thusiasm and industry in his profession, if

they did not raise him to the first rank of

original creators, show at least how much
can be done, where an absorbing devotion

to art is steadily met and encouraged by
wealth and aristocracy. It is true, in his

boyhood and youth he had to struggle with

poverty and other thwarting circumstances ;

but once fairly started on his career, all

seems to have gone smoothly with him
;
and

from an early age to his last day, when he

held in his paralyzed hand the telegram from

the Queen inquiring about his health, he

enjoyed the brightest sunshine of British

fame and patronage.
Gibson was born in Wales in 1790, and

was the son of a Welsh market-gardener.

When about seven years old he began to

draw from nature and from memory on his

father's casting-slate. When about nine,
his father determined to emigrate to Ameri-

ca; but arriving in Liverpool, his mother,
who was a woman of strong will, concluded,
when she saw the great ships in the docks,
never to set her foot upon one of them. So
the family settled in Liverpool, and "Jack

"

was sent to school there, but continued to

draw, sometimes in school-hours, once get-

ting severely punished therefor. At the age
of fourteen he was bound apprentice to the

trade of cabinet-maker
; but after remaining

a year became disgusted, and persuaded his

master to change his indenture and bind
him to wood-carving or ornamenting furni-

ture. Here he served another year, till he
fell in with a flower-carver in marble, which

greatly excited him. This man introduced

him to the Messrs. Francis, who had marble

works on Brownlow Hill. Mr. Gibson

says :

"
They employed a Prussian workman to

model and execute small figures, his name
was Luge, afterwards he became the head
workman to Sir Francis Chantrey. No
words can give an idea of the impression
made on me by the models and works I saw
there. In my leisure hours during the sec-

ond year of my apprenticeship I modelled in

clay, copying what casts I could procure.
I soon began to feel the greatest contempt
for my line of wood-carving, and I became

very melancholy. One day I .ventured to

ask leave of Mr. Francis to copy in clay a

small head of Bacchus by Mr. Luge, which

enchanted me with its beauty. When fin-

ished I brought my copy with the original

to show Mr. Francis. He confessed that

the copy was so exact that he could hardly

distinguish one from the other. But at the

same time he gave me to understand that,

having paid a large price to the Prussian for

all the models in his place, he could not

allow them to be copied, and that he should

lend me no more. Such an unexpected
reverse of fortune fell upon my ardent soul

like the chill of death. I left him in unut-

terable depression of spirits.
"

The young artist tried to induce Mr.

Francis to purchase his indenture from the

cabinet-makers, so that he might serve the

remainder of his seven years in the practice
of sculpture. But they refused to part with

him on any terms, saying he was the most

industrious lad they ever had. Gibson, how-

ever, persevered in his determination to
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emancipate himself, and after great difficulty

and some rough treatment from his master,

the man concluded to accept seventy pounds,
and Gibson began sculpture with the Messrs.

Francis. Here he worked, perfectly happy.
" After some months there came a tall

magnificent-looking old gentleman to the

workshop : his hair was white as snow ;

aquiline nose, thick brows ;
and his manner

was most benevolent. It was William Ros-

coe. The object of his visit was to order a

chimney-piece for his library at Allerton.

My models and numerous drawings were

soon placed before him, and he said many
encouraging things to me. In a few days
Mr. Roscoe returned, and settled with my
master about the chimney-piece ; then turn-

ing to me, he said he wished me to make a

basso-relievo for the centre, not in marble,
but in terra cotta, from a print which he

brought with him. He added :

' This print

is of great value : it is by Marc Antonio,
from Raphael.' It represented Alexander

ordering Homer's Iliad to be placed in the

casket taken from Darius I executed

the work, which gave satisfaction, and it is

preserved at this time in the Liverpool In-

stitution."

Mr. Roscoe continued to be his patron,
and gave him wholesome advice about his

studies. Now commences his course of

patronage. He meets with Mr. and Mrs.

d'Aguilar ;
with John Kemble, who sits to

him for his bust
;
with Mrs. Siddons ;

and

with Sir John Gladstone, father of the emi-

nent statesman. He begins to have long-

ings to go to Rome, and has a wonderful

dream of flying there on the back of an

eagle. In 1817 he leaves Liverpool for

London, which had once been the goal of

his ambition. Now, nothing but Rome
will content him. He has letters to Lord

Brougham and Mr. Christie, a man of clas-

sical learning and pure taste in art, who in-

troduces him to Mr. Watson Taylor, then

one of the most liberal patrons of art, who

gives him commissions for busts of himself

and Mrs. Taylor and Mr. Roscoe. He has

also letters to Fuseli, Flaxman, Benjamin
West, and others. This same year he goes
to Rome, with letters to Canova, who takes

him at once into his school, treats him en-

couragingly, and offers to help him pecu-

niarily. Gibson in his later days dwells

with enthusiasm upon the qualities of his

celebrated master :

"I need not say that this interview de-

lighted me, while his gentle manners, his deep

sonorous voice, and his very finely formed
features made an impression on me which
time has never lessened. Dear, generous
master ! I see you before me now, I hear

your soft Venetian dialect, and your kindly
words inspiring my efforts and gently cor-

recting my defects. Yes, my heart still

swells with grateful recollection of you."
Thorwaldsen he also knew, and he gives

some interesting reminiscences of this cele-

brated man.

In Canova's studio he studies the pure
Greek style, encouraged in it by his master,
and entirely bent that way by taste and

principle. Here he models a sleeping shep-

herd, and a Mars and Cupid, for which latter

group he receives a commission from the

Duke of Devonshire, his first commission
in Rome. In 1822 Canova dies, beloved

and regretted by his pupils and friends. In

1821 Gibson models a group of "Psyche
and the Zephyrs." Sir George Beaumont

(reputed to be one of the best judges of art

in England) comes to Rome and is sent by
Canova to Gibson's studio, and gives the

young sculptor a commission for it. In

1819 he has a commission from Watson

Taylor for a statue of Paris
; and in 1824,

from Sir George Cavendish, for the
"
Sleep-

ing Shepherd Boy
"

; and in 1826 he has

the patronage of Mr. Vernon and Sir Wat-
kins Williams Wynn ; and he is elected

honorary member of the Pontifical Academy
at Bologna, and subsequently member of

the Academy of St. Luke, and of the Royal

Academy in London ; and in 1827 his

"Psyche and the Zephyrs" is exhibited at

the Royal Academy.
But it is needless to trace step by step

Gibson's prosperous career. It seems to

have been uninterrupted. In art he believed

in the Greeks and no others. He was en-

thusiastic, industrious, and happy. And
he acquired fame and competence, without

swerving at all from his principles in art.

Perhaps his most striking and original

work was his "Hunter and Dog." This

was executed in 1838. We have an impres-

sion that when in Rome, many years ago, we .

saw the cast in Gibson's studio, where we

went to see his famous tinted Venus. And

perhaps we may be pardoned for here re-

cording a characteristic sentence we heard

from the sculptor's lips on that occasion.

Something led to conversation on modern

and ancient costume, when Gibson said :

" If I had a wife, I would n't allow her to

dress in crinoline ; no, I should arrange her
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dresses myself. The Greeks understood that

thing." He loved the graceful contours and

undulating lines of the antique. Michael

Angelo never met his full sympathy :

" He
was a wonderful mortal

;
but celestial beauty

and grace he never arrived at." Nor could

he endure the realistic school of sculpture :

* ' The human figure concealed under a frock-

coat and trousers is not a fit subject for

sculpture." And he persisted in represent-

ing Mr. Huskisson with a bare arm and shoul-

der. Determining to be as Greek as he

could (for he used to say,
" Whatever the

Greeks did was right "), he ventured on giv-

ing a slight color to some of his statues.

The first instance in which he tried it (and

it seems rather bold, considering the sub-

ject) was in his statue of Queen Victoria.

His tinted Venus we remember seeing and

being very agreeably impressed with it. If

any subject can bear color, we said, it is

pre-eminently this. It is needless to say that

the tinting was so faint, and the gold orna-

ments so tastefully touched, and so unob-

trusive, that there was a harmony about the

whole work which we were surprised at

our enjoying so fully.

In character, Gibson was simple, guile-

less, warm in his friendships, upright and

high-minded. Money was a secondary con-

sideration with him. He lived a life of ab-

sorption in his art. The Roman revolution

thunders past him. He sees a little of it,

and gives us some pleasant pages thereupon ;

but he reverts to his dear studio and his

friends. In his journeys, even in England,
he makes odd mistakes in taking the wrong

railway, and when he supposes he has ar-

rived at Chichester and asks for the Cathe-

dral, he finds he is in Portsmouth,
* ' where

there is no cathedral, no, none at all." On
another occasion he says :

"The train stopped at a small station,

and seeing some people get out, I also de-

scended, when in a moment the train moved

on, faster and faster, and left me standing
on the platform 'I wish to heaven,'

thought I to myself,
' that I was on my way

back to Rome, with a vetturino !
' Then I

observed a policeman darting his eyes upon
me, as if he would look me through. Said

I to the fellow,
* Where is that cursed train

gone to ? It 's off with my luggage, and

here am I !

' The man asked me the name
of the place where I took my ticket.

'
I

don't remember,' said I; 'how should I

know the name of any these places, it is

as long as my arm ? I have written it down

somewhere. ' " The man asks if he is a for-

eigner. Gibson tells him no, he is a sculp-

tor ; had been living at Rome all his life,

and was only here on a visit. The man
seemed struck, and said that his father had
been a sculptor too, and had worked for

Flaxman. " So then I found him changed
in manner, no longer so sharp and laconic."

Miss Harriet Hosmer, his pupil, says :

" Gibson is a god in his studio, but God

help him out of it On a tour in

Switzerland, where Miss Hosmer formed

one of the party, she extended her usual

care of the master to his luggage as well.

That consisted of three pieces, one of which

was a hat-box. But Miss Hosmer soon ob-

served that this box was never opened
Returned to Rome, she ventured to ask what

object had been served by giving the hat-

box the tour, and herself the trouble of

looking after it Gibson calmly replied :

'The Greeks had a great respect for the

number three, yes, the Greeks, for the

number three,
' and that was all the expla-

nation she ever obtained."

Mr. Gibson died in Rome at the age of

seventy-six.
" On the Qth of January, 1866,

when apparently in perfect health, he was

seized with paralysis. He had shortly be-

fore received the tidings of the death of Sir

Charles Eastlake, which, it is believed, ex-

pedited the fatal blow."

On the 27th of January he died, and was

buried in the English cemetery at Rome.
In her life of this eminent sculptor, Lady

Eastlake has given a valuable contribution

to the biography of artists. She has al-

lowed Mr. Gibson to tell his own story,

wherever she could do so. Her own part is

done with great ability, and with a modesty
in which her ladyship leaves her personality

entirely out, her only appearance being
the allusion to the death of her husband, and

Mr. Gibson's letter to her on the occasion,

January, 1 866. These were the last words

he ever penned.
We cannot pretend here to pass judgment

on Mr. Gibson's works ;
but they may

serve to suggest a few thoughts on sculpture

in general. There is no doubt a truth in

Gibson's saying, that whatever the Greeks

did (in sculpture) was right. That is, there

is a certain form or style of sculpturesque

art, embodying the ideal as well as the

realistic, which the Greeks carried to perfec-

tion. WT
e have never got beyond Phidias

and the Elgin marbles. And those wonder-

ful sculptors of the olden times must be
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always our teachers. But let us not there-

fore make them our absolute masters.

Sculptors have filled the galleries of art with

more tame imitations of the Greek than

nature and art can tolerate. They have

made Sculpture a mere handmaiden to the

Antique. But we do not believe that the

Greeks absorbed all the beauty there is in

form. Still less can we believe that the

ideas and aspirations of the nineteenth cen-

tury must necessarily be expressed in the

forms of two or three thousand years ago.
Whatever of grace and beauty and poetry
the Greeks teach us let us joyfully accept.
But if we stand upon a loftier eminence of

ideas, and a large religion of humanity, let

our artists endeavor to better their instruction.

The forms of art must be adapted to the

time, the race, the climate, the customs, the

religion of a people. The pure nude, or

the slightly nude, our fashions and climate

debar the sculptor from, unless it be in

making studies of the Indian and negro.
And here our admirable sculptor Mr. Ward
has done nobly. But what can be said of

Horatio Greenough's Washington ? It is a

fine piece of classicism merely, suggesting
one of the gods of Olympus, and not by

any means the well-clad and respectable

father of his country.

But because the nude is out of place here,

must our sculptors rush into the opposite

extreme of representing man or woman in

the strict fashion of the day, be that fashion

what it may ? This extreme would be just

as contrary to the requirements of art as the

other. There must be a middle ground,

though sometimes difficult to attain, between

excessive classicism and excessive realism.

In portrait-statues the sculptor, to be sure,

has little choice. He is at the mercy of the

fashion of the day ; and a cloak or a silk

gown is often a godsend to him. Mr.

Launt Thompson has made statues of Na-

poleon I. and of General Sedgwick. Both

are in military costumes. Bonaparte is so

familiar to the mind's eye, in the ungraceful
coat and breeches of seventy years ago, that

we almost forget the ugliness of the fashion.

In the statue of Sedgwick (at West Point)

the hero stands in his plain military frock-

coat, which is at least infinitely better than

many military costumes we have seen.

Both statues are full of character and

strength ;
but our time is fortunate in having

a more natural fashion than that of the

eighteenth century, and we have no doubt

the sculptor fully appreciates the fact.

We have one very popular sculptor, Mr.

John Rogers, who works at a class of subjects
in the treatment of which he stands unrivalled,
at least in this country. Mr. Rogers not

merely gives us the extreme realistic treat-

ment, in his little groups, as to costume,
but ventures almost beyond the legitimate

sculpturesque grouping ; verging on the do-
main of picture. His object is to tell a

story, and, so far as truth and expression
and character go, he does it admirably.
The only question is, Does he not sometimes

pass beyond the bounds required in a sculp-
tor ? He has exhibited a bust in the New
York Academy Exhibition, for this year, of

a gentleman, with cravat and high standing
collar, and he has aimed to express the iris

of the eye. Nothing can be more literal and

prosaic. Surely there is a medium between
this and the bust with bare throat, breast,

and shoulders, between Greenough's Wash-

ington and Powers's Webster or Story's
Everett."

On the whole, we conclude that though
the sculptor of the nineteenth century has

but little to do with the nude, and should

avoid all hard literalism of costume and

grouping, there is enough to occupy him
in the great variety of beautiful forms that

exist in nature. Let him cease to imitate

the antique, only filling his soul with an
idea for which he seeks a corresponding
embodiment in nature, and the spirit of the

antique will come to him, as it came to Wil-

liam Story when he made his Cleopatra
and his Lybian Sybil.

The Andes and the Amazon ; or Across

the Continent of South America. By
JAMES ORTON, M. A., Professor of Nat-

ural History in Vassar College, etc.

With a Map of Equatorial America and
numerous Illustrations. New York : Har-

per and Brothers.

PROFESSOR ORTON'S route across the

South American Continent was from Guay-

aquil to Quito, thence across the Cordillera

to the Napo River, down that river to the

Amazon, down the Amazon to the Para,

and from the Para to the sea. This vast

journey has resulted in a book, which is

finely emblematic of the fatigues of the ex-

pedition, and which we suspect is no bad

representative of the natural superfluity and

redundancy of that tropical region. The

equator seems to affect travellers very

oddly : they are never able to leave any-
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thing out of their books, and present their

readers with masses of detail which one

ought to find very satisfying, but which

nevertheless have little nourishment in them,

and which leave one both oppressed and

empty. One longs for something less of

this intolerable abundance ; for a little clear-

ness of arrangement ; for some preparation

of the material for the ordinary digestion,

which refuses those heaps of raw geographi-

cal and ethnographical facts. With half

the information that Professor Orton gives,

and he is but one of many victims of

equatorial prodigality, presented in a more

ordered and tangible shape, we feel that we
should be much richer than with the elemen-

tal whole, for we have not looked through
his book without being arrested by many
curious things. One gets from it (without

much direct help from the author, to be sure)

an idea of the character of the people and the

country, which, if not quite novel, is founded

upon fresh observation and is interesting,

and there are some pictures of humanity,

mainly developed by the verbal magnifi-

cence and actual squalor of life in Latin-

American countries which are amusing and

also humorously meant. Such, for exam-

ple, is this sketch of the domestic affairs

of the honored chief magistrate of Papal-

lacta, in Ecuador :

" We put up at the governor's. This

edifice, the best in town, had sides of up-

right poles stuccoed with mud, a thatched

roof, and ground floor, on which, between

three stones, a fire was built for cookery
and comfort Three or four earthen kettles,

and as many calabashes and wooden spoons,

were the sum total of kitchen utensils. A
large flat stone, with another smaller one to

rub over it, was the mill for grinding corn ;

and we were astonished to see how quickly
our hostess reduced the grains to an impal-

pable meal. The only thing that looked

like a bed was a stiff rawhide thrown over

a series of round poles running lengthwise.
This primitive couch, and likewise the

whole house, the obsequious governor gave

up to us, insisting upon sleeping with his

wife and little ones outside, though the

nights were cold and uncomfortable. Par-

ents and children were of the earth earthy,

unwashed, uncombed, and disgustingly

filthy."

Generally about Ecuador Professor Orton

does not tell much that is new, and he is

content to quote from Mr. Hassaurek and

other recent authors. He did not find the

Quitonians a neat people ;
the only broom

which they enjoy being a besom of split

stick. Since his return, he has sent a Qui-
tonian friend a package of broom-corn seed,

and he hopes clean things from this ; but

we fear he is too sanguine.

When he gets into the Amazon country
he is more instructive in his studies, and of

course the chief value of his book through-
out is in the scientific observations, to which

a general and literary criticism of this sort

ought not to apply. He has several chap-
ters on the animal and vegetable life of the

great river and its borders, and one of these,

concerning the different populations of Brazil,

is interesting even to the unscientific reader.

Professor Orton believes that the Indian is

destined to extinction in that region as in

our own, for there Nature anticipates our

Piegan massacres, or rather obviates their

sad necessity, and the consequent letter of

any Brazilian General Sherman, by making
the race very unfruitful. He advances the

opinion that the tropics are not the original

habitat of the race
;
that the Indian lives

there "as a stranger, far less fitted for its

climate than the negro or Caucasian." He
notices all the different aboriginal breeds,

and generally the chapter is one of the best

in the book. The information is thrown

down here, as elsewhere, haphazard, and is

often surprisingly abrupt and disjointed. It

is not quite fair to give the passage as an ex-

ample of Professor Orton's method, but it is

not unfair either to let him say here as he

does in his book :
" The Puru-purus bury in

the sandy beaches, go naked, and have one

wife."

So Runs the World Away. By MRS. C. A.

STEELE. New York : Harper and Broth-

A NOVEL of the " Red as a Rose is She "

sort ;
but entirely stupid, and without any of

the redeeming originality of that book,
if original sin may be considered a redeem-

ing quality. The destroying military man
rides his usual course through these pages,

and breaks the heroine's heart ; the baddish,

beautiful woman flirts up to the brink of

ruin, and tearfully retires upon the desola-

tion of her husband. Of course there is

the wonted allowance of hunting, dining
and smoking, duelling and dying ;

and a

more thoroughly disagreeable lot of peo-

ple we never saw got together, no, not in

a modern E*nglish novel by a female hand.
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JOSEPH AND HIS FRIEND.

CHAPTER XX.

JOSEPH
had made half the distance

between Oakland Station and his

farm, walking leisurely, when a buggy,
drawn by an aged and irreproachable

gray horse, came towards him. The
driver was the Reverend Mr. Chaffinch.

He stopped as they met.
" Will you turn back, as far as that

tree ?
" said the clergyman, after greet-

ings had been exchanged.
"

I have a

message to deliver."
"
Now," he continued, reining up his

horse in the shade, "we can talk with-

out interruption. I will ask you to

listen to me with the spiritual, not

the carnal ear. I must not be false to

my high calling, and the voice of my
own conscience calls me to awaken

yours."

Joseph said nothing, but",the flush

upon his face was that of anger, not

of confusion, as Mr. Chaffinch inno-

cently supposed.
" It is hard for a young man, es-

pecially one wise in his own conceit, to

see how the snares of the Adversary
are closing around him. We cannot

plead ignorance, however, when the_

Light is there, and we wilfully turn

our eyes from it. You are walking oa
a road, Joseph Asten, it may seem
smooth and fair to you, but do you
know where it leads ? I will tell you :

to Death and Hell !

"

Still Joseph was silent.

" It is not too late ! Your fault, I'

fear, is that you attach merit to works,
as if works could save you ! You look

to a cold, barren morality for support,
and imagine that to do what is called
*

right
'

is enough for God ! You shut

your eyes to the blackness of your own
sinful heart, and are too proud to ac-

knowledge the vileness and depravity
of man's nature

;
but without this ac-

knowledgment your morality (as you call

it) is corrupt, your good works (as you

suppose them to be) will avail you

naught. You are outside the pale of

Grace, and while you continue there,

knowing the door to be open, there is

no Mercy for you !

"

The flush on Joseph's face faded, and

he became very pale, but he still waited.
"

I hope," Mr. Chaffinch continued,

after a pause,
" that your silence is the
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beginning of conviction. It only needs

an awakening, an opening of the eyes in

them that sleep. Do you not recognize

your guilt, your miserable condition of

sin?"

"No!"
Mr. Chaffinch started, and an ugly,

menacing expression came into his

face.
" Before you speak again," said Jo-

seph,
"

tell me one thing ! Am I in-

debted for this Catechism to the order

perhaps I should say, the request
of my wife ?

"

"
I do not deny that she has ex-

pressed a Christian concern for your
state

;
but I do not wait for a request

when I see a soul in peril. If I care

for the sheep that willingly obey the

shepherd, how much more am I com-
manded to look after them which stray,

and which the wolves and bears are

greedy to devour !

"

" Have you ever considered, Mr.

Chaffinch," Joseph rejoined, lifting his

head and speaking with measured clear-

ness,
" that an intelligent man may pos-

sibly be aware that he has an immortal

soul, that the health and purity and

growth of that soul may possibly be

his first concern in life, that no other

man can know, as he does, its imper-

fections, its needs, its aspirations which

rise directly towards God
;
and that

the attempt of a stranger to examine
and criticise, and perhaps blacken, this

most sacred part of his nature, may
possibly be a pious impertinence ?

"

"
Ah, the natural depravity of the

heart !

" Mr. Chaffinch groaned.
"

It is not the depravity, it is the

only pure quality which the hucksters

of doctrine, the money-changers in

God's temple of Man, cannot touch !

Shall I render a reckoning to you on
the day when souls are judged ? Are

you the infallible agent of the Divine

Mercy ? What blasphemy !

"

Mr. Chaffinch shuddered. "
I wash

my hands of you !

" he cried. "
I have

had to deal with many sinners in my
day, but I have found no sin which
came so directly from the Devil as the

pride of the mind. If you Were rotten

in all your members from the sins of

the flesh, I might have a little hope.

Verily, it shall go easier with the mur-

derer and the adulterer on that day,

than with such as ye !

"

He gave the horse a more than saint-

ly stroke, and the vehicle rattled away.

Joseph could not see the predominance
of routine in all that Mr. Chaffinch had

said. He was 'too excited to remem-

ber that certain phrases are transmit-

ted, and used without a thought of

their tremendous character ;
he ap-

plied every word personally, and felt it

as an outrage in all the sensitive fibres

of his soul. And who had invoked the

outrage ? His wife : Mr. Chaffinch

had confessed it. What representa-
tions had she made? he could only
measure them by the character of the

clergyman's charges. He sat down on

the bank, sick at heart : it was impos-
sible to go home and meet her in his

present frame of mind.

Presently he started up, crying aloud :

"
I will go to Philip ! He cannot help

me, I know, but I must have a word

of love from a friend, or I shall go
mad !

"

He retraced his steps, took the road

up the valley, and walked rapidly

towards the Forge. The tumult in his

blood gradually expended its force, but

it had carried him along more swiftly

than he was aware. When he reached

the point where, looking across the

valley, now narrowed to a glen, he

could see the smoke of the Forge near

at hand, and even catch a glimpse of

the cottage on the knoll, he stopped,

Up to this moment he had felt, not re-

flected
;
and a secret instinct told him

that he should not submit his trouble

to Philip's riper manhood, until it was

made clear and coherent in his own
mind. He must keep Philip's love, at

all hazards ; and to keep it he must not

seem simply a creature of moods and

sentiments, whom his friend might pity,

but could not respect.

He left the road, crossed a sloping
field on the left, and presently found

himself on a bank overhanging the

stream. Under the wood of oaks and
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hemlocks the laurel grew in rich, shin-

ing clumps ;
the current, at this point

deep, full, and silent, glimmered through
the leaves, twenty feet below

; the op-

posite shore was level, and green with

an herbage which no summer could

wither. He leaned against a hemlock

bole, and tried to think, but it was not

easy to review the past while his fu-

ture life overhung him like a descend-

ing burden which he had not the

strength to lift. Love betrayed, trust

violated, aspiration misinterpreted, were

the spiritual aspects ; a divided house-

hold, entangling obligations, a probabil-

ity of serious loss, were the material

evils which accompanied them. He
was so unprepared for the change that

he could only rebel, not measure, ana-

lyze, and cast about for ways of re-

lief.

It was a miserable strait in which he

found himself: and the more he thought
or, rather, seemed to think the less

was he able to foresee any other than

an unfortunate solution. What were
his better impulses, if men persisted
in finding them evil ? What was life,

yoked to such treachery and selfish-

ness ? Life had been to him a hope,
an inspiration, a sound, enduring joy ;

now it might never be so again ! Then
what a release were death !

He walked forward to the edge of

the rock. A few pebbles, dislodged by
his feet, slid from the brink, and

plunged with a bubble and a musical

tinkle into the dark, sliding waters.

One more step, and the release which

seemed so fair might be attained. He
felt a morbid sense of delight in play-

ing with the thought. Gathering a

handful of broken stones he let them

fall, one by one, thinking,
" So I hold

my fate in my hand." He leaned over

and saw a shifting, quivering image of

himself projected against the reflected

sky, and a fancy, almost as clear as

a voice, said :

" This is your present
self: what will you do with it beyond
the gulf where only the soul, superior
to circumstances here, receives a no-

bler destiny ?
"

He was still gazing down at the

flickering figure, when a step came
upon the dead leaves. He turned and
saw Philip, moving stealthily towards

him, pale, with outstretched hand.

They looked at each other for a mo-
ment, without speaking.

"
I guess your thought, Philip," Jo-

seph then said. " But the things
easiest to do are sometimes the most

impossible."
" The bravest man may allow a fan-

cy to pass through his mind, Joseph,
which only the coward will carry into

effect."
"

I am not a coward !

"
Joseph ex-

claimed.

Philip took his hand, drew him near-

er, and flinging his arms around him,
held him to his heart.

Then they sat down, side by side.
"

I was up the stream, on the other

side, trolling for trout," said Philip,

"when I saw you in the road. I was

welcoming your coming, in my heart :

then you stopped, stood still, and at

last turned away. Something in your
movements gave me a sudden, terrible

feeling of anxiety : I threw down my
rod, came around by the bridge at the

Forge, and followed you here. Do not

blame me for my foolish dread."
"
Dear, dear friend," Joseph cried,

"
I did not mean to come to you until

I seemed stronger and more rational in

my own eyes. If that were a vanity, it

is gone now : I confess my weakness

and ignorance. Tell me, if you can,

why this has come upon me ! Tell

me why nothing that I have been

taught, why no atom of the faith which

I still must cling to, explains, con-

soles, or remedies any wrong of my
life !

"

"
Faiths, I suspect," Philip answered,

"
are, like laws, adapted to the average

character of the human race. You, in

the confiding purity of your nature, are

not an average man : you are very
much above the class, and if virtue

were its own reward, you would be

most exceptionally happy. Then the

puzzle is, what 's the particular use of

virtue ?
"

"
I don't know, Philip, but I don't
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like to hear you ask the question. I

find myself so often on the point of

doubting all that was my Truth a little

while ago ; and yet, why should my
misfortunes, as an individual, make the

truth a lie ? I am only one man among
millions who must have faith in the effi-

cacy of virtue. Philip, if I believed the

faith to be false, I think I should still

say, Let it be preached !

' "

Joseph related to Philip the whole of

his miserable story, not sparing him-

self, nor concealing the weakness which

allowed him to be entangled to such an

extent. Philip's brow grew dark as he

listened, but at the close of the recital

his face was calm, though stern.
"
Now," said he,

" now put this

aside for a little while, and give your
ear (and your heart too, Joseph) to my
story. Do not compare my fortune

with yours, but let us apply to both the

laws which seem to govern life, and see

whether justice is possible."

Joseph had dismissed his wife's sus-

picion, after the dinner at Hopeton's,
so immediately from his memory, that

he had really forgotten it ; and he

was not only startled, but also a little

shocked, by Philip's confession. Still,

he saw that it was only the reverse

form of his own experience, not more

strange, perhaps not more to be con-

demned, yet equally inevitable.
" Is there no way out of this labyrinth

of wrong ?
"

Philip exclaimed. " Two
natures, as far apart as Truth and

Falsehood, monstrously held together
in the most intimate, the holiest of

bonds, two natures destined for each

other monstrously kept apart by the

same bonds ! Is life to be so sacri-

ficed to habit and prejudice ? I said

that Faith, like Law, was fashioned for

the average man : then there must be

a loftier faith, a juster law, for the men
and the women who cannot shape

themselves according to the common-

place pattern of society, who were

born with instincts, needs, knowledge,
and rights ay, rights ! of their

own !"

"But, Philip," said Joseph, "we
were .b.oth to blame : you through too lit-

tle trust, I through too much. We have

both been rash and impatient : I can-

not forget that ; and how are we to know
that the punishment, terrible as it seems,
is disproportioned to the offence ?

"

" We know this, Joseph, and who
can know it and be patient ? that the

power which controls our lives is piti-

less, unrelenting ! There is the same

punishment for an innocent mistake

as for a conscious crime. A certain

Nemesis follows ignorance, regardless
how good and pure may be the individ-

ual nature. Had you even guessed

your wife's true character just before

marriage, your very integrity, your con-

science, and the conscience of the world,
would have compelled the union, and
Nature would not have mitigated her

selfishness to reward you with a toler-

able life. O no ! You would still have
suffered as now. Shall a man with a

heart feel this horrible injustice, and
not rebel ? Grant that I am rightly

punished for my impatience, my pride,

my jealousy, how have you been re-

warded for your stainless youth, your
innocent trust, your almost miraculous

goodness ? Had you known the world

better, even though a part of your

knowledge might have been evil, you
would have escaped this fatal marriage.

Nothing can be more certain ; and will

you simply groan and bear ? What

compensating fortune have you, or can

you ever expect to find ?
"

Joseph was silent, at first ; but Philip
could see, from the trembling of his

hands, and his quick breathing, that

he was profoundly agitated.
" There is

something within me," he said, at last,
" which accepts everything you say ;

and yet, it alarms me. I feel a mighty
temptation in your words : they could

lead me to snap my chains, break vio-

lently away from my past and present

life, and surrender myself to will and

appetite. O Philip, if we could make
our lives wholly our own ! If we could

find a spot
"

"
I know such a spot !

"
Philip cried,

interrupting him, "a great valley,

bounded by a hundred miles of snowy
peaks ; lakes in its bed ; enormous
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hillsides, dotted with groves of ilex

and pine ;
orchards of orange and

olive ;
a perfect climate, where it is

bliss enough just to breathe, and free-

dom from the distorted laws of men, for

none are near enough to enforce them !

If there is no legal way of escape for

you, here, at least, there is no force

which can drag you back, once you are

there : I will go with you, and perhaps

perhaps
"

Philip's face glowed, and the vague
alarm in Joseph's heart took a definite

form. He guessed what words had

been left unspoken.
" If we could be sure !

" he said.
" Sure of what ? Have I exagger-

ated the wrong, in your case ? Say
we should be outlaws there, in our

freedom ! here we are fettered out-

laws."
"

I have been trying, Philip, to dis-

cover a law superior to that under

which we suffer, and I think I have

found it. If it be true that ignorance is

equally punished with guilt ;
if causes

and consequences, m which there is

neither pity nor justice, govern our

lives, then what keeps our souls from

despair but the infinite pity and perfect

justice of God ? Yes ! here is the

difference between human and divine

law ! This makes obedience safer than

rebellion. If you and I, Philip, stand

above the level of common natures,

feeling higher needs and claiming other

rights, let us shape them according to

the law which is above, not that which

is below us !

"

Philip grew pale.
" Then you mean

to endure in patience, and expect me
to do the same ?

" he asked.
" If I can. The old foundations upon

which my life rested are broken up, and
I am too bewildered to venture on a

random path. Give me time ; nay, let

us both strive to wait a little. I see

nothing clearly but this : there is a Di-

vine government, on which I lean now
as never before. Yes, I say again, the

very wrong that has come upon us

makes God necessary !

"

It was Philip's turn to be agitated.

There was a simple, solemn conviction

in Joseph's voice which struck to his

heart. He had spoken from the heat

of his passion, it is true, but he had the

courage to disregard the judgment of

men, and make his protest a reality.
Both natures shared the desire, and
were enticed by the daring of his

dream
;

but out of Joseph's deeper
conscience came a whisper, against
which the cry of passion was power-
less.

"Yes, we will wait," said Philip,
after a long pause.

" You came to me,

Joseph, as you said, in weakness and
confusion : I have been talking of your
innocence and ignorance. Let us not

measure ourselves in this way. It is

not experience alone which creates

manhood. What will become of us

I cannot say, but I will not, I dare not,

say you are wrong !

"

They took each other's hands. The

day was fading, the landscape was si-

lent, and only the twitter of nesting
birds was heard in the boughs above

them. Each gave way to the -impulse
of his manly love, rarer, alas ! but as ten-

der and true as the love of woman, and

they drew nearer and kissed each other.

As they walked back, and parted on

the highway, each felt that life was not

wholly unkind, and that happiness was
not yet impossible.

CHAPTER XXI.

JOSEPH said nothing that evening

concerning the result of his trip to the

city, and Julia, who instantly detected

the signs which a powerful excitement

had left upon his face, thought it pru-
dent to ask no immediate questions.
She was purposely demonstrative in

little arrangements for his comfort, but

spared him her caresses ;
she did not

intend to be again mistaken in choos-

ing the time and occasion of bestowing
them.

The next morning, when he felt that

he could speak calmly, Joseph told her

what he had done, carefully avoiding

any word that might seem to express

disappointment, or even doubt.
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"
I hope you are satisfied that pa will

make it easy for you ?
" she ventured

to say.
" He thinks so." Then Joseph could

not help adding :

" He depends, I im-

agine, upon your sister Clementina mar-

rying a Mr. Spelter,
' a man of im-

mense wealth, but, I regret to say, no
refinement.'

"

Julia bit her lip, and her eyes as-

sumed that hard, flinty look which her

husband knew so well. " If Clemen-

tina marries immense wealth," she ex-

claimed, with a half-concealed sneer,
" she will become simply insufferable!

But what difference can that make in

pa's business affairs?"

The answer tingled on Joseph's

tongue :

"
Probably he expects Mr.

Spelter to indorse a promissory note "
;

but he held it back. " What / have re-

solved to do is this," he said. ** In a

day or two as soon as I can arrange
to leave I shall make a journey to

the oil region, and satisfy myself where
and what the Amaranth is. Your own

practical instincts will tell you, Julia,

that this intention of mine must be

kept secret, even from your father."

She leaned her head upon her hand,
and appeared to reflect. When she

/looked up her face had a cheerful, con-

fiding expression.
"

I think you are right," she then

said. "If if things should not hap-

pen to be quite as they are represented,

you can secure yourself against any
risk and pa, too before the others

know of it. You will have the inside

track ; that is, if there is one. On the

other hand, if all is right, pa can easily

manage, if some of the others are shaky
in their faith, to get their stock at a

bargain. I am sure he would have

gone out there himself, if his official

services were not so important to the

government."
It was a hard task for Joseph to keep

his feelings to himself.
" And now," she continued,

" now
I know you will agree to a plan of mine,
which I was going to propose. Lucy
Henderson's school closes this week,
and Mrs. Hopeton tells me she is a

little overworked and ailing. It would

hardly help her much to go home, where
she could not properly rest, as her fa-

ther is a hard, avaricious man, who
can't endure idleness, except, I suppose,
in a corpse (so these people seem to

me). I want to ask Lucy to come here.

I think you always liked her" (here

Julia shot a swift, stealthy glance at

Joseph),
" and so she will be an agree-

able guest for both of us. She shall

just rest and grow strong. While you
are absent, I shall not seem quite so

lonely. You may be gone a week or

more, and I shall find the separation

very hard to bear even with her com-

pany."
" Why has Mrs. Hopeton not invited

her ?
"
Joseph asked.

" The Hopetons are going to the

sea-shore in a few days. She would
take Lucy as a guest, but there is one

difficulty in the way. She thinks Lucy
would accept the trip and the stay there

as an act of hospitality, but that she

cannot (or thinks she cannot) afford the

dresses that would enable her to ap-

pear in Mrs. Hopeton's circle. But it

is just as well : I am sure Lucy would
feel more at home here"

" Then by all means ask her !

" said

Joseph.
"
Lucy Henderson is a noble

girl, for she has forced a true-hearted

man to love her, without return."
" Ind-e-e-d !

"

Julia's drawl denoted surprise and

curiosity, but Joseph felt that once

more he had spoken too quickly. He
endeavored to cover his mistake by a

hearty acquiescence in the plan, which

was speedily arranged between them,
in all its details, Lucy's consent being
taken for granted.

It required,, however, the extreme of

Julia's powers of disguise, aided by

Joseph's frank and hearty words and

Mrs. Hopeton's influence, to induce

Lucy to accept the invitation. Unable

to explain wholly to herself, much less

mention to any other, the instinct which

held her back, she found herself, finally,

placed in a false position, and then re-r

solved to blindly trust that she was

doing right, inasmuch as she could not
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make it clear that she was doing wrong.
Her decision once taken, she forcibly

banished all misgivings, and deter-

mined to find nothing but a cheerful

and restful holiday before her.

And, indeed, the first day or two of

her residence at the farm, before Jo-

seph's departure, brought her a more

agreeable experience than she had im-

agined. Both host and hostess. were

busy, the latter in the household and the

former in the fields, and when they met

at meals or in the evening, her pres-

ence was an element which compelled
an appearance of harmony. She was

surprised to find so quiet and ordered

a life in two persons whom she had

imagined to be miserably unfitted for

each other, and began to suspect that

she had been seriously mistaken.

After Joseph left, the two women
were much together. Julia insisted that

she should do nothing, and amiably

protested at first against Lucy giving
her so much of her society ; but, little

by little, the companionship was ex-

tended and became more frank and
intimate. Lucy was in a charitable

mood, and found it very easy to fancy
that Julia's character had been favora-

bly affected by the graver duties which

had come with her marriage. Indeed,

Julia found many indirect ways of hint-

ing as much : she feared she had
seemed flighty (perhaps a little shal-

low) ; looking back upon her past life

she could see that such a charge would
not be unjust. Her education had been
so superficial ;

all city education of

young women was false ; they were

taught to consider external appear-

ances, and if they felt a void in their

nature which these would not fill, whith-

er could they turn for counsel or knowl-

edge ?

Her face was sad and thoughtful
while she so spoke ; but when, shak-

ing her dark curls with a pretty impa-
tience, she would lift her head and ask,

with a smile :

" But it is not too late,

in my case, is it ? I 'm really an older

child, you know," Lucy could only
answer :

" Since you know what you
need, it can never be too late. The

very fact that you do know, proves that

it will be easy for you."
Then Julia would shake her head

again, and say :
"
O, you are too kind,

Lucy ; you judge my nature by your
own."

When the friendly relation between
them had developed a little further,

Julia became though still with a mod-
est reticence more confiding in rela-

tion to Joseph.
" He is so good, so very, very true

and good," she said, one day,
" that it

grieves me, more than I can tell, to be

the cause of a little present anxiety of

his. As it is only a business matter,

some exaggerated report of which you
have probably heard (for I know there

have been foolish stories afloat in the

neighborhood), I have no hesitation

about confiding it to you. Perhaps you
can advise me how to atone for my
error ; for, if it was an error, I fear it

cannot be remedied now ;
if not, it will

be a relief to me to confess it."

Thereupon she gave a minute his-

tory of the Amaranth speculation, omit-

ting the energy of her persuasion with

Joseph, and presenting very strongly
her father's view of a sure and splendid
success soon to follow. "It was for

Joseph's sake," she concluded,
*' rather

than my own, that I advised the invest-

ment
; though, knowing his perfect un-

selfishness, I fear he complied, only
for mine. He had guessed already, it

seems to me now, that we women like

beauty as well as comfort about our

lives
; otherwise, he would hardly have

undertaken these expensive improve-
ments of our home. But, Lucy, it ter-

rifies me to think that pa and Joseph
and I may have been deceived ! The
more I shut my mind against the idea,

the more it returns to torment me. I,

who brought so little to him, to be the

instrument of such a loss ! O, if you
were not here, how could I endure the

anxiety and the absence ?
"

She buried her face in her handker-

chief, and sobbed.
"

I know Joseph to be good and

true," said Lucy,
" and I believe that he

will bear the loss cheerfully, if it should
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come. But it is never good to 'bor-

row trouble,' as we say in the country.
Neither the worst nor the best things
which we imagine ever come upon us."

" You are wrong !

"
cried Julia, start-

ing up and laughing gleefully ;

"
I have

the best thing, in my husband ! And

yet, you are right, too : no worst thing
can come to me, while I keep him !

"

Lucy wished to visit the Hopetons
before their departure for the sea-shore,

and Julia was quite ready to accompany
her. Only, with the wilfulness com-

mon to all selfish natures, she deter-

mined to arrange the matter in her own

way. She drove away alone the next

morning to the post-office, with a let-

ter for Joseph, but never drew rein un-

til she had reached Coventry Forge.

Philip being absent, she confided to

Madeline Held her wish (and Lucy's)
that they should all spend an afternoon

together, on the banks of the stream,

a free society in the open air instead

of a formal one within doors. Made-
line entered into the plan with joyous

readiness, accepting both for herself

and for Philip. They all met together
too rarely, she said : a lunch or a tea

under the trees would be delightful :

there was a little skiff which might be

borrowed, and they might even catch

and cook their own fish, as the most

respectable people did in the Adiron-

dacks.

Julia then drove to the Hopetons in

high spirits. Mr. Hopeton found the

proposed party very pleasant, and said

at once to his wife :
" We have still

three days, my dear : we can easily

spare to-morrow ?
"

" Mrs. Asten is very kind," she re-

plied ;
"and her proposition is tempt-

ing : but I should not like to go with-

out you, and I thought your business

might
"

"
O, there is nothing pressing," he

interrupted.
"

I shall enjoy it exceed-

ingly, especially the boat, and the

chance of landing a few trout."

So it was settled. Lucy, it is true,

felt a dissatisfaction which she could

scarcely conceal, and possibly did not,

to Julia's eyes ; but it was not for her

own sake. She must seem grateful for

a courtesy meant to favor both herself

and her friend, and a little reflection

reconciled her to the plan. Mrs. Hope-
ton dared not avoid Philip Held, and
it might be well if she carried away
with her to the sea-shore a later and
less alarming memory of him. Lucy's
own desire for a quiet talk with the wo-

man in whom she felt such a loving
interest was of no consequence, if this

were the result.

They met in the afternoon, on the

eastern side of the stream, just below

the Forge, where a little bay of level

shore, shaded by superb trees, was left

between the rocky bluffs. Stumps and

a long-fallen trunk furnished them with

rough tables and seats
;

there was a

natural fireplace among some huge,
tumbled stones

;
a spring of icy crystal

gushed out from the foot of the bluff;

and the shimmering, murmuring water

in front, with the meadows beyond

burning like emerald flame in the sun-

shine, offered a constant delight to the

senses.

All were enchanted with the spot,

which Philip and Madeline claimed as

their discovery. The gypsy spirit awoke
in them, and, while they scattered here

and there possessed with the influences

of the place, and constantly stumbling

upon some new charm or convenience,

Lucy felt her heart grow light for her

friend, and the trouble of her own life

subside. For a time no one seemed

to think of anything but the material

arrangements. Mr. Hopeton's wine-

flasks were laid in the spring to cool
;

Philip improvised a rustic table upon
two neighboring stumps ; rough seats

were made comfortable, dry sticks col-

lected for fire-wood, stores unpacked
and placed in readiness, and every lit-

tle preliminary of labor, insufferable in

a kitchen, took on its usual fascination

in that sylvan nook.

Then they rested from their work.

Mr. Hopeton and Philip lighted cigars

and sat to windward, while the four

ladies kept their fingers busy with

bunches of maiden-hair and faint wild-

wood blossoms, as they talked. It
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really seemed as if a peace and joy
from beyond their lives had fallen upon
them. Madeline believed so, and Lucy
hoped so; let us hope so, too, and not

lift at once the veil which was folded

so closely over two restless hearts !

Mr. Hopeton threw away the stump
of his cigar, adjusted his fishing-tackle,

and said :

" If we are to have a trout

supper, I must begin to troll at once."
"
May I go with you ?

" his wife

asked.

"Yes," he answered, smiling, "if

you will not be nervous. But I hardly
need to make that stipulation with you,

Emily."

Philip assisted her into the unsteady
little craft, which was fastened to a

tree. Mr. Hopeton seated himself

carefully, took the two light, short oars,

and held himself from the shore, while

Philip loosened the rope.
"

I shall row up stream," he said,
" and then float back to you, trolling as

I come. When I see you again, I hope
I can ask you to have the coals ready."

Slowly, and not very skilfully, he
worked his way against the current, and

passed out of sight around a bend in

the stream. Philip watched Mrs. Hope-
ton's slender figure as she sat in the

stern, listlessly trailing one hand in the

water. " Does she feel that my eyes,

my thoughts, are following her ?
" he

asked; but she did not once turn her

head.
"
Philip !

"
cried Madeline,

" here are

three forlorn maidens, and you the

only Sir Isumbras, or whoever is the

proper knight! Are you looking into

the stream, expecting the 'damp wo-
man '

to arise ? She only rises for

fishermen : she will come up and drag
Mr. Hopeton down. Let me invoke

the real nymph of this stream !

" She

sang :

" Sabrina fair,

Listen where thou art sitting

Under the glassy, cool, translucent wave
In twisted braids of lilies knitting

The loose train of thy amber-dropping hair ;

Listen for dear honor's sake,

Goddess of the silver lake,

Listen and save !
"

Madeline did not know what she was

doing. She could not remark Philip's

paleness in the dim green light where

they sat, but she was struck by the

startled expression of his eyes.
" One would think you really ex-

pected Sabrina to come," she laughed.
" Miss Henderson, too, looks as if I

had frightened her. You and I, Mrs.

Asten, are the only cool, unimaginative
brains in the party. But perhaps it

was all owing to my poor voice ? Come
now, confess it ! I don't expect you to

say,

'Can any mortal mixture of earth's mould
Breathe such divine, enchanting ravishment?' "

"
I was trying to place the song,"

. said Lucy ;

"
I read it once."

" If any one could evoke a spirit,

Madeline," Philip replied,
"

it would
be you. But the spirit would be no

nymph ; it would have little horns and

hoofs, and you would be glad to get
rid of it again."

They all laughed at this, and present-

ly, at Julia's suggestion, arranged the

wood they had collected, and kindled a

fire. It required a little time and pa-
tience to secure a strong blaze, and in

the great interest which the task called

forth the Hopetons were forgotten.
At last Philip stepped back, heated

and half stifled, for a breath of fresher

air, and, turning, saw th.e boat between

the trees gliding down the stream.
" There they are !

" he cried ;

"
now, to

know our luck !

"

The boat was in midstream, not far

from a stony strip which rose above the

water. Mrs. Hopeton sat musing with

her hands in her lap, while her hus-

band, resting on his knees and one

hand, leaned over the bow, watching
the fly which trailed at the end of his

line. He seemed to be quite uncon-

scious that an oar, which had slowly
loosened itself from the lock, was float-

ing away behind the boat.
" You are losing your oars !

"
Philip

cried.

Mr. Hopeton started, as from a dream

of trout, dropped his line and stretched

forward suddenly to grasp the oar.

The skiff was too light and unbalanced

to support the motion. It rocked threat-
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eningly ;
Mrs. Hopeton, quite forget-

ting herself, started to her feet, and,

instantly losing her equilibrium, was

thrown headlong into the deeper water.

The skiff whirled back, turned over,

and before Mr. Hopeton was aware of

what had happened, he plunged full

length face downwards into the shal-

lower current.

It was all over before Madeline and

Lucy reached the bank, and Philip was

already in the stream. A few strokes

brought him to Mrs. Hopeton, who

struggled with the current as she rose

to the surface, but made no outcry. No
sooner had she touched Philip than she

seized and locked him in her arms, and

he was dragged down again with her.

It was only the physical clinging to

life : if some feeble recognition at that

moment told her whose was the form

she held and made powerless, it could

not have abated an atom of her frantic,

instinctive force.

Philip felt that they had drifted into

water beyond his depth. With great
exertion he freed his right arm and

sustained himself and her a moment
at the surface. Mrs. Hopeton's head

was on his shoulder; her hair drifted

against his face, and even the despera-
tion of the struggle could not make
him insensible to the warmth of her

breast upon his own. A wild thought
flashed upon and stung his brain : she

was his at last, his in death, if not

in life !

His arm slackened, and they sank

slowly together. Heart and brain were

illuminated with blinding light, and the

swift succession of his thoughts com-

pressed an age into the fragment of a

second. Yes, she was his now : clasp-

ing him as he clasped, their hearts

beating against each other, with ever

slower pulsations, until they should

freeze into one. The world, with its

wrongs and prejudices, lay behind

them ; the past was past, and only a

short and painless atonement inter-

vened between the immortal possession
of souls ! Better that it should end
thus : he had not sought this solution,
but he would not thrust it from him.

But, even as his mind accepted it,

and with a sense of perfect peace, he

heard Joseph's voice, saying,
" We

must shape our lives according to the

law which is above, not that which is

below us." Through .the air and the

water, on the very rock which now
overhung his head, he again saw Jo-

seph bending, and himself creeping
towards him with outstretched hand.

Ha ! who was the coward, now ? And
again Joseph spake, and his words

were :

" The very wrong that has come

upon us makes God necessary." God ?

Then how would God in his wisdom
fashion their future life ? Must they

sweep eternally, locked in an unsever-

ing embrace, like Paolo and Francesca,
around some dreary circle of Hell ? Or
must the manner of entering that life

together be the act to separate them

eternally ? Only the inevitable act

dare ask for pardon ;
but here, if not

will or purpose, was at least submission

without resistance ! Then it seemed to

him that Madeline's voice came again
to him, ringing like- a trumpet through
the waters, as she sang :

" Listen for dear honor's sake,

Goddess of the silver lak

Listen and save !
"

He pressed his lips to Mrs. Hope-
ton's unconscious brow, his heart say-

ing,
"
Never, never again !

" released

himself by a sudden, powerful effort,

seized her safely, as a practised swim-

mer, shot into light and air, and made
for the shallower side of the stream.

The upturned skiff was now within

reach, and all danger was over.

Who could guess that the crisis of

a soul had been reached and passed
in that breath of time under the sur-

face ? Julia's long, shrill scream had

scarcely come to an end
;
Mr. Hope-

ton, bewildered by his fall, was trying
to run towards them through water up
to his waist, and Lucy and Madeline

looked on, holding their breath in an

agony of suspense. In another mo-
ment Philip touched bottom, and rais-

ing Mrs. Hopeton in his arms, carried

her to the opposite bank.

She was faint and stunned, but not
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unconscious. She passively allowed

Philip to support her until Mr. Hope-
ton, struggling through the shallows,
drew near with an expression of in-

tense terror and concern on his broad

face. Then, breaking from Philip, she

half fell, half flung herself into his

arms, laid her head upon his shoulder,
and burst into a fit of hysterical weep-

ing.

Tears began to run down the honest

man's cheeks, and Philip, turning away,
busied himself with righting the boat

and recovering the oars.
" O my darling !

"
said Mr. Hopeton,

" what should I do if I had lost you ?
"

" Hold me, keep me, love me !

" she

cried. "
I must not leave you !

"

He held her in his arms, he kissed

her, he soothed her with endearing
words. She grew calm, lifted her head,
and looked in his eyes with a light
which he had never yet seen in them.

The man's nature was moved and
stirred : his lips trembled and the

tears still slowly trickled from his

eyes.
" Let me set you over !

"
Philip called

from the stream. " The boat is wet,
but then, neither of us are dry. We
have, fortunately, a good fire until the

carriage can be brought for Mrs. Hope-
ton, and your wine will be needed at

once."

They had no trout, nor indeed any
refreshment, except the wine. Philip
tried to rally the spirits of the party,
but Julia was the only one who at all

seconded his efforts : the others had
been too profoundly agitated. Mr. and
Mrs. Hopeton were grave ; it seemed

scarcely possible for them to speak,
and yet, as Lucy remarked with amaze-

ment, the faces of both were bright and
serene.

"
I shall never invoke another water-

nymph," said Madeline, as they were

leaving the spot.
" Yes !

"
Philip cried,

"
always in-

voke Sabrina, and the daughter of Lo-

crine will arise for you, as she arose

to-day."
" That is, not at all ?

"

"
No," said Philip,

" she arose."

CHAPTER XXI.

WHEN he set forth upon his journey,
Joseph had enough of natural shrewd-
ness to perceive that his own personal
interest in the speculation were better

kept secret. The position of the Ama-
ranth property, inserted like a wedge
between the Fluke and Chowder Com-
panies, was all the geography he need-
ed ; and he determined to assume the

character of a curious traveller, at

least for a day or two, to keep his

eyes and ears open, and learn as much
as might be possible to one outside the

concentric "
rings

" of oil operations.
He reached Corry without adventure,

and took passage in the train to Oil

City, intending to make the latter place
the starting-point of his investigations.
The car was crowded, and his compan-
ion on the seat was a keen, witty, red-

faced man, with an astonishing dia-

mond pin and a gold watch - chain

heavy enough to lift an anchor. He
was too restless, too full of "

operative
"

energy, to travel in silence, as is the

universal and most dismal American

habit; and before they passed three

stations he had extracted from Joseph
the facts that he was a stranger, that

he intended visiting the principal wells,

and that he might possibly (Joseph al-

lowing the latter point to be inferred)
be tempted to invest something, if the

aspects were propitious.
" You must be sure to take a look at

my wells," said the stranger; "not
that any of our stock is in the market,

it is never offered to the public, un-

less accidentally, but they will give

you an illustration of the magnitude
of the business. All wells, you know,
sink after a while to what some people
call the normal flowing capacity (we oil-

ers call it
' the everidge run

'),
and so

it was reported of ourn. But since

we've begun to torpedo them, it's

almost equal to the first tapping,

though I don't suppose it '11 hold out

so long."
" Are the torpedoes generally used ?

"

Joseph asked, in some surprise.
"
They 're generally tried, a/iyhow.
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The cute fellow who first hit upon the

idea meant to keep it dark, but the oil-

ers, you'll find, have got their teeth

skinned, and what they can't find out

is n't worth finding out ! Lord ! I tor-

pedoed my wells at midnight, and it

was n't a week before the Fluke was at

it, bustin' and bustin' all their dry au-

ger-holes !

"

" The what !
"

Joseph exclaimed.
" Fluke. Queer name, is n't it ? But

that's nothing : we have the Crinoli
,

the Pipsissaway, the Mud-Lark, and

the Sunburst, between us and Tide-

oute."
" What is the name of your company,

if I may ask?"
" About as queer as any of 'em, the

Chowder."

Joseph started, in spite of himself.

"It seems to me I have heard of that

company," he managed to say.
" O no doubt," replied the stranger.

"'Tis n't often quoted in the papers,
but it 's known. I 'm rather proud of

it, for I got it up. I was boring

boss, though at three dollars a day,
two years ago, and now I have my forty

thousand a year,
'
free of income tax,'

as the Insurance Companies say. But

then, where one is lucky like the

Chowder, a hundred busts."

Joseph rapidly collected himself,

while the man was speaking.
"

I

should very much like to see your

wells," he said. " Will you be there

in a day or two from now ? My name
is Asten, not that you have ever

heard of it before."
" Shall be glad to hear it again,

though, and to see you," said the man.
" My name is Blenkinsop."

Again it was all that Joseph could

do to restrain his astonishment.
"

I suppose you are the President of

the Chowder ?" he ventured to say.
"
Yes," Mr. Blenkinsop answered,

"since it 's a company. It was all mine

at the start, but I wanted capital, and I

had to work 'em."

"What other important companies
are there near you ?

"

" None of any account, except the

Fluke and the Depravity. They flow

tolerable now, after torpedoing. To be

sure, there are kites and catches with

all sorts o' names, the Pennyroyal,
the Ruby, the Wallholler (whatever
that is), and the Amaranth, ha, ha !

"

"
I think I have heard of the Ama-

ranth," Joseph mildly remarked.
" Lord ! are you bit, already ?

" Mr.

Blenkinsop exclaimed, fixing his small,

sharp eyes on Joseph's face.

"I I really don't know what you
mean."

" No offence : I thought it likely,

that 's all. The Amaranth is Kanuck's
'

last dodge. He keeps mighty close,

but if he don't feather his nest in a

hurry, at somebody's expense, / ain't

no judge o' men !

"

Joseph did not dare to mention the

Amaranth again. He parted with Mr.

Blenkinsop at Tarr Farm, and went on
to Oil City, where he spent a day in

unprofitable wanderings, and then set

out up the river, first to seek the

Chowder wells, and afterwards to as-

certain whether there was any peren-
nial beauty in the Amaranth.

The first thing which he remarked
was the peculiar topography of the re-

gion. The Chowder property was a

sloping bottom, gradually rising from

the river to a range of high hills a

quarter of a mile in the rear. Just
above this point the river made a

sharp horseshoe bend, washing the

foot of the hills for a considerable dis-

tance, and then curving back again,
with a second tract of bottom-land be-

yond. On the latter, he was informed,
the Fluke wells were located. The in-

ference was therefore irresistible that

the Amaranth Company must be the

happy possessor of the lofty section

of hills dividing the two.
" Do they get oil up there ?

" he

asked of Blenkinsop's foreman, point-

ing to the ragged, barren heights.
"
They may get skunk oil, or rattle-

snake oil," the man answered. " Them
'11 do to peddle, but you can't fill tanks

with 'em. I hear they 've got a com-

pany for that place, th' Amaranth,

they call it, but any place '11 do for

derned fools. Why, look 'ee here !
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We Ve got seven hundred feet to bore :

now, jest put twelve hundred more

atop o' that, and guess whether they
can even pump oil, with the Chowder
and Fluke both sides of 'em ! But it

does for green 'uns, as well as any other

place."

Joseph laughed, a most feeble, un-

natural, ridiculous laugh.
"

I '11 walk over, that way, to the

Fluke," he said. "I should,like to see

how such things are managed."
" Then be a little on your guard with

Kanuck, if you meet him," the man

good-naturedly advised. " Don't ask

him too many questions.''
It was a hot, wearisome climb to the

timber-skeletons on the summit (more
like gibbets than anything else), which
denoted shafts to the initiated as well

as the ignorant eye. There were a

dozen or more, but all were deserted.

Joseph wandered from one to the

other, asking himself, as he inspected

each,
" Is this the splendid specula-

tion ?
" What was there in that miser-

able, shabby, stony region, a hundred
acres of which would hardly pasture
a cow, whence wealth should come ?

Verily, as stony and as barren were

the natures of the men, who on this

wretched basis built their cheating
schemes !

A little farther on he came to a deep
ravine, cleaving the hills in twain.

There was another skeleton in its bed,
but several shabby individuals were

gathered about it, the first sign of

life or business he had yet discovered.

He hastened down the steep decliv-

ity, the warning of the Chowder fore-

man recurring to his mind, yet it

seemed so difficult to fix his policy in

advance that he decided to leave every-

thing to chance. As he approached he
saw that the men were laborers, with

the exception of a tall, lean individual,
who looked like an unfortunate clergy-
man. He had a sallow face, lighted by
small, restless, fiery eyes, which re-

minded Joseph, when they turned upon
him, of those of a black snake. His

greeting was cold and constrained, and
his manner said plainly,

" The sooner

you leave, the better I shall be satis-

fied."
" This is a rough country for walk-

ing," said Joseph ;

" how much farther

is it to the Fluke wells ?
"

"
Just a bit," said one of the work-

men.

Joseph took a seat on a stone, with
the air of one who needed rest. " This

well, I suppose," he remarked, "belongs
to the Amaranth ?

"

" Who told you so ?
" asked the lean,

dark man.
"
They said, below at the Chowder,

that the Amaranth was up here."
" Did Blenkinsop send you this

way ?
" the man asked again.

"
Nobody sent me," Joseph replied.

"I am a stranger, taking a look at the

oil country. I have never before been
in this part of the State."

"
May I ask your name ?

"

"
Asten," said Joseph, unthinkingly.

" Asten ! I think I know where that

name belongs. Let me see."

The man pulled out a large dirty en-

velope from his breast-pocket, ran over

several papers, unfolded one, and pres-

ently asked,

"Joseph Asten?"
"Yes." (Joseph set his teeth, and

silently cursed his want of forethought.)
"
Proprietor of ten thousand dollars'

worth of stock in the Amaranth ! Who
sent you here ?

"

His tone, though meant to be calm,
was fierce and menacing. Joseph rose,

scanned the faces of the workmen, who
listened with a malicious curiosity, and

finally answered with a candor which
seemed to impress, while it evidently

disappointed the questioner :

" No one sent me, and no one, be-

yond my own family, knows that I am
here. I am a farmer, not a speculator.
I was induced to take the stock from

representations which have not been

fulfilled, and which, I am now con-

vinced, never will be fulfilled. My
habit is, when I cannot get the truth

from others, to ascertain it for myself.
I presume you are Mr. Kanuck ?

"

The man did not answer immedi-

ately, but the quick, intelligent glance
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of one of the workmen showed Joseph
that his surmise was 'correct. Mr. Ka-

nuck conversed apart with the men, ap-

parently giving private orders, and then

said, with a constrained civility :

" If you are bound for the Fluke, Mr.

Asten, I will join you. I am also go-

ing in that direction, and we can talk

on the way."

They toiled up the opposite side of

the ravine in silence. When they had

reached the top and taken breath, Mr.

Kanuck commenced :

"
I must infer that you have little

faith in anything being realized from

the Amaranth. Any man, ignorant of

the technicalities of boring, might be

discouraged by the external appearance
of things ; and I shall therefore not

endeavor to explain to you my grounds
of hope, unless you will agree to join

me for a month or two and become

practically acquainted with the locality

and the modes of labor."
" That is unnecessary," Joseph re-

plied.

"You being a farmer, of course I

could not expect it. On the other

hand, I think I can appreciate your,

disappointment, if we must call it so,

and I should be willing, under certain

conditions, to save you, not from posi-

tive loss, because I do not admit the

possibility of that, but from what, at

present, may seem loss to you. Do I

make my meaning clear ?
"

"
Entirely," Joseph replied, "except

as to the conditions."
" We are dealing on the square, I

take it ?
"

"Of course."
"
Then," said Mr. Kanuck, I need

only intimate to you how important
it is that I should develop our pros-

pects. To do this, the faith of the

principal stockholders must not be dis-

turbed,' otherwise the funds without

which the prospects cannot be devel-

oped may fail me at the critical mo-
ment. Your hasty and unintelligent

impressions, if expressed in a reckless

manner, might do much to bring about

such a catastrophe. I must therefore

stipulate that you keep such impres-

sions to yourself. Let me speak to

you, as man to man, and ask you if

your expressions, not being founded

on knowledge, would be honest ? So
far from it, you will be bound, in all

fairness, in consideration of my releas-

ing you and restoring you what you
have ventured, to adopt and dissemi-

nate the views of an expert, namely,
mine."

" Let me put it into fewer words,"
said Joseph.

" You will buy my stock,

repaying me what I have disbursed, if,

on my return, I say nothing of what

I have seen, and express my perfect

faith (adopting your views) in the suc-

cess of the Amaranth ?
"

" You have stated the conditions a

little barely, perhaps, but not incorrect-

ly. I only ask for perfect fairness, as

between man and man."
" One question, first, Mr. Kanuck.

Does Mr. Blessing know the real pros-

pects of the Amaranth ?"
" No man more thoroughly, I assure

you, Mr. Asten. Indeed, without Mr.

Blessing's enthusiastic concurrence in

the enterprise, I doubt whether we
could have carried the work so far to-

wards success. His own stock, I may
say to you, since we understand each

other, was earned by his efforts. If

you know him intimately, you know
also that he has no visible means

of support But he has what is much
more important to us, a thorough

knowledge of men and their means."

He rubbed his hands, and laughed

softly. They had been walking rapidly

during the conversation, and now came

suddenly upon the farthest crest of the

hills, where the ridge fell away to the

bottom occupied by the Fluke wells.

Both paused at this point.
" On the square, then !

" said Mr.

Kanuck, offering his hand. " Tell me
where you will be to-morrow morning,
and our business can be settled in five

minutes. You will carry out your part

of the bargain, as man to man, when

you find that I carry out mine."
" Do you take me for an infernal

scoundrel ?
" cried Joseph, boiling over

with disgust and rage.



1 870.] Joseph and his Friend.
143

Mr. Kanuck stepped back a pace or

two. His sallow face became livid, and

there was murder in his eyes. He put
his hand into his breast, and Joseph,

facing him, involuntarily did the same.

Not until long afterwards, when other

experiences had taught him the signifi-

cance of the movement, did he remem-
ber what it then meant.

" So ! that 's your game, is it ?
"

his

antagonist said, hissing the words

through his teeth.
" A spy, after all !

Or a detective, perhaps ? I was a fool

to trust a milk-and-water face : but one

thing I tell you, you may get away,
but come back again if you dare !

"

Joseph said nothing, but gazed steadi-

ly in the man's eyes, and did not move
from his position so long as he was

within sight. Then, breathing deeply,
as if relieved from the dread of an un-

known danger, he swiftly descended

the hill.

That evening, as he sat in the bar-

room of a horrible shanty (called a

hotel), farther up the river, he noticed a

pair of eyes fixed intently upon him :

they belonged to one of the workmen
in the Amaranth ravine. The man
made an almost imperceptible signal,

and left the room. Joseph followed

him.
" Hush !

"
whispered the former.

" Don't come back to the hill
;
and get

away from* here to-morrow morning, if

you can !

" with these words he darted

off and disappeared in the darkness.

The counsel was unnecessary. Jo-

seph, with all his inexperience of the

world, saw plainly that his only alter-

natives were loss or connivance.

Nothing was to be gained by following
the vile business any further. He took

the earliest possible train, and by the

afternoon of the following day found

himself again in the city.

He# was conscious of no desire to

meet Mr. Blessing, yet the pressure of

his recent experience seemed to drive

him irresistibly in that direction. When
he rang the bell, it was with the hope
that he should find nobody at home.

Mr. Blessing, however, answered the

summons, and after the first expres-

sion of surprise ushered him into the

parlor.
"

I am quite alone," he said ;

" Mrs.

Blessing is passing the evening with

her sister, Mrs. Woollish, and Clemen-
tina is still at Long Branch. I believe

it is as good as settled that we are to

lose her ; at least, she has written to

inquire the extent of my available

funds, which, in her case is tantamount

to very much more."

Joseph determined to avoid all di-

gressions, and insist on the Amaranth

speculation, once for all, being clearly
discussed. He saw that his father-

in-law became more uneasy and ex-

cited as he advanced in the story of

his journey, and, when it was con-

cluded, did not seem immediately pre-

pared to reply. His suspicions, al-

ready aroused by Mr. Kanuck's expres-

sions, were confirmed, and a hard, re-

lentless feeling of hostility took posses-
sion of his heart.

"
I I really must look into this,"

Mr. Blessing stammered, at last. "It

seems incredible : pardon me, but I

would doubt the statements, did they
come from other lips than yours. It is

as if I had nursed a dove in my bosom,
and unexpectedly found it to be-a a

basilisk !

"

"
It can be no serious loss to you,"

said Joseph,
" since you received your

stock in return for services."
" That is true : I was not thinking

of myself. The real sting of the cock-

atrice is, that I have innocently misled

you."
" Yet I understood you to say that

you had ventured your all ?
"

"My All of hope my All of ex-

pectation !

" Mr. Blessing cried. "
I

dreamed I had overtaken the rainbow

at last ; but this this is senna

quassia aloes ! My nature is so con-

fiding that I accept the possibilities of

the future as present realities, and

build upon them as if they were Quincy

granite. And yet, with all my expe-

rience, my acknowledged sagacity, my
acquaintance with the hidden laby-

rinths of finance, it seems impossible

that I can be so deceived ! There
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must be some hideous misunderstand-

ing : I have calculated all the elements,

prognosticated all the planetary as-

pects, so to speak, and have not found

a whisper of failure !

"

" You omitted one very important

element," Joseph said.

"What is that? I might have em-

ployed a detective, it is true
"

" No !

"
Joseph replied.

" Hones-

ty !"

Mr. Blessing fell back in his chair,

weeping bitterly.
"

I deserve this !

" he exclaimed.
"

I will not resent it. I forgive you in

advance of the time when you shall rec-

ognize my sincere, my heartfelt wish to

serve you ! Go, go : let me not recrim-

inate ! I meant to be, and still mean
to be, your friend : but spare my too

confiding child !

"

Without a word of good by, Joseph
took his hat and hastened from the

house. At every step the abyss of

dishonesty seemed to open deeper be-

fore his feet. Spare the too confiding
child ! Father and daughter were
alike : both mean, both treacherous,
both unpardonably false to him.

With such feelings he left the city,

next morning, and made his way home-
wards.

Bayard Taylor.

THE ENGLISH GOVERNESS AT THE SIAMESE COURT.

IV.

THE city of Bangkok is commonly
supposed to have inherited the

name of the ancient capital, Ayudia ;

but in the royal archives, to which I have

had free access, it is given as Krung
Thepha Maha-Nakhon Si-ayut-thia Ma-
lia-dilok-Racha-than i,

" The City of

the Royal, Invincible, and Beautiful

Archangel." It is ramparted with walls

within and without, which divide it

into an inner and an outer city, the

inner wall being thirty feet high, and
flanked with circular forts mounted
with cannon, making a respectable
show of defence. Centre of all, the

heart of the citadel, is the grand palace,

encompassed by a third wall, which

encloses only the royal edifice, the

harems, the temple of Watt Phra

Ke'ou, and the Maha Phrasat.

The Maha Phrasat is an immense
structure of quadrangular fa9ades, sur-

mounted by a tall spire of very chaste

and harmonious design. It is conse-

crated
;
and here dead sovereigns of

Siam lie in state, waiting twelve months
for their cremation

; here also their

ashes are deposited in urns of gold,

after that fiery consummation. In the

Maha Phrasat the supreme king is

crowned and all court ceremonies per-
formed. On certain high holidays and
occasions of state, the high-priest ad-

ministers here a sort of mass, at which

the whole court attend, even the chief

ladies of the harem, who, behind heavy
curtains of silk and gold that hang from

the ceiling to the floor, whisper and

giggle and peep and chew betel, and

have the wonted little raptures of their

sex over furtive, piquant glimpses of

the world ;
for despite the strict con-

finement and jealous surveillance to

which they are subject, the outer life,

with all its bustle, passion, and ro-

mance, will now and then steal, like a

vagrant, curious ray of light, into the

heart's darkness of these tabooed wo-

men, thrilling their childish minds with

eager wonderment and formless long-

ings.
Within these walls lurked lately fugi-

tives of every class, profligates from all

quarters of the city, to whom discovery
was death

; but here their
"
sanctuary

"

was impenetrable. Here were women
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disguised as men, and men in the at-

tire of women, hiding vice of every
vileness and crime of every enormity,
at once the most

disgusting, the most

appalling, and the most unnatural,

that the heart of man has conceived.

It was death in life, a charnel-house of

quick corruption ; a place of gloom and

solitude indeed, wherefrotn happiness,

hope, courage, liberty, truth, were- for-

ever excluded and only mother's love

was left.

The king
* was the disk of light and

life round which these strange flies

swarmed. Most of the women who com-

posed his harem were of gentle blood,

the fairest of the daughters of Siamese

nobles, and of princes of the adjacent

tributary states ; the late queen consort

was his own half-sister. Beside many
choice Chinese and Indian girls, pur-
chased annually for the royal harem by
agents stationed at Peking, Foo-chou,
and different points in Bengal, enor-

mous sums were offered, year after

year, through
" solicitors

"
at Bangkok

and Singapore, for an Englishwoman
of beauty and good parentage, to crown

the collection
;
but when I took my

leave of Bangkok, in 1868, the coveted

specimen had not yet appeared in the

market. The cunn\^gcommissiotinaires
contrived to keep their places and make
a living by sending his Majesty, now
and then, a piquant photograph of some
British Nourmahal of the period, freshly

caught, and duly shipped, in good order

for the harem ; but the goods never

arrived.

Had the king's tastes been Gallic,

his requisition might have been filled.

I remember a score of genuine offers

from French demoiselles, who enclosed

their caries in billets more surprising
and enterprising than any other "

pro-

posals
"

it was my office to translate.

But his whimsical Majesty entertained

a lively horror of French intrigue,

whether of priests, consuls, or lionnes;

and stood in vigilant fear of being be-

* All that is here written applies to Maha Mong-
kut, the supreme king, who died October, 1868;

not to his successor (and my pupil), the present

king.
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guiled, through one of these adventur-

ous sirens, into fathering the innova-

tion of a Franco-Siamese heir to the

throne of the celestial Phra-batts.

The king, as well as most of the

principal members of his household,
rose at five in the morning, and imme-

diately partook of a slight repast, served

by the ladies who had been in waiting

through the night ; after which, at-

tended by them and his sisters and
elder children, he descended and took

his station on a long strip of matting,
laid from one of the gates through all

the avenues to another. On his Maj-

esty's left were ranged, first, his chil-

dren in the order of rank; then the

princesses, his sisters ; and lastly, his

concubines, his maids of honor, and

their slaves. Before each was placed
a large silver tray containing offerings

of boiled rice, fruit, cakes, and the seri

leaf; some even had cigars.

A little after five, the Patoon Dhar-

mina (" Gate of Merit," called by the

populace
" Patoo Boon ") was thrown

open and the Amazons of the guard
drawn up on either side. Then the

priests entered, always by that gate,

one hundred and ninety-nine of them,
escorted on the right and left by men
armed with swords and clubs, and as

they entered they chanted :
" Take thy

meat, but think it dust! Eat but to

live, and but to know thyself, and what

thou art below ! And say withal unto

thy heart,
?

t is earth I eat, that to the

earth I may new life impart."
Then the chief priest, who led the

procession, advanced with downcast

eyes and lowly mien, and very simply

presented his bowl (slung from his

neck by a cord, and until that moment

quite hidden under the folds of his yel-

low robe) to the members of the royal ,

household, who offered their fruit or

cakes, or their spoons full of rice or

sweetmeats. In like manner did all

his brethren. If, by any chance, one

before whom a tray was placed was not

ready and waiting with an offering, no

priest stopped, but all continued to ad-

vance slowly, taking only what was

freely offered, without thanks or even
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a look of acknowledgment, until the

end of the royal train was reached,

when the procession retired, chanting
as before, by the gate called Duin, or

in the Court language Prithri,
" Gate of

Earth."

After this, the king and all his com-

pany repaired to his private temple,

Watt Sasmiras Manda -
thung,

* so

called because it was dedicated by his

Majesty to the memory of his mother.

This is an edifice of unique and charm-

ing beauty, decorated throughout by
artists from Japan, who have repre-

sented on the walls, in designs as di-

verse and ingenious as they are cost-

ly, the numerous metempsychoses of

Buddha.

Here his Majesty ascended alone the

steps of the altar, rang a bell to an-

nounce the hour of devotion, lighted
the consecrated tapers, and offered the

white lotus and the roses. Then he

spent an hour in prayer, and in reading
texts from the Phrajana Paramita and

the Phra-ti-Mok-sha.

This service over, he retired for an-

other nap, attended by a fresh detail of

women, those who had waited the

night before being dismissed, not to be

recalled for a month, or at least a fort-

night, save as a peculiar mark of pref-

erence or favor to some one who had

had the good fortune to please or amuse

him
; but most of that party voluntarily

waited upon him every afternoon.

At two o'clock he rose again, and

with the aid of his women bathed and

anointed his person. Then he de-

scended to a breakfast-chamber, where
he was served with the most substan^

tiai meal of the day Here he chatted

with his favorites among the wives and

concubines, and caressed his children,

taking them in his arms, embracing

them, plying them with puzzling or

funny questions, and making droll

faces at the babies : the more agreea-
ble the mother, the dearer the child.

The love of children was the constant

and hearty virtue of this forlorn despot.

They appealed to him by their beauty
and their trustfulness, they refreshed

* "
Temple in Memory of Mother."

him with the bold innocence of their

ways, so frolicsome, graceful, and

quaint.
From this delusive scene of domes-

tic condescension and kindliness he

passed to his hall of audience to con-

sider official matters. Twice a week
at sunset he appeared at one of the

gates of the palace, to hear the com-

plaints and petitions of the poorest of

his subjects, who at no other time or

place could reach his ear. It was

most pitiful to see the helpless, awe-

stricken wretches, prostrate and abject

as toads, many too terrified to present
the precious petition after all.

At nine he retired to his private

apartments, whence issued immediate-

ly peculiar domestic bulletins, in which

were named the women whose pres-

ence he particularly desired, in addi-

tion to those whose turn it was to

"wait" that night.

And twice a week he held a secret

council or court, at midnight. Of the

proceedings of those dark and terrify-

ing sittings I can, of course, give no

exact account I permit myself to

speak only of those things which were

but too plain to one who lived for six

years in or near the palace.

In Siam the king Maha Mongkut
especially is not merely enthroned, he

is enshrined. To the nobility he is

omnipotence, and to the rabble mys-

tery. Since the occupation of the

country by the Jesuits, many foreign-

ers have fancied that the government
is becoming more and more silent, in-

sidious, secretive ;
and that this mid-

night council is but the expression of

a "
policy of stifling." It is an inquisi-

tion, not overt, audacious, like that of

Rome, but nocturnal, invisible, subtle,

ubiquitous, like that of Spain ; proceed-

ing without witnesses or warning ; kid-

napping a subject, not arresting him,

and then incarcerating, chaining, tor-

turing him, to extort confession or

denunciation. If any Siamese citizen

utter one word against the " San

Luang," the royal judges, and escape,

forthwith his house is sacked and his

wife and children kidnapped. Should
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he be captured, he is brought to secret

trial, to which no one is admitted who is

not in the patronage and confidence of

the royal judges. In themselves the

laws are tolerable, but in their opera-

tion they are frustrated or circumvented

by arbitrary and capricious power in

the king, or craft or cruelty in the coun-

cil. No one not initiated in the mys-
tic stances of the San Luang can de-

pend upon Siamese law for justice.

No man will consent to appear there

even as a true witness, save for large

reward. The citizen who would enjoy,

safe from legal plunder, his private in-

come, must be careful to find a patron
and protector in the king, the prime

minister, or some other formidable

friend at court. Spies in the employ
of the San Luang penetrate into every

family of wealth and influence. Every
citizen suspects and fears always his

neighbor, sometimes his wife. On
more than one occasion when, vexed

by some act of the king's, more than

usually wanton and unjust, I instinc-

tively gave expression to my feelings

by word or look in the presence of cer-

tain officers and courtiers, I observed

that they rapped, or tapped, in a pecu-
liar and stealthy manner. This I af-

terward discovered was one of the

secret signs of the San Luang ;
and

the warning signal was addressed to

me, because they imagined that I also

was a member of the council.

En passant : a word as to the ordi-

nary and familiar costumes of the pal-
ace. Men and women alike wear a

sort of kilt, like the pu'sho of the Bir-

mans, with a short upper tunic, over

which the women draw a broad silk

scarf, which is closely bound round the

chest and descends in long, waving
folds almost to the feet. Neither sex

wear any covering on the head. The
uniform of the Amazons of the harem
is green and gold, and that of the sol-

diers scarlet and purple.
There are usually four meals : break-

fast about sunrise ;
a sort of tiffin at

noon
; a more substantial repast in the

afternoon
;
and supper after the busi-

ness of the day is over. Wine and tea

are drunk freely, and perfumed liquors
are used by the wealthy. An indispen-
sable preparation for polite repast is by
bathing and anointing the body. When
guests are invited, the sexes are never

brought together; for Siamese women
of rank very rarely appear in strange

company ; they are confined to remote

and unapproachable halls and cham-

bers, where nothing human, being male,

may ever enter. The convivial enter-

tainments of the Court are usually given
on occasions of public devotion, and
form a part of these.

The fact is remarkable, that though
education in its higher degrees is

popularly neglected in Siam, there is

scarcely a man or woman in the

empire who cannot read and write.

Though a vain people, they are nei-

ther bigoted nor shallow ; and I think

the day is not far off when the en-

lightening influences applied to them,
and accepted through their willingness,
not only to receive instruction from

Europeans, but even to adopt in a

measure their customs and their habits

of thought, will raise them to the rank

of a superior nation.

The language of this people advan-

ces but slowly in the direction of gram-
matical perfection. Like many other

Oriental tongues, it was at first purely

monosyllabic ; but as the Pali or San-

skrit has been liberally engrafted on it,

polysyllabic words have been formed.

Its pronouns and particles are peculiar,

its idioms few and simple, its meta-

phors very obvious. It is copious to

redundancy in terms expressive of

royalty, rank, dignity ;
in fact, a dis-

tinct phraseology is required in address-

ing personages of exalted station. Rep-
etitions of word and phrase are affected

rather than shunned ;
sententious brev-

ity and simplicity of expression be-

long to the pure spirit of the language,
and when employed impart to it much

dignity and beauty. But there is no

standard of orthography, nor any gram-

mar, and but few rules of universal ap-

plication. Every Siamese writer spells

to please himself, and the pfcrism of
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one is the slang or gibberish of an-

other.

The Siamese write from left to right,

the words running together in a line

unbroken by spaces, points, or capi-

tals ;
so that, as in ancient Sanskrit,

an entire paragraph appears as one

protracted word,

"That, like a wouiided snake, drags its slow length

along."

When not written with a reed on dark

native paper, the characters are en-

graved with a stile (of brass or iron,

one end sharp for writing, the other

flat for erasing) on palm-leaves pre-

pared for the purpose.
In all parts of the empire the boys

are taught by priests to read, write, and

cipher. Every monastery is provided

with a library, more or less standard.

The more elegant books are composed
of tablets of ivory, or of palmyra leaves

delicately prepared ; the characters en-

graved on these are gilt, the margins
and edges adorned with heavy gilding,

or with flowers in bright colors.

The literature of the Siamese deals

principally with religious topics. The
44

Kammarakya," or Buddhist Ritual,

a work for the priesthood only, and

therefore, like others of the Vinnaya,
little known, contains the vital ele-

ments of the Buddhist Moral Code,

and, per se, is perfect ;
on this point

all writers, whether partial or captious,

are of one mind. Spence Hardy, a

Wesleyan missionary, speaking of that

part of the work entitled " Dhamma-
Padam," * which is freely taught in the

schools attached to the monasteries,

admits that a compilation might be

made from its precepts, "which in the

purity of its ethics could hardly be

equalled from any other heathen au-

thor."

M. Laboulaye, one of the most dis-

tinguished members of the French

Academy, remarks, in the Dtbats of

April 4, 1853, on a work known by the

title of " Dharmna Maitree," or " Law
of Charity":

"It is difficult to comprehend how

men, not aided by revelation, could

*
Properly Dharmna,

"
Footsteps of the Law."

have soared so high and approached
so near the truth. Besides the five

great commandments, not to kill, not

to steal, not to commit adultery, not to

lie, not to get drunk, every shade

of vice, hypocrisy, anger, pride, suspi-

cion, greed, gossip, cruelty to animals,
is guarded against by special precepts.

Among the virtues commended we find,

not only reverence for parents, care for

children, submission to authority, grati-

tude, moderation in time of prosperity,

resignation and fortitude in time of

trial, equanimity at all times, but vir-

tues unknown to any heathen system
of morality, such as the duty of for-

giving insults and of rewarding evil

with good."
All virtues, we are told, spring from

maitrij and this maitri can only be

rendered by charity and love.
"

I do not hesitate," says Burnouf, in

his Lotus de la Bonne Loi,
" to trans-

late by
'

charity
' the word mailrt, which

does not express friendship, or the

feeling of particular affection which a

man has for one or more of his fellow-

creatures, but that universal feeling

which inspires us with good-will to-

ward all men and a constant willing-

ness to help them."

I may here add the testimony of

Barthe'lemy Saint-Hilaire. "
I do not

hesitate to add," he writes,
"
that, save

Christ alone, there is not among the

founders of religion a figure more pure,
more touching, than that of Buddha.

His life is without blemish ;
his con-

stant heroism equals his conviction;

and if the theory he extols is false, the

personal examples he affords are irre-

proachable. He is the accomplished
model of all the virtues he preaches ;

his abnegation, his charity, his unalter-

able sweetness, never belie themselves.

At the age of twenty-nine he retires

from the court of the king, his father,

to become a devotee and a beggar.
He silently prepares his doctrine by six

years of seclusion and meditation. He
propagates it, by the unaided power of

speech and persuasion, for more than

half a century ;
and when he dies in

the arms of his disciples, it is with the
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serenity of a sage who has practised

goodness all his life, and knows that

he has found Truth."

Another work, as sacred and more

mystic, is the "
Parajika," read in the

temples with closed doors by the chief

priests exclusively, and only to such

devotees as have entered the monastic

schools for life.

Then there are the "
P'ra-jana-Para-

f mita," the "
Accomplishment of Rea-

son," or "Transcendental Wisdom,"
and other works in abstruse philosophy.
The " Lalita Vistara " contains the life

of Buddha, and is esteemed the high-
est authority as to the more remarkable

events in the career of the great reform-

er. The "
Saddharma-pundikara

"
(or

pundariki in Ceylon), "The White
Lotus of the True Religion," presents
the incidents of Buddha's life in the

form of legend and fable.

The "
Ganda-Veyuha," but little

known, consists of remarkable and

very beautiful forms of prayer and

thanksgiving, with psalms of praise ad-

dressed to the Perfection of the Infinite

and to the Invisible, by Sakya Muni,
the Buddha. The " Nirwana "

treats

of the end of material existence, and

is universally read and highly esteemed

by Buddhists, as a treatise of rare merit.

But the most important parts of the

theological study of the Siamese priest-

hood are found in a work revered under

the titles of " Tautras " and " Kala-

Chakara," that is, "Circles of Time,

Matter, Space
"

; probably a transla-

tion of the Sanskrit symbolic word,

Om, "Circle." There are twenty-two

volumes, treating exclusively of mystics
and mystical worship.
The libraries of the monasteries are

rich in works on the theory and practice
of medicine

; but very poor in histori-

cal books, the few preserved dealing

mainly with the lives and actions of

Siamese rulers, oddly associated with

the genii and heroes of the Hindoo

mythology. Like the early historians

of Greece and Rome, the writers are

careful to furnish a particular account

of all signs, omens, and predictions

relating to the several events recorded.

They possess also a few translated

works in Chinese history.
The late king was an authority on

all questions of religion, law, and cus-

tom, and was familiar with the writings
of Pythagoras and Aristotle.

The Siamese have an extravagant
fondness for the drama, and for poetry
of every kind. In all, the lyric form

predominates, and their compositions
are commonly adapted for instrumen-

tal accompaniment. Their dramatic

entertainments are mainly musical,

combining rudely the opera with the

ballet, monotonous singing and list-

less, mechanical dancing. Dialogues
are occasionally introduced, the favor-

ite subjects being passages from the

Hindoo Avatars, the epic
"
Ramayana,"

and the "
Mahabharata," or from leg-

ends, peculiar to Siam, of gods, heroes,
and demons. Throughout their litera-

ture, mythology is the all-pervading
element ; history, science, arts, cus-

toms, conversation, opinion, doctrine,

are alike colored and flavored with it.

With so brief and meagre a sketch

of the literature of Siam, I would fain

prepare the reader to appreciate the

peculiarities of an English classical

school in the Royal Palace at Bang-
kok. In Siam, all schools, literary

societies, monasteries, even factories,

all intellectual and progressive enter-

prises of whatever nature and intention,

are opened and begun on Thursday,
" One P'ra Hatt "

;
because that day is

sacred to the goddess of Mind or Wis-

dom, probably the Hindoo Saraswati.

On the Thursday appointed for the

opening of my classes in the palace,

one of the king's barges conveyed us

across the Meinam. At the landing I

was met by slave-girls, who conducted

me to the palace through the gate
called Patoo Sap,

" Gate of Knowledge."
Here I was received by some Amazons,
who in turn gave notice to other slave-

girls waiting to escort us to a pavilion, or

more correctly temple, dedicated to the

wives and daughters of Siam.* The

profound solitude of this refuge, em-

* Watt Khoon Choom Manda Thai, "Temple
of the Mothers of the Free."
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bowered in its twilight grove of orange
and palm trees, was strangely tranquilliz-

ing. The religion of the place seemed

to overcome us, as we waited among
the tall, gilded pillars of the temple.

On one side was an altar, enriched with

some of the most curious and precious

offerings of art to be found in the East.

There was a gilded rostrum also, from

which the priests daily officiated ; and

near by, on the summit of a curiously

carved trunk of an old Bho-tree,* the

goddess of Mind presided.

The floor of this beautiful temple
was a somewhat gaudy mosaic, of varie-

gated marble and precious stones ;
but

the gilded pillars, the friezes that sur-

mounted them, and the vaulted roof of

gilded arabesque, seemed to tone down
the whole to their own chaste harmony
of design.

In the centre of the temple stood a

long table, finely carved, and some gilt

chairs. The king and most of the no-

bler ladies of the court were present,

with a few of the chief priests, among
whom I recognized for the first time

his Lordship Chow Khoon San.

His Majesty received me and my
little boy most kindly. After an inter-

val of silence he clapped his hands

lightly, and instantly the lower hall was

filled with female slaves. A word or

two, dropped from his lips, bowed every

head, and dispersed the attendants.

But they presently returned laden, some
with boxes containing books, slates,

pens, pencils, and ink ; others with

lighted tapers, and vases filled with the

white lotus, which they set down before

the gilded chairs.

At a signal from the king, the priests

chanted a hymn from the "
P'ra-jana

Paramita "
; f and then a burst of music

announced the entrance of the prin-

ces and princesses, my future pupils.

They advanced in the order of their

ages. The Princess Ying You Wah-
lacks (" First-born among Women ")

having precedence, approached and

* The sacred tree under which Guadama dis-

coursed with his disciples.

t "Accomplishment of Reason," or "Transcen-
dental Wisdom."

prostrated herself before her royal fa-

ther, the others following her example.
I admired the beauty of her skin, the

delicacy of her form, and the subdued
lustre of her dreamy eyes. The king
took her gently by the hand, and pre-
sented me to her, saying simply,

" The

English teacher." Her greeting was

quiet and self-possessed. Taking both

my hands, she bowed, and touched

them with her forehead ; then, at a

word from the king, retired to her place
on the right. One by one, in like

manner, all the royal children were pre-

sented and saluted me ; and the music

ceased.

His Majesty then spoke briefly, to

this effect :

" Dear children, as this is

to be an English school, you will have to

learn and observe the English modes
of salutation, address, conversation, and

etiquette ; and each and every one ofyou
shall be at liberty to sit in my presence,
unless it be .your own pleasure not to

do so." The children all bowed, and

touched their foreheads with their

folded hands, in acquiescence.
Then his Majesty departed with the

priests ; and the moment he was fairly

out of sight the ladies of the court ber

gan, with .much noise and confusion,

to ask questions, turn over the leaves

of books, and chatter and giggle to-

gether. Of course no teaching was

possible in such a din ; my young
princes and princesses disappeared in

the arms of their nurses and slaves ; and

I retired to my apartments in the Prime

Minister's palace. But the serious

business of my school began on the

following Thursday.
On that day a crowd of half-naked

children followed me and my Louis to

the palace gates, where our guide gave
us in charge to a consequential female

slave, at whose request the ponderous

portal was opened barely wide enough
to admit one person at a time. On

entering we were jealously scrutinized

by the Amazonian guard, and a "
high

private
"

questioned the propriety of

admitting my boy ;
whereat a general

tittering, and we passed on. We ad-

vanced through the noiseless oval door,



1870.] The English Governess at the Siamese Court.

and entered the dim, cool pavilion, in

the centre of which the tables were ar-

ranged for school. Away flew several

venerable dames who had awaited our

arrival, and in about an hour returned,

bringing with them twenty-one scions

of Siamese royalty, to be initiated in

the mysteries of reading, writing, and

arithmetic, after the European, and es-

pecially the English manner.

It was not long before my scholars

were ranged in chairs around the long

table, with Webster's far-famed spell-

ing-books before them, repeating audi-

bly after me the letters of the alphabet.

While I stood at one end of the table,

my little Louis at the other, mounted

on a chair, the better to command his

division, mimicked me with a fidelity

of tone and manner very quaint and -

charming. Patiently his small finger

pointed out to his class the characters

so strange to them, and not yet perfect-

ly familiar to himself.

About noon, a number of young wo-

men were brought to me, to be taught
like the rest. I received them sympa-

thetically, at the same time making a

memorandum of their names in a book
of my own. This created a general
and lively alarm, which it was not in

my power immediately to allay, my
knowledge of their language being con-

fined to a few simple sentences
;
but

when at last their courage and confi-

dence were restored, they began to take

observations and an inventory of me
that were by no means agreeable. They
fingered my hair and dress, my collar,

belt, and rings. One donned my hat

and cloak, and made a promenade of

the pavilion; another pounced upon
my gloves and veil, and disguised her-

self in them, to the great delight of the

little ones, who laughed boisterously.
A grim duenna, who had heard the

noise, bustled wrathfully into the pa-
vilion. Instantly hat, cloak, veil, gloves,
were flung right and left, and the young
women dropped on the floor, repeating

shrilly, like truant urchins caught in

the act, their "
ba, be, bi, bo."

One who seemed the infant phe-
nomenon of the Royal harem, so juve-

nile and artless were her looks and

ways, despising a performance so ru-

dimentary as the a, b, c, demanded to

be steered at once into the mid-ocean of

the book
; but when I left her without

pilot in an archipelago of hard words,
she soon showed signals of distress.

At the farther end of the table, bend-

ing over a little prince, her eyes riveted

on the letters my boy was naming to

her, stood a pale young woman, whose

aspect was dejected and forlorn. She
had entered unannounced and unno-

ticed, as one who had no interest in

common with the others ; and now she

stood apart and alone, intent only on

mastering the alphabet, with the help
of her small teacher. When we were
about to dismiss the school, she re-

peated her lesson to my wise lad, who
listened with imposing gravity, pro-
nounced her a "

very good child," and
said she might go now. But when she

perceived that I observed her curious-

ly, she crouched almost under the ta-

ble, as though owning she had no right
to be there, and was worthy to pick

only the crumbs of knowledge that

might fall from it. She was neither

very young nor pretty, save that her

dark eyes were profound and expres-

sive, and now the more interesting by
their touching sadness. Esteeming it

the part of prudence as well as of

kindness to appear unconscious of her

presence, and so encourage her to

come again, I left the palace without

accosting her, before his Majesty had

awakened from his forenoon nap. This

crushed creature had fallen under the

displeasure of the king, and the after

chapters of her story, which shall be

related in their proper connection, were

romantic and mournful.

Among my pupils was a little girl

about eight or nine years old, of deli-

cate frame, and with the low voice and

subdued manner ofone who had already

had experience of sorrow. She was

not among those presented to me at the

opening of the school. Waine Ratam
Kania was her name (" Sweet promise
of my hopes

"
),
and very engaging and

persuasive was she in her patient,
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timid loveliness. Her mother, the La-

dy Khoon Chom Kioa, who had once
found favor with the king, had, at the

time of my coming to the palace, fallen

into disgrace by reason of her gam-
bling, in which she had squandered all

the patrimony of the little princess.
This fact, instead of inspiring the royal
father with pity for his child, seemed
to attract to her all that was most cruel

in his insane temper. The offence of

the mother had made the daughter of-

fensive in his sight ;
and it was not

until long after the term of imprison-
ment of the degraded favorite had ex-

pired that Waine ventured to appear
at a royal levee. The moment the

king caught sight of the little form, so

piteously prostrated there, he drove her

rudely from his presence, taunting her

with the delinquencies of her mother,
with a coarseness that would have
been cruel enough if she had been

responsible for them and a gainer by
them ; but against one of her tender

years, innocent toward both, and in-

jured by both, it was inconceivably
atrocious.

In her first appearance at school she

was so timid and wistful that I felt

constrained to notice and encourage
her more than those whom I had al-

ready with me. But I found this no

easy part to play ; for very soon one of

the court ladies, in the confidence of

the king, took me quietly aside and

warned me to be less demonstrative

in favor of the little princess, saying,
"
Surely you would not bring trouble

upon that wounded lamb."

It was a sore trial to me to witness

the oppression of one so unoffending
and so helpless. Yet our Waine was
neither thin nor pale. There was a

freshness in her childish beauty, and a

bloom in the transparent olive ot her

cheek, that were at times bewitching.
She loved her father, and in her visions

of baby faith beheld him almost as a

god. It was true joy to her to fold her

hands and bow before the chamber
where he slept. With that steadfast

hopefulness of childhood, which can
be deceived without being discouraged,

she would say,
" How glad he will be

when I can read !

" and yet she had
known nothing but despair.
Her memory was extraordinary ; she

delighted in all that was remarkable,
and with careful wisdom gathered up
facts and precepts and saved them for

future use. She seemed to have built

around her an invisible temple of her

own design, and to have illuminated it

with the rushlight of her childish love.

Among the books she read to me, ren-

dering it from English into Siamese,
was one called "

Spring
- time." On

translating the line,
" Whom He loveth

He chasteneth," she looked up in my
face, and asked anxiously :

" Does thy
God do that ? Ah ! lady, are all the

gods angry and cruel? Has he no

pity, even for those who love him ?

He must be like my father
;
he loves

us, so he has to be rye (cruel) that we

may fear evil and avoid it."

Meanwhile little Waine learned to

spell, read, translate, almost intuitively ;

for there were novelty and hope to

help the Buddhist child, and love to

help the English woman. The sad

look left her face, her life had found an

interest
;
and very often, on fete days,

she was. my only pupil ; when suddenly
an ominous cloud obscured the sky of

her transient gladness.
Waine was poor; and her gifts to

me were of the riches of poverty,
fruits and flowers. But she owned
some female slaves ;

and one among
them, a woman of twenty-five perhaps

(who had already made a place for her-

self in my regard), seemed devotedly
attached to her youthful mistress, and

not only attended her to the school day
after day, but shared her scholarly en-

thusiasm, even studied with her, sit-

ting at her feet by the table. Steadily

the slave kept pace with the princess.

All that Waine learned at school in

the day was lovingly taught to Mai
Noie in the nursery at night: and it

was not long before I found to my
astonishment that the slave read and

translated as correctly as her mis-

tress.

Very delightful were the demonstra-
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tions of attachment interchanged be-

tween these two. Mai Noie bore the

child in her arms to and from the

school, fed her, humored her every

whim, fanned her naps, bathed and

perfumed her every night, and then

rocked her to sleep on her careful bos-

om, as tenderly as she would have

done for her own baby. And then it

was charming to watch the child's face

kindle with love and comfort as the

sound of her friend's step approached.

Suddenly a change : the little prin-

cess came to school as usual, but a

strange woman attended her; and I

saw no more of Mai Noie there. The
child grew so listless and wretched

that I was forced to ask the cause of

her darling's absence ;
she burst into

a passion of tears, but replied not a

word. Then I inquired of the stran-

ger, and she answered in two syllables :

" My ru "
(I know not).

Shortly afterward, as I entered the

school-room one day, I perceived that

something unusual was happening. I

turned toward the princes' door, and
stood still, fairly holding my breath.

There was the king, furious, striding

up and down. All the female judges
of the palace were present, and a crowd
of mothers and royal children. On all

the steps around innumerable slave-

women, old and young, crouched and
hid their faces.

But the object most conspicuous was
little Waine's mother, manacled, and

prostrate on the polished marble pave-
ment. There, too, was my poor little

princess, her hands clasped helplessly,
her eyes tearless but downcast, palpi-

tating, trembling, shivering. Sorrow
and horror had transformed the child.

As well as I could understand, where
no one dared explain, the wretched wo-
man had been gambling again, and had
even staked and lost her daughter's
slaves. At last I understood Waine's
silence when I asked her where Mai
Noie was. By some means spies

probably the whole matter had come
to the king's ears, and his rage was

wild, not because he loved the child,

but that he hated the mother.

Promptly the order was given to lash

the woman
; and two Amazons ad-

vanced to execute it. The first stripe
was delivered with savage skill

; but
before the thong could descend again
the child sprang forward and flung her-

self across the bare and quivering back
of her mother.

"Tu cham Tha Moom !
* Pootho

tu cham Tha Moom !

" " Strike me,

my father ! Pray strike me, O my fa-

ther !
"

The pause of fear .that followed was

only broken by my boy, who, with a

convulsive cry, buried his face desper-

ately in the folds of my skirt.

There indeed was a case for prayer,

any prayer ! the prostrate woman, the

hesitating lash, the tearless anguish of

the Siamese child, the heart-rending

cry of the English child, all those

mothers with grovelling brows, but

hearts uplifted among the stars, on the

wings of the angel of prayer. Who
could behold so many women crouch-

ing, shuddering, stupefied, dismayed,
in silence and darkness, animated, en-

lightened, only by the deep whispering
heart of maternity, and not be moved
with mournful yearning ?

The child's prayer was vain. As
demons tremble in the presence of a

god, so the king comprehended that he

had now to deal with a power of weak-

ness, pity, beauty, courage, and elo-

quence.
" Strike me, O my father !

"

His quick, clear sagacity measured in-

stantly all the danger in that challenge;
and though his voice was thick and

agitated (for, monster as he was at that

moment, he could not but shrink from

striking at every mother's heart at his

feet), he nervously gave the word to

remove the child, and bind her. The
united strength of several women was

not more than enough to loose the

clasp of those loving arms from the

neck of an unworthy mother. The
tender hands and feet were bound,
and the tender heart was broken. The
lash descended then, unforbidden by

any cry.

* Tha Mom or Moom, used by children in ad-

dressing a royal father.
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To be free to make a stunning din is

a Siamese woman's idea of perfect en-

joyment. In the Prime Minister's pal-

ace the hubbub of the harem, in the

absence of the prince, sometimes lost

its quality of interest, and degenerated
into nuisance. Hardly were we in-

stalled in our apartments there, when
with a pell-mell rush and screams of

laughter his Excellency's ladies recon-

noitred us in force, crowding in through
the half-open door. They scrambled .

for me, with eager curiosity, all trying
at once to embrace me boisterously,
and promiscuously chattering in shrill

Siamese, a bedlam of parrots ;
while

I endeavored to make myself impar-

tially agreeable in the language of signs
and glances. Nearly all were young ;

and in symmetry of form, delicacy of

feature, and fairness of complexion, de-

cidedly superior to the Malay women
I had been accustomed to. Most of

them would have been positively at-

tractive, but for their ingeniously ugly
mode of cutting the hair and blacken-

ing the teeth.

The youngest were mere children,

hardly more than fourteen years old.

All were arrayed in rich materials,

though the costume did not differ from

that of their slaves, numbers of whom
were prostrate in the rooms and pas-

sages. My apartment was ablaze with

their crimson, blue, orange, and pur-

ple, their ornaments of gold, their rings
and brilliants, and their jewelled boxes.

Two or three of the younger girls satis-

fied my Western ideas of beauty, with

their clear, mellow olive complexions,
and their almond-shaped eyes, so dark

yet glowing. Those among them who
were really old were simply hideous

and repulsive. One wretched crone

shuffled through the noisy throng with

an air of authority, and pointing to

Louis lying in my lap, cried,
"
Moolay,

Moolay !

" * The familiar Malay word

fell pleasantly on my ear, and I was

delighted to find some one through
whom I might possibly control the dis-

orderly bevy around me. I addressed

her in Malay. Instantly my visitors

* "
Beautiful, beautiful 1

"

were silent and waited in attitudes of

eager attention.

She told me she was one of the

many custodians of the harem. She
was a native of Quedah ; and " some

sixty years ago
" she and her sister, to-

gether with other young Malay girls,

were captured while working in the

fields by a party of Siamese adven-
turers. They were brought to Siam
and sold as slaves. At first she

mourned miserably for her home and

parents. But while she was yet young
and attractive, she became a favorite

of the late Somdetch Ong Yai, father

of her present lord, and bore him two

sons, just as moolay, moolay as my
own darling. But they were dead.

(Here, with the end of her soiled silk

scarf she furtively wiped a tear from

her face, no longer ugly.) And her

gracious lord was dead also
;

it was he
who gave her this beautiful gold betel-

box.
" But how is it that you are still a

slave ?
"

I asked.
"

I am old and ugly and childless :

and therefore to be trusted by my dead
lord's son, the beneficent prince, upon
whose head be blessings," clasping
her withered hands, and turning to-

ward that part of the palace where no
doubt he was enjoying a " beneficent "

nap.
" And now it is my privilege to

watch and guard these favored ones,
that they see no man but their lord."

The repulsive deformity of this wo-

man had been wrought by oppression
out of that which must have been beau-

tiful once ;
for the spirit of beauty

came back to her for a moment, with

the passing memories that brought her

long-lost treasures with them,, In the

brutal tragedy of a slave's experience,
a female slave in the harem of an

Asian despot, the native angel in her

had been bruised, mutilated, defaced,

deformed, but not quite obliterated.

Her story ended, the younger wo-

men, to whom her language had been

strange, could no longer suppress their

merriment, nor preserve the decorum

due to her age and authority. Again
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they swarmed about me like bees, ply-

ing me pertinaciously with questions
as to my age, husband, children, coun-

try, customs, possessions ; and pres-

ently crowned the inquisitorial perform-
ance by asking, in all seriousness, if I

should not like to be the wife of the

prince, their lord, rather than of the

terrible Chow-che-witt *

Here was a monstrous suggestion
that struck me dumb. Without reply-

ing, I rose and shook them off, retiring

with my boy into the inner chamber.

But they pursued me without com-

punction, repeating the extraordinary

question, and dragging the Malay
duenna along with them to interpret

my answer. The intrusion provoked
me ; but, considering their beggarly

poverty of true life and liberty, of hopes
and joys, and loves and memories, and

holy fears and sorrows, with which a

full and true response might have

twitted them, I was ashamed to be

vexed.

Seeing it impossible to rid myself of

them, I promised to answer their ques-

tion, on condition that they would leave

me for that day. Immediately all eyes
were fixed upon me.

"The prince, your lord, and the

king, your Chow-che-witt, are pagans,"

*
Chow-che-witt,

" Prince of life," the su-

preme king.

I said. " An English, that is, a Chris-

tian, woman would rather be put to

the torture, chained and dungeoned for

life, or suffer a death the slowest and
most painful you Siamese know, than

be the wife of either."

They remained silent in astonish-

ment, seemingly withheld from speak-

ing by an instinctive sentiment of re-

spect ; until one, more volatile than the

rest, cried,
" What ! not if he gave you

all these jewelled rings and boxes, and
these golden things ?

"

When the old woman, fearing to

offend, whispered this test question
in Malay to me, I laughed at the ear-

nest eyes around, and said :
"
No, not

even then. I am only here to teach

the royal family. I am not like you.
You have nothing to do but to play and

sing and dance for your master ; but I

have to work for my children ; and one

little one is now on the great ocean,

and I am very sad."

Shades of sympathy, more or less

deep, flitted across the faces of my au-

dience, and for a moment they regard-
ed me as something they could neither

convince nor comfort nor understand.

Then softly repeating Poot-thoo ! Poot-

thoo !
*

they quietly left me. A min-

ute more, and I heard them laughing
and shouting in the halls.

* " Dear God ! dear God !

"

THE BURDEN OF THE DAY.

WHO shall rise and cast away,

First, the Burden of the Day ?

Who assert his place, and teach

Lighter labor, nobler speech,

Standing firm, erect, and strong,

Proud as Freedom, free as Song ?

n.

Lo ! we groan beneath the weight
Our own weaknesses create ;

Crook the knee and shut the lip,

All for tamer fellowship ;
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Load our slack, compliant clay
With the Burden of the Day !

in.

Higher paths there are to tread ;

Fresher fields around us spread ;

Other flames of sun and star

Flash at hand and lure afar ;

Larger manhood might we share,

Surer fortune, did we dare I

IV.

In our mills of common thought

By the pattern all is wrought :

In our school of life, the man
Drills to suit the public plan,

And through labor, love, and play,

Shifts the Burden of the Day.

v.

Power of all is right of none !

Right hath each beneath the sun

To the breadth and liberal space
Of the independent race,

To the chariot and the steed,

To the will, desire, and deed I

VI.

Ah, the gods of wood and stone

Can a single saint dethrone,

But the people who shall aid

'Gainst the puppets they have made ?

First they teach and then obey:
'T is the Burden of the Day.

vn.

Thunder shall we never hear

In this ordered atmosphere ?

Never this monotony feel

Shattered by a trumpet's peal ?

Never airs that burst and blow

From eternal summits, know ?

VIII.

Though no man resent his wrong,
Still is free the poet's song :

Still, a stag, his thought may leap

O'er the herded swine and sheep,

And in pastures far away
Lose the Burden of the Day !

Bayard Taylor.
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OLDTOWN FIRESIDE STORIES.

MIS' ELDERKIN'S PITCHER.'

"*\7E see, boys," said Sam Lawson,
JL as we were gathering young win-

tergreen on a sunny hillside in June,

"ye see, folks don't allers know what

their marcies is when they sees 'em.

Folks is kind o' blinded, and when a

providence comes along, they don't

seem to know how to take it, and they

growl and grumble about what turns

out the best things that ever happened
to 'em in their lives. It's like Mis'

Elderkin's pitcher."
" What about Mis' Elderkin's pitch-

er ?
" said both of us in one breath.

" Did n't I never tell ye now ?
"
said

Sam ;

"
why, I wanter know ?

"

No, we were sure he never had told

us, and Sam, as usual, began clearing
the ground by a thorough introduction,
with statistical expositions.

"
Wai, ye see Mis' Elderkin, she lives

now over to Sherburne in about the

handsomest house in Sherburne, a

high white house with green blinds and
white pillars in front, and she rides

out in her own kerridge, and Mr. Elder-

kin, he 's a deacon in the church and a

colonel in the malitia, and a s'lectman,
and pretty much atop everything there

is goin' in Sherburne, and it all come
of that are pitcher."

" What pitcher ?
" we shouted in

chorus.
"
Lordy massy ! that are 's jest what

I 'm a goin' to tell ye about
; but ye see

a feller 's jest got to make a beginnin'
to all things.

" Mis' Elderkin she thinks she 's a

gret lady nowadays, I s'pose, but I

'member when she was Miry Brown
over here 'n Oldtown, and I used to be
waitin' on her to singing-school.

**

Miry and I was putty good friends

along in them days, we was putty
consid'able kind o' intimate. Fact is,

boys, there was times in them days
when I thought whether or no I would

n't take Miry myself," said Sam, his

face growing luminous with the pleas-

ing idea of his former masculine attrac-

tions and privileges. "Yis," he con-

tinued, "there was a time when folks

said I could a had Miry ef I 'd asked

her, and I putty much think so myself,
but I did n't say nothin'

; marriage is

allers kind o' ventursome ; an' Miry
had such up-and-down kind o' ways, I

was sort o' fraid on 't.

"But Lordy massy, boys, you must
n't never tell Hepsy I said so, 'cause

she 'd be mad enough to bite a shingle-
nail in two. Not that she sets so very

gret by me neither, but then women's
backs is allers up ef they think any-

body else could a had you, whether

they want you themselves or not.
" Ye see, Miry she was old Black

Hoss John Brown's da'ter, and lived

up there in that are big brown house

by the meetin'-house that hes the red

hollyhock in the front yard. Miry was
about the handsomest gal that went
into the singers' seat a Sunday.

"
I tell you she wa' n't none o' your

milk-and-sugar gals neither, she was
'mazin' strong built. She was the

strongest gal in her arms that I ever

see. Why, I 've seen Miry take up a

barrel o' flour and lift it right into the

kitchen, and it would jest make the pink
come into her cheeks like two roses,

but she never seemed to mind it a

grain. She had a good strong back of

her own, and she was straight as a pop-

lar, with snapping black eyes, and I tell

you there was a snap to her tongue,
too. Nobody never got ahead o' Miry ;

she ?d give every fellow as good as he

sent, but for all that she was a gret
favorite.

"
Miry was one o' your briery, scratchy

gals, that seems to catch fellers in

thorns. She allers fit and flouted her

beaux, and the more she fit and flouted
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'em the more they 'd be arter her.

There vva'n't a gal in all Oldtown that

led such a string o' fellers arter her,

'cause you see she 'd now and then

throw 'em a good word over her shoul-

der, and then they 'd all fight who should

get it, and she 'd jest laugh to see 'em

do it.

"
Why, there was Tom Sawin, he was

one o' her beaux, and Jim Moss, and

Ike Bacon
;
and there was a Boston boy,

Tom Beacon, he come up from Cam-

bridge to rusticate with Parson Lo-

throp, he thought he must have his say
with Miry, but he got pretty well come

up with. You see he thought 'cause

he was Boston born that he was kind

o' aristocracy, and had a right jest to

pick and choose 'mong country gals,

but the way he got come up with by
Miry was too funny for anything."

" Do tell us about it," we said, as

Sam made an artful pause, designed to

draw forth solicitation.
"
Wai, ye see, Tom Beacon he told

Ike Bacon about it, and Ike he told me.

'T was this way. Ye see, there was a

quiltin' up to Mis' Cap'n Broad's, and

Tom Beacon he was there, and come to

goin' home with the gals, Tom he cut

Ike out, and got Miry all to himself,

and 't was a putty long piece of a walk

from Mis' Cap'n Broad's up past the

swamp and the stone pastur' clear up
to old Black Hoss John's.

"Wai, Tom he was in high feather

'cause Miry took him, so that he didn't

reelly know how to behave
;
and so as

they was walkin' along past Parson

Lothrop's apple orchard, Tom thought
he 'd try bein' familiar, and he under-

took to put his arm round Miry. Well,
if she did n't jest take that little fellow

by his two shoulders and whirl him
over the fence into the orchard quicker
'n no time. '

Why,' says Tom, the

fust I knew I was lyin' on my back

under the apple-trees lookin' up at the

stars.' Miry, she jest walked off home
and said nothin' to nobody, it wa'n't

her way to talk much about things,
and if it had n't ben for Tom Beacon
himself nobody need 'a' known nothin'

about it. Tom was a little fellow, you

see, and 'mazin' good-natured, and one

of the sort that could n't keep nothin'

to himself, and so he let the cat out o'

the bag himself. Wai, there did n't

nobody think the worse o' Miry. When
fellers find a gal won't take saace from

no man, they kind o' respect her, and
then fellers allers thinks ef it had ben

them, now, things 'd 'a' been different.

That's jest what Jim Moss and Ike

Bacon said ; they said, why Tom Bea-

con was a fool not to know better how
to get along with Miry, they never

had no trouble. The fun of it was that

Tom Beacon himself was more crazy
after her than he was afore, and they

say he made Miry a right up-and-down
offer, and Miry she jest would n't have

him.
" Wai, you see that went agin old

Black Hoss John's idees, old Black

Hoss was about as close as a nut and
as contrairy as a pipperage-tree. You

ought to 'a' seen him. Why his face

was all a perfect crisscross o' wrinkles.

There wa' n't a spot where you could

put a pin down that there wa' n't a

wrinkle, and they used to say that he

held on to every cent that went through
his fingers till he 'd pinched it into two.

You could n't say that his god was his

belly, for he had n't none, no more 'n

an old file
;
folks said that he 'd starved

himself till the moon 'd shine through
him.

" Old Black Hoss was awfully grouty
about Miry's refusin' Tom Beacon,
'cause there was his houses and lots o'

land in Boston. A drefful worldly old

crittur Black Hoss John was
;
he was

like the rich fool in the Gospel. Wai,
he 's dead and gone now, poor crittur,

and what good has it all done him ?

It 's as the Scriptur' says,
' He heap-

eth up riches, and knoweth not who
shall gather them.'

"
Miry had a pretty hard row to hoe

with old Black Hoss John. She was

up early and down late, and kep' every-

thing a goin'. She made the cheese

and made the butter, and between spells

she braided herself handsome straw

hats and fixed up her clothes ; and
somehow she worked it so when she
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sold her butter and cheese that there

was somethin' for ribbins and flowers
;

you know the Scriptur' says,
* Can a

maid forget her ornaments ?
'

Wai,

Miry did n't. I 'member I used to lead

the singin' in them days, and Miry she

used to sing counter, so we sot putty
near together in the singers' seats

;
and

I used to think Sunday mornin's when
she come to meetin' in her white dress

and her red cheeks and her bonnet all

tipped off with laylock, that 'twas for

all the world jest like a June sunrise to

have her come into the singers' seats.

Them was the days that I didn't

improve my privileges, boys," said

Sam, sighing deeply.
" There was

times that ef I 'd a spoke, there 's no
knowin' what might n't 'a' happened,
'cause you see, boys, I was better look-

in' in them days than I be now. Now
you mind, boys, when you grow up, ef

you get to waitin' on a nice gal, and

you 're 'most a mind to speak up to

her, don't you go and put it off, 'cause

ef you do, you may live to repent it.

"Wai, you see from the time that

Bill Elderkin come and took the acad-

emy, I could see plain enough that it

was time for me to hang up my fiddle.

Bill he used to set in the singers' seats,

too, and he would have it that he sung
tenor. He no more sung tenor than a

skunk blackbird, but he made b'lieve

he did, jest to git next to Miry in the

singers' seats, and then they used to be

a writin' backward and forward to each

other till they tore out all the leaves

of the hymn-books, and the singin'-

books besides. Wai, I never thought
that the house o' the Lord was jest the

place to be courtin' in, and I used to

get consid'able shocked at the way
things went on atween 'em. Why,
they 'd be a writin' all sermon-time ;

and I 've seen him a lookin' at her all

through the long prayer in a way that

\va' n't right, considerin' they was both

professors of religion. But then the

fact was, old Black Hoss John was to

blame for it, 'cause he never let 'em

have no chance to home. Ye see old

Black Hoss he was sot ag'in Elderkin

'cause he was poor. You see his moth-

er, the old Widdah Elderkin, she was

jest about the poorest, peakedest old

body over to Sherburne, and went out
to days' works, and Bill Elderkin he
was all for books and larnin

1

,
and old

Black Hoss John he thought it was

just shiftlessness ; but Miry she thought
he was a genius, and she got it sot in

her mind that he was goin' to be Presi-

dent o' the United States, or some sich.
"
Wai, old Black Hoss he wa' n't none

too polite to Miry's beaux in gineral,
but when Elderkin used to come to

see her he was snarlier than a saw ;

he hadn't a good word for him no-

ways ; and he 'd rake up the fire right
before his face and eyes, and rattle

about fastening up the windows, and

tramp up to bed and call down the

chamber-stairs to Miry to go to bed,
and was sort o' aggravatin' every way.

"
Wai, ef folks wants to get a gal set

on havin' a man, that are 's the way to

go to work. Miry had a consid'able

'stiff will of her own, and ef she didn't

care about Tom Beacon before, she

hated him now ; and if she liked Bill

Elderkin before, she was clean gone
over to him now ; and so she took to

goin' to the Wednesday-evening lec-

ture, and the Friday-evening prayer-

meetin', and the singing-school, jest as

regular as a clock, and so did he ; and
afterwards they allers walked home the

longest way. Fathers may jest as well

let their gals be courted in the house,

peaceable, 'cause if they can't be court-

ed there, they '11 find places where they
can be : it 's jest human natur'.

"
Wai, come fall Elderkin he went to

college up to Brunswick ; and then I

used to see the letters as regular up to

the store every week, comin' in from

Brunswick, and old Black Hoss John
he see 'em too, and got a way of drop-

pin' on 'em in his coat-pocket when he

come up to the store, and folks used to

say that the letters that went into his

coat-pocket did n't get to Miry. Any-
how, Miry she says to me one day, says

she,
'

Sam, you 're up round the post-

office a good deal,' says she. '
I wish

if you see any letters for me, you 'd jest

bring 'em along.' I see right into it,
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and I told her to be sure I would
;
and

so I used to have the carryin' of great
thick letters every week. Wai, I was
waitin' on Hepsy along about them

times, and so Miry and I kind o' sym-
pathized. Hepsy was a pretty gal, and
I thought it was all best as 't was

; any
way, I knew I could n't get Miry, and
I could get Hepsy, and that made all

the difference in the world.

"Wai, that next winter old Black

Hoss was took down with rheumatism,
and I tell you if Miry did n't have a

time on 't ! He wa' n't noways sweet

tempered when he was well ; but come
to be crooked up with the rheumatis

and kep' awake nights, it seemed as if

he was determined there should n't no-

body have no peace so long as he

could n't.

" He 'd get Miry up and down with

him night after night a makin' her heat

flannels and vinegar, and then he 'd

jaw and scold so that she was eeny-
most beat out. He would n't have no-

body set up with him, though there

was offers made. No, he said Miry was
his daughter, and 't was her bisness to

take care on him.
"
Miry was clear worked down ;

folks kind o' pitied her. She was a

strong gal, but there 's things that

wears out the strongest. The worst

on't was it hung on so. Old Black

Hoss had a most amazin' sight o' con-

stitution. He 'd go all down to death's

door, and seem hardly to have the

breath o' life in him, and then up he 'd

come ag'in ! These 'ere old folks that

nobody wants to have live allers hev
such a sight o' wear in 'em, they jest
last and last ; and it really did seem
as if he 'd wear Miry out and get her

into the grave fust, for she got a cough
with bein' up so much in the cold, and

grew thin as a shadder. 'Member
one time I went up there to offer to

watch jest in the spring o' the year,
when the laylocks was jest a buddin'

out, and Miry she come and talked

with me over the fence, and the poor

gal she fairly broke down and sobbed
as if her heart would break a tellin' me
her trouble.

"
Wai, it reelly affected me more to

have Miry give up so than most gals,

'cause she 'd allers held her head up,
and had sich a sight o' grit and resolu-

tion, but she told me all about it.

"
It seems old Black Hoss he wa' n't

content with worryin' on her, and get-
tin' on her up nights, but he kep' a
hectorin' her about Bill Elderkin, and
wantin' on her to promise that she

would n't hev Bill when he was dead
and gone, and Miry she would n't

promise, and then the old man said

she should n't have a cent from him if

she did n't, and so they had it back
and forth. Everybody in town was

sayin' what a shame 't was that he
should sarve her so ; for though he

hed other children, they was married

and gone, and there wa' n't none of

them to do for him but jist Miry.
"
Wai, he hung on till jest as the

pinys in the front yard was beginnin'
to blow out, and then he began to feel

he was a goin', and he sent for Parson

Lothrop to know what was to be done
about his soul.

" *

Wai,' says Parson Lothrop,
'

you
must settle up all your worldly affairs ;

you must be in peace and love with

all mankind, and if you 've wronged
anybody you must make . it good to

'em.'
" Old Black Hoss he bounced right

over in his bed with his back to the

minister.

"'The Devil!' says he, "t will take

all I 've got.' And he never spoke an-

other word, though Parson Lothrop he

prayed with him, and did what he could

for him.
"
\Val, that night I sot up with him,

ancW% went off 'tween two and three

in the mornin', and I laid him out reg-
ular. Of all the racks o' bone I ever

see, I never see a human crittur so

poor as he was. 'T wa' n't nothin' but

his awful will kep' his soul in his body
so long as it was.

" We had the funeral in the meetin'-

house a Sunday, and Parson Lothrop
he preached a sarmon on contentment

on the text, We brought nothin' into

the world, and it 's sartin we can carry
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nothin' out, and having food and rai-

ment, let us be therewith content.

Parson Lothrop he got round the sub-

ject about as handsome as he could
;

he did n't say what a skinflint old

Black Hoss was, but he talked in a

gineral way about the vanity o' worry-
in' an' scrapin' to heap up riches. Ye
see Parson Lothrop he could say it all

putty easy, too, 'cause since he mar-

ried a rich wife he never had no occa-

sion to worry about temporal matters,

and folks allers preaches better on the

vanity o' riches when they 's in tol'-

able easy circumstances. Ye see when
folks is pestered and worried to pay
their bills and don't know where the

next dollar 's to come from, it 's a

great temptation to be kind o' valooin'

riches, and mebbe envyin' those that 's

got 'em
;
whereas when one 's accounts

all pays themselves, and the money
comes jest when its wanted regular,
a body feels sort o' composed like, and

able to take the right view o' things,

like Parson Lothrop.

"Wai, after sermon the relations

all went over to the old house to hear

the will read, and as I was kind o'

friend with the family I jest slipped in

along with the rest.

*'

Squire Jones he had the will, and

so when they all got sot round all sol-

emn, he broke the seals and unfolded

it, cracklin' it a good while afore he

begun, and it was so still you might
a heard a pin drop when he begun
to read. Fust, there was the farm and

stock, he left to his son John Brown
over in Sherburne. Then there was

the household stuff and all them things,

spoons and dishes, and beds and kiver-

lids and so on, to his da'ter Polly Blan-

chard. And then, last of all, he says,

he left to his da'ter Miry the pitcher that

was on the top d1

the shelf in his bed-

room closet.

" That are was an old cracked pitch-
er that Miry, allers had hated the sight

of, and spring and fall she used to beg
her father to let her throw it away;
but no, he wouldn't let her touch it,

and so it stood gatherin' dust.
*' Some on 'em run and handed it'

down, and it seemed jest full o' scourin*-

sand and nothin' else, and they handed
it to Miry.

"
Wai, Miry she was wrathy then.

She did n't so much mind bein' left out

in the will, 'cause she expected that,

but to have that are old pitcher poked
at her so sort o' scornful was more 'n

she could bear.

"She took it and gin it a throw

across the room with all her might, and
it hit ag'in the wall and broke into a

thousand bits, when out rolled hun-

dreds o' gold pieces ; great gold eagles
and guineas flew round the kitchen jest

as thick as dandelions. I tell you, she

scrabbled 'em up pretty quick and we
all helped her.

" Come to count 'em over, Miry had

the best fortin of the whole, as 't was

right and proper she should. Miry she

was a sensible gal, and she invested

her money well ; and so, when Bill El-

derkin got through his law studies he

found a wife that could make a nice be*

ginning with him. And that 's the way,

you see, they came to be doin' as well

as they be.
"
So, boys, you jest mind and remenv-

ber an' allers see what there is in a

providence afore you quarrel with it;

'cause there 's a good many things in

this world turns out like Mis' Elder-

kin's pitcher."

Harriet Reecher Stowe. J
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A VIRGINIAN IN NEW ENGLAND THIRTY-FIVE YEARS AGO.

INTRODUCTORY.

E author of the journal, the print-

J- ing of which will begin in the next

number of the Atlantic, was Mr. Lu-

cian Minor, a gentleman of Virginia.

I use the word gentleman rather than

native, because his private papers,

which have been confided to me, have

left on my mind so strong an impres-

sion of' sweetness, constancy, good

sense, and that liberality of sentiment

which comes of unselfish aims and gen-
erous culture. These papers came to

me in a condition which touched my
heart strangely in more ways than one.

The records of a singularly peaceful

life, and of a character gentle and affec-

tionate beyond the common mark, they
show here and there rude traces of the

war in which Virginia bore so tragic a

part. Leaves have been roughly torn

out, and on a blank one there is scrawled

in a coarse hand :

"
To-day heard the

Yankees were in three or four miles of

the city." Some of the papers show

marks of exposure to the weather, and

all are fragmentary, except the journal,

which will mainly concern us. The loss

most to be regretted is perhaps an

autobiography, of which only the first

eight pages remain. The documents

intrusted to me consist mainly of dia-

ries containing minute notes of jour-

neys, extracts and abstracts of books

read, anecdotes of remarkable people
from original sources, statistics, and

historical memoranda bearing mainly

upon the science of government. Mr.

Minor's reading was of wholesome va-

riety. I find him alternately beguiling
the weariness of a voyage down the

Ohio with a volume of Gil Bias and a

History of Banking. He had a pleas-

ant, old-fashioned liking for Virgil and

Horace, some critical knowledge of

Greek, could speak French, and prob-

ably read Italian. But what strikes one

most is a certain humanity in him,

an unflagging interest in men and their

doings, which made acquaintance-

ship easy and intercourse instructive.

He seems to me also to have been en-

dowed in rare measure with that Bos-

wellian genius for observation, which

knows what to observe and record,

a gift second only in value to the crea-

tive faculty itself. He had, if not hu-

mor, at least a keen sense of the comic.

He was kindly, simple, and natural, the

latter quality all the more remarkable

in one who seems to have been some-

what morbidly given to self-examina-

tion. He had a high and constant

sense of duty, whether private or public.

I find it hard to express, without seem-

ing to exaggerate, the pervading senti-

ment of enga^ingness, of affectionate

sympathy, awakened in me by this tat-

tered record of a useful, honorable,

and yet, in the ordinary sense, obscure

life. Mr. Minor's brother * writes of

him :
" Of the character of my broth-

er perhaps it is scarce fitting that I

should speak. Indeed, I fear to trust

myself, although I should only reiter-

ate the expressions of esteem and ven-

eration which accompany his name
whenever it is mentioned in the wide

circle by whom in his lifetime he was

known and loved. During the larger

part of his life he was not a believer in

the religion of Christ, his faith having
been early sapped by the insidious

sophistries of Gibbon and Hume ; but

to human observation his conduct to-

wards his fellow-men was so pure and

yet so unostentatious that even calum-

ny itself was shamed into silence, if

not approval. An active and promi-
nent member of an active profession,

and taking an earnest and leading part

in most of the movements for the ame-

lioration of society amongst us, I know
not that his conduct or motives were

in any single instance assailed or sus-

* John B. Minor, Esq., Professor of Law in the

University of Virginia.
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pected. This stainless purity of out-

ward morality was in his latter days
crowned with a rejoicing faith in the

Saviour whom once he neglected, and

he died in the * comfort of a reasona-

ble, holy, and religious hope
' of a glo-

rious immortality."
Mr. Minor was born on the 24th of

April, 1802, in the county of Louisa,
the fifth of nine children, four daugh-
ters, and five sons. His family was of

Dutch origin. Of his boyhood he is

himself the best historian in the frag-
ment of autobiography before men-
tioned. It is, I think, like his journals,
of real value as affording authentic

glimpses of modes of life almost as

deeply lost in the dark background of

time as those of the Odyssey.

"OUTLINE OF MY LIFE.

" Our parents were severe disciplina-

rians, using the rod much too often,

with all except their youngest child.

Most of us, if not all, had learned to

read at four years old, our father's heart

being set upon seeing us forward in

books, and himself teaching us that

far. Nay, he taught most of us also

writing, geography, and arithmetic,

though he was liberal in sending us to

school. His own knowledge had been

mainly self-acquired, and was not ex-

tensive or thorough. But he was dili-

gent, regular, and most exact in his

teachings. His usage was to assem-

ble those who were of the learning age
in his dining-room (which was also par-

lor), every morning immediately after

rising from bed. They were to appear

properly washed and combed, and to

say two lessons before breakfast, under

pain of eating no butter at that meal,
but only bread and milk. This penal-

ty was greatly dreaded, and doubtless

contributed much to make us most in-

ordinate lovers of butter. Besides this,

any great shortcoming in a lesson,
whether through indolence or stupidi-

ty, was visited with hard blows
;
and

then, if the delinquent cried, whim-

pered, or pouted, a whipping was inev-

itable. Great errors, I humbly think ;

though, in spite of them, regularity and

steadiness in the teachings made the

system very successful. Our father

was an excellent reader, and an excel-

lent teacher both of reading and spell-

ing. His little domestic school went
on as unfailingly as the sun, no matter
what company he had

; and his hospi-

tality was on the freest Virginia scale,

only there was no dissipation.
"From four to nearly six I was an

irregular pupil of one Carr M'G., a

brutal tyrant employed as a teacher

in the neighborhood for three years.

Nothing that I ever heard or read of in

schools kept by Englishmen exceeded
the barbarities of this wretch towards

the boys and girls placed under his

care. The terror he inspired often

neutralized the effect of his instruc-

tions, and made children pass for dun-

ces who afterwards proved themselves

to have good minds. I was little sub-

ject to him, and suffered nothing from

his cruelty ; indeed, used great li-

cense of tongue towards him. How
his scholars once exulted at a feat of

mine ! He condescended to a game of

snow-balling with them
;
and I, enclos-

ing a thick piece of ice in a little snow,
threw it with all my childish strength
at his face. It struck him in a tender

part of the neck, and gave him great

pain.
" In the years of M'G.'s school our

father still kept up his own system
at home, those lessons before break-

fast ;
and some boarders there, as well

as his own children, shared them.

He continued this in after years, so

long as any of his children were of a

fit age to learn from him. The boys
who were large enough to feed hogs,

sheep, etc., had that to do in winter be-

fore beginning their two lessons.

" Our grandmother (Mrs. Elizabeth

Minor) lived with her maiden daughter

Elizabeth, at her deceased husband's

old seat, Topping Castle, on the North

Anna, in Caroline, having a planta-

tion of some hundreds of acres, culti-

vated by ten or fifteen slaves, thirty

miles from us. She had no overseer

but a faithful old mulatto named Jack

Overton, who (by her husband's will)
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was to be free at her death if he should

behave well. Our father used to ride

down regularly once a month to see

her, and to see that things went right
on her farm, commonly staying at least

a day;, and this duty he steadily kept

up till her death, in November, 1811,

a small sample of his energy and

activity, though rheumatism had made
him a cripple from boyhood in the left

leg and hand, which were shrunk and

bent so as to be nearly useless.
" My first great grief was parting with

my elder brother, William, whom, late

in 1807, our father sent to Kentucky
with the Rev. John Todd, an emigrat-

ing Presbyterian clergyman of much pi-

ety but little good sense, to remain five

years for education. The boy was aged
but ten or eleven. The step proved to

be a grievous mistake. Immediately

after, my father placed me behind him

on horseback and carried me to Top-

ping Castle, where I stayed near two

months under care of his mother

and sister, Aunt Betsy, as we all

called her. The latter was, I am near-

ly tempted to say, the wisest woman I

ever knew. She came little short, in

practical good sense, of Miss Edge-
worth's theoretical. Indeed, when Miss

E. afterwards became known to me

through her works, her chief merit was

that she perpetually reminded me of

my aunt. During that visit the latter

told me stories of Miss E.'s, and from
* Sandford and Merton,' impressing their

morals upon me as could not else have

been done. Many most valuable les-

sons are owing to those two months.

She was at once kind, gentle, rational,

and firm, in happier combination than

any other person ever known to me.

The visit and the lessons were shared

by my cousin, Betty Goodwin (now
wife of Dr. Joseph W. Pendleton), one

or two years older than I. Our families

long remembered many diverting quar-
rels between us.

"' Uncle Jack
'

(so the old head man
was called by us young fry) used to

come to the door of his old mistress's

apartment about daybreak every morn-

ing, while her fire was making by

another negro man, to report what

had been done the day before on the

farm, and to get her directions and give
his counsel about what should be done

on that day. I usually slept in her

room ;
and I retain a distinct remem-

brance of the respectful tone and man-

ner with which, standing in the door-

way, he uncovered his gray locks and

half-bald crown, and said,
'

Mistis, here

I am, madam.' Sometimes it was ' Mis-

tis, I 'm come to insult you
'

(consult

you).
" On returning home in March, 1808,

I had begun to write joining-hand. A
practice then commenced made me
ever after note and remember the cur-

rent years, so that I know the year of

any event at all momentous in my own
life. At the foot of every page in my
copy-book I was taught by my father

and elder sisters to write the day of the

month and the year. Methinks it has

also much aided my study of historical

chronology.
" Two years were now spent at home,

in learning further to read and write,

with geography and light farm-work.

My brothers and I were brought up to

labor a good deal, though not very reg-

ularly, with our father's negroes, who
were fifteen or twenty in number, men,
women, and children. My work was
such as planting corn, thinning it, hay-

making, picking up and shocking wheat
in harvest, treading out wheat,* pick-

ing out cotton from the bolls, shucking
corn, burning brush when new ground
was cleared, etc., etc. I was also fre-

quently sent on errands (riding or walk-

ing) about the neighborhood, and at

seven or eight years old, often 'went

to mill,' i. e. rode on a bag holding
two and a half or three bushels of corn

thrown across a horse, to a mill five

miles off, and returned with the meal

in like manner. The ' mill boys
'

as-

sembled at the mill used to have rare

and rich sports, while waiting for their

* "
Threshing - machines were then almost un-

known. Wheat was trodden out by horses. It was
laid in a circular bed around the hard barn-yard, and

boys were made to ride one horse and lead one or

two others over it, round and round, for six or eight
hours."
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* turns
' of corn to be ground. About

the same time I was made feeder of

my father's sheep, numbering twenty-
one or twenty-two. My business was,

every morning and evening to find and

count them in the pasture, to pen them

under shelter in bad weather, and to

feed them with fodder or corn.

"It is said that shepherds of large
flocks know every sheep by its features,

though there be hundreds. This is

credible to me, for I knew every one

of my little flock. The ram gave me
special cause to know him; he twice

butted me over, when he was pleased
to think me too slow in feeding.

" Farmer Minor's sons were thrown

much into association with negroes in

their various employments. It was so

in a somewhat similar, though not

often equal degree, with the sons of

other farmers in that neighborhood
who were equally wealthy. He was
rather noted for the hardihood in which

he brought up his sons. Running
races, wrestling, and fighting with ne-

gro boys of our own size, were frequent

practices. One Sunday I had a severe

fight with Adam,^a boy of my father's

rather older than I. My face received

scratches, which striped it for several

days. My father was absent. My dread

of his knowing what had happened was

extreme
;

but he passed it over in

silence. Adam and I had other en-

counters which left the mastery doubt-

ful.

" Such a life may well be supposed
to have given bodily hardihood, and
some forms of mental strength, espe-

cially when intermingled with reading
books like Sandford and Merton. It

gave adroitness in shifting for ourselves

amid difficulties, a low sort of savoir

faire. And, by sending us much into

the fields and woods, it made us ob-

servant of nature in some respects.
Before eight years of age I knew all the

trees common in our woods. A little

instruction might have informed me of

the names and connections of most

plants. Many of the names I did

know.
" In January, 1810, an Englishman

(Phillips) was employed to teach a
school in our neighborhood ; but soon

becoming dissatisfied, he absconded in

a few weeks. The school-house was of

pine logs, covered with riven slabs of

pine, having a chimney made with bil-

lets of wood piled upon each other and
daubed with clay, a dirt floor, and no

glass window !
" About March a worthy Scotchman,

Martin Robertson, who had married
and long lived in the neighborhood,
was employed to teach in the same
house. He was one of the best teach-

ers I ever had, improving me in

geography, writing, some arithmetical

tables, the use of the dictionary, and
habits of thought, more than any
schoolmaster ever did. His only in-

strument of correction was a leather

strap an inch wide and two feet long,
slit into several fingers at one end.

With this he struck the extended palm
of an offender once, twice, or more ;

seldom above twice. Yet, efficient and
liked as he was as a teacher, we once

formed a conspiracy and turned him
out ; that is, taking advantage of his

going to dinner half a mile off, we
nailed boards across the door so as to

bar it effectually. But his first decided

summons made the hearts of our lead-

ers quail, and they tore down the bars

as manfully as they had put them up.

What we designed to extort was holi-

day for a few days. He taught only
six months.

"The next year (1811) my teacher

was Mr. John B. Duke of Hanover.

Father's mistaken ambition set me to

learn Latin, though not nine years old.

He promised to give me a copy of Plu-

tarch's Lives, if I would get through
Caesar that year. The course was Rud-

diman's Grammar, Cordery's Collo-

quies, Erasmus's ditto, Cornelius Ne-

pos, and Caesar. I got through, and

obtained Plutarch, of whom I had read

a volume the previous year, in lessons

at home, with vast pleasure. Mr. Duke

made us parse every word in Cordery
and Erasmus, and held us bound to

parse any in the other books which he

might call on us to parse. Though we
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called it going through the books, we
did not read half of any. For example,
we read but four books of Caesar's Gal-

lic War. My classmate was Andrew

Winston, several years older than I,

and of a far better memory, in other

faculties not superior. Never can I

forget the utter mystification that over-

came me when we began to parse. I

had learned the grammar pretty well,

and Cordery was put into my hands."

Here, unhappily, the narrative ab-

ruptly ends, its remaining pages having
been, perhaps, fired into space as car-

tridge-paper by some Virginia volun-

teer. There is enough, however, to

give us the notion of a wholesome kind

of training, in which study is oxygen-
ated with a fair mixture of fresh air

from wood and field. From the jour-
nal of a Western tour in 1836 I glean
an allusion to another of Mr. Minor's

teachers, the more gladly as it illus-

trates the sweetness of the author's

character. The date is

"LOUISVILLE, 8th December, 1836.

" As we sat, a carriage was heard at

the door, and then a knock. A gentle-
man entered who told Dr. C. that, in

looking over the register of guests at

the Gait House, he had seen the name
of Mr. Minor of Virginia, and, learning
that he was here, had taken a hack and

come to see him. The gentleman said

he was an early acquaintance of mine,
and had often seen me at his grand-

father's, old Mr. Morton's, when we
were children, and he had come to see

me for 'auld lang syne,' though his

place was taken in the stage by which

he was to proceed that night to his

home near Frankfort. Name, William

Robinson. I soon recollected him as

the son of wellnigh my earliest instruc-

tor, Martin R., a good Scotchman
whose teachings of twenty- six years

ago I still remember with pleasure and

gratitude. The twenty -five minutes

which my old acquaintance could stay
were spent in a crowd of inquiries after

our common friends, and he then took

his leave with a cordial invitation to

me to visit him. Such an instance of

kind remembrance in one whom I

knew very slightly, and had not seen

since my eleventh year, was of course

very gratifying, and Dr. C. said it
' was

extra-or-di-na-ry, such/ added he, 'as

only a Kentuckian would practise.'
"

Mr. Minor never received any col-

legiate education, but "
completed his

law studies in 1823 at the Law School

of the College of William and Mary,
then under the charge of the late Judge
Semple." He soon afterwards removed
to Mooresville in Northern Alabama.

From a journal kept on the road thither

for his mother I select a few passages
illustrative of manners. The journey
was of course made on horseback.

" BUCKINGHAM, 2oth November, 1823.

" The house where I am resting to-

night is twenty-nine miles from Carters-

ville, and forty-two from Dr. Kean's,
whence you know I came this morning.
Buck N (as he is styled by his fa-

miliars), the owner of this shabby and
ill-furnished mansion, is gone to a wed-

ding not far off. I am entertained by
his wife and three ragged, boisterous,

ill-taught boys. Much has been said

of the wealth of Buckingham ; but my
road (except a few miles along Willis's

River) has lain through a region of pov-

erty that would scandalize Louisa, if not

Fluvanna. Willis's River (or creek, a

stream much smaller than the South

Anna) presents some traces of commer-

cial enterprise ; a dismantled lock in-

tended to aid navigation is to be seen.

.... I am very gracious with two

drunken clowns here ; one of whom

says he has a brother (a Major ) in

Nashville, a lawyer of high standing
and quite a great man. He offers me
a letter of introduction, but is too tipsy

now to write it, even if the house af-

forded the means, which, I suspect, it

does not. The other tippler is a genu-
ine specimen of the tavern soaker and

bully, looking so mean that I really

have some scruples about sleeping in

the same room with him, which, how-

ever, is to be the arrangement for the
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night. At Cartersville I bought an

umbrella and a very cheap (though

coarse) plaid cloak, giving for the for-

mer three dollars and for the latter

eight dollars."

"
23d November.

" The house where I have now

stopped (to breakfast) is kept by a wor-

thy Dutchman, whose wife has just

been waiting on me at table. She is

a tidy, sociable, communicative dame.

A Dutch almanac is by me ;
on asking

her if any of the family can read it, she

tells me her husband can, as fluently

as English. He is, however, the sole

member of the household that does un-

derstand that tongue. He teaches it

to none of his children, nor to his wife.

One instance this of the general fact

that these industrious and thriving peo-

ple are letting fall the peculiarities

which distinguish them from the mass

of our population, and merging fast in

the characteristics of those among
whose settlements they are embos-

omed. We may hope that, while they

acquire the alert spirits and brisk intel-

ligence of their British-sprung neigh-

bors, they will impart to these latter a

portion of the sturdy and thriftful vir-

tues which make their own characters."

" DR. JOHNSON'S, NEAR SALEM, BOTETOURT Co.,

Same day, night.

" Unlocked for, my dear mother ! I

have a philosopher, a man of some

sense and very considerable informa-

tion, for my landlord. I have all the

way been wishing for somebody in

whom I might find a congenial spark
of scholarship, and was attracted hith-

er chiefly by the title prefixed to the

name of my present host. But I ex-

pected little more than a dry, technical

pedant, with whom I could discuss the

Greek derivations of some of the terms

in his own science, talk of the treatises

and opinions of Dr. Rush upon educa-

tion, politics, crimes, and punishments,
or deliberate on the comparative merits

of the Baltimore and Philadelphia uni-

versities. Now, instead of all this,

instead of a mind cramped within the

nutshell limits of his single profession,

Dr. J. has shown a fund of general
and practical knowledge, which he dis-

penses so as to convey both pleasure
and advantage. He has travelled

much ; seems to know a great deal of
the world from experience ; and is per-
fect master of all the little rules and

means, relating both to moral conduct
and bodily shifting or management, by
which a traveller should act in the va-

rious emergencies of his tour. The
accommodations of his house are more

completely comfortable than any I have
ever seen ; and his supper is so good,*
that I am determined to adopt his ad-

vice (interested, perhaps), and stay to

breakfast in the morning. Hitherto

the sun has never risen without finding
me on horseback : I must infringe the

custom for once.
" It is now half past ten at night ; yet

'sleep, gentle sleep, has not weighed

my eyelids down,' so pleasant has the

colloquy with mine host been

He has shown me a book (and I have

read almost half through it) called * In-

side out,' written by a lawyer who was

confined in the Penitentiary at Auburn,
New York ! It is a strong and sensi-

ble production, pointing out with in-

finite justness and force the inefficacy

of penitentiary discipline (as it is usu-

ally settled) for all the ends of punish-
ment ; nay, its positive mischievous-

ness, by answering no other end than

to give raw and inexperienced culprits

opportunities of improving themselves

under the lessons of hardened veterans

in crime. His remedy is solitary con-

finetnentj and a total prohibition of all

intercourse between the convicts when

labor or meals necessarily bring them

together."
41
24th November.

" Most of my ride, yesterday and to-

day, was through the great valley. The

Dutch inhabiting it are said to have

crept down gradually from their settle-

ment, in Pennsylvania; and the land,

though generally rich, being too far

from market to offer seducing attrac-

tions to any but the children of sober

" * I cannot be always Cornaro, you see."
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industry, these plain and steady peo-

ple had few competitors for the spots
that best suited their interests and

their peculiar taste. It is curious to

see how uniformly they choose for

the site of their dwellings the very
lowest part of the valley ; usually but

a few feet above the creeping brook

or the rushing torrent, to which their

meadows serve as margin. Their hab-

itations are surpassingly neat in out-

ward appearance ;
the greater part, even

of the two-storied buildings, are of logs,

chinked with stones, then crammed

smoothly, and the mortar whitewashed.

Such is the house where I now am. It

is larger and more roomy than our house.
" My landlord is a Mr. Havens (rec-

ommended to me by Dr. Johnson), a

most ingenious, and even scientific me-
chanic. He has shown me an improved
loom, for which he has a patent ; and
a corn-shelling machine, which has cir-

culated extensively in Virginia, able to

shell one hundred ears in a minute. I

am much taken with a very simple ma-
chine for paring apples, by which fifty

may be pared in a minute. I could

make one, methinks, with a little more
skill in handling the needful tools.

" There are two uncommonly inter-

esting lodgers with me here : a poor
man who has lost both eyes, by an ex-

plosion of gunpowder in blasting rock ;

and his niece, a girl about twelve or

thirteen years old, who guides him wher-

ever he goes. The eyeballs are either

lost entirely from the sockets, or hid-

den by the closing of the lids, which are

spread as smoothly over the seats of

vision as if no balls had ever been there.

The sufferer seems cheerful, and has

manifested in several instances to me
that increased acuteness of other senses

(his feeling and hearing) generally con-

sequent upon the loss of the principal

one. There is a caravan of wild beasts

exhibiting through this part of the coun-

try. The blind man heard me speak of

them, and with great apparent solicitude

inquired if I had seen the bear ? My
host informed me that the bear had been

once in the poor fellow's custody, and

that a very strong mutual attachment

had subsisted between them. No absent

brother could have been asked after

with more earnest tokens of affection

than Bruin by his quondam keeper.
The poor fellow seems to have taken a

sort of liking to me
;
from something,

perhaps, in the tone of my voice, which

may have betrayed to his nice ear what
I certainly felt, no small compassion
for his misfortunes. He gave a singu-
lar and somewhat embarrassing token

of this partiality at supper (which we

partook of along with our host's family,

six or eight in number) by begging
that / would put his food into his plate

for him. As you may suppose, I sat

by him, and was assiduous enough in

my attentions ; flattered by such a con-

fidence, which preferred me, a total

stranger, even to the niece, whose fidel-

ity and affection to him seemed great as

any daughter could have shown."

"
25th November.

" On reaching this (Mr. Trigg's) tav-

ern, two gentlemen were talking poli-

tics in the bar-room ;
their immedi-

ate topic, the Presidential election.

One of them is a rather short, thickly
set person, in a gray cloth coatee and

corduroy inexpressibles ,
with a hat

(which, traveller-like, he wears in the

house) cased in a green silk oilcloth.

a Baltimore merchant going on some

speculative tour to the Southwest. I

cannot tell plainly who is his favorite

candidate, but it seems to be General

Jackson. The other was zealous for

Crawford, whose pretensions he advo-

cated with great fluency, if not force.
" General Jackson went from here

to-day ;
and I met him, but without

knowing him. He has gone on to

Washington to take his seat as Senator

from Tennessee, a post assigned him

by his devoted countrymen, with a view,
as is supposed, of forwarding his chance

for the Presidency, by putting him in a

prominent and central point before the

nation's eyes. He is accompanied by
several gentlemen ; among them, Ma-

jor Eaton, who, from what I hear, is a

sort of toad-eater humble companion
to Old Hickory.
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" Hitherto I have travelled alone,

and at first I preferred doing so. The
4 feast of feeling

' which one enjoys
sometimes in rich exuberance among
the wild scenes of nature is liable to be

marred by having to share it, to talk of

it, to analyze it, to a companion. He

may not sympathize, he may not taste

the banquet so reiishingly as you do ;

and then he is sure to think you an en-

thusiastic raver, while you are just as

sure to despise him as a senseless dolt.

And these are unkind feelings which

at once take largely from the purity
of your enjoyment. But I am now
sated with a solitary admiration of syl-

van and montane beauties, and for a

day or two have longed for converse

with some one on subjects not directly

before my eyes. I have a prospect of

being gratified. The Baltimorean is

bound for Nashville
;
our routes lie for

three hundred miles together ;
and Mr.

Crawford (who has ascertained these

particulars) has negotiated between us

a treaty of amity and companionship.

By the by, he knows not, any more

than I do, the name of my new com-

rade ;
but he has got it settled between

us that we shall set out together early

in the morning, and go fourteen miles

to breakfast."

" SEVEN MILE FORD, WASHINGTON Co.,

(SCOTT'S TAVERN,) November 26th.

"
I like my new acquaintance right

smartly. The main objection to him is

that his horse has been slightly foun-

dered, so that he cannot quite keep pace
with my

'

bay mare, Meg, a better

never lifted leg.' However, we have

come thirty -four miles to-day. He
stayed at Dr. Johnson's a night or

two before I did. We have been com-

paring notes on the doctor's charac-

ter, conversation, and fare. The last

we agree is unrivalled ; but as to his

conversation, it turns out that he trav-

elled over exactly the same ground
with both of us, led us along the

same paths, and studiously visited

every border, from which with premedi-
tated cleverness he plucked only the

flowers that he had by habit familiar-

ized to his hand. To drop metaphor,
the honest doctor, it appears, has a fixed

set of themes of discourse, which he
introduces to two (and therefore, by a
natural inference, to many) different

guests, entertaining them with the same
routine ofconfabulation, as with the same
succession of dishes. If our surmise
be right, he much resembles Ephraim
Jenkinson, who had but one scrap of

learning for all comers
;
and when he

had done with Manetho and Berosus
and cosmogony, his stock was exhaust-

ed. I wish yet it may be otherwise

with my friend the doctor.
" This morning was a very cold,

frosty one, suitable to the season. A
mile or two from our starting-place we
came to a large creek, its banks edged
with ice. Just at the same time there

came to the opposite side an old woman

(of sixty, at least, to appearance), lead-

ing a mean tackey, on which was

strapped a large bundle of wearing-ap-

parel and other luggage, too large to

leave any room for her to ride. She
halted at the water's edge and was go-

ing, though with some hesitation, to

wade through the ford where it was
more than knee-deep. I called to her to

wait ; and whipping over to her, prof-

fered to lead her horse over, and point-

ed up the stream to a hammock, where I

thought she could cross dry-shod. She

gave me her horse, which I led over and

secured upon the other side : then, look-

ing for her, I beheld her, with clothes

raised up to her knees, wading the

creek just above the ford. The water

reached more than half-way to her

knees, was rapid and cold ; yet she

strode through it as unflinchingly as I

would have done in midsummer. Her

brawny legs looked red as a Bermu-

da potato : they were seemingly of the

hardest muscle and sinews, and fully

as large in the calf as mine ; which (if

you know it not) are no spindles, mad-

am, I assure you. My travelling com-

panion waited till my service to the

old lady was rendered ; and then com-

plimented me upon my gallantry, with

a very diverting mixture of banter and

gravity in his countenance."
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"
GAINES'S, SULLIVAN Co., TENN.,

November 28th, Night.

" We are now within five miles of the

Boatyard (called also Kingsport and

Rossville, from David Ross, its found-

er), at the head of navigation on Hol-

ston River. Even that high, the

passage of boats is very precarious,

limited almost entirely to the down-

ward course, and for this they are

obliged to wait for a flood in the river.

It has been now six months or more

since there was a sufficient tide to carry
them over the numerous shoals, rocks,

and obstacles of various kinds, that

present themselves between the Boat-

Yard and the Muscle Shoals, a dis-

tance of five hundred miles. These
boats are an important, almost the sta-

ple, production of this fertile but rug-

ged and sequestered region. They are

flat-bottomed, of huge dimensions, ca-

pable of carrying 300 or 400 bales of

cotton (which weigh 300 pounds each),

and covered over for at least half their

length with plank. This top is shaped,
not like the roof of a house, but rather

like that of a carriage. This ark is of

very rude structure ; and when finished,

is loaded with flour, apples, onions,

bacon, corn, plank, and scantling, and

started down the river under the con-

duct of but three boatmen (a steersman

and two rowers). At Ditto's Landing
(opposite Huntsville), Triana (where S.

Ragland lives), Mooresville, Cotton-

port, and other settlements along the

river, the cargo is sold off on the best

terms practicable, and then the boat

itself is disposed of to a planter for

$ 60 or $ 70, to be freighted with cot-

ton for New Orleans
;
or else the same

hands hire it and themselves to run

down to that city by the February or

March flood, the load varying from

300 to 400 bales. At New Orleans, when

emptied of its last cargo, the boat is

sold as firewood and lumber, being
never intended or able to go up the

stream again ;
for its clumsiness makes

it little better than a log in the water.
"
Here, to-night, is a man whose

trade it is to build these boats ;
from

him I have gathered my chief knowl-

edge of them. He has been down the

river sundry times ; even to Moores-

ville, where he has seen my brother

William. He interests me, too, by an-

other circumstance. A few weeks ago

my two cousins, R. Tompkins and

George Temple, stopped at the Boat-

Yard where he was working, their

money out, and they a good deal jaded,

you may suppose, with their long walk.

R. could find no employment in his line,

teaching school, but G. at once

obtained work from my informant ; and

well did he work, till he made money
enough to enable them both to prose-
cute their journey. R. rendered himself

so acceptable by his good sense and

modesty, that his board cost him noth-

ing hereabouts. The man hits off G.'s

character to a /, by saying that " as for

George, he was neither ashamed nor

afeard to say anything to anybody," a

character the most fascinating of all to

the rowdy population of this country.
And he was accordingly, as I could

plainly see, a prodigious favorite.
" We have encountered immense

droves of hogs, going into your part of

Virginia. At Squire or Captain Good-

son's, where we breakfasted this morn-

ing (by the by, it was our last stopping-

place in my native State), were two
droves of 700 or 800 each ; and yester-

day we met two others as numerous.

For a week past I have met two or per-

haps three of these hordes daily. We
have a band of hog-drivers from Ken-

tucky for our messmates to -
night,

bound eastwardly with I don't know
how many hundreds. Yet these appar-

ently overflowing supplies are, as the

people on the road say, much smaller

than usual ! You certainly cannot suf-

fer by a scarcity of bacon. One of

the drivers here is a hulking, bully-
like fellow, but merrily disposed, with

whom I am all of a sudden very inti-

mate. He swears I am a d d
,

but it will look like vanity if I repeat
his compliments.

" Our entertainer to-night is Captain

Gaines, a cousin of General Edmund
P. Gaines. He is a favorable specimen
of the Tennessee men, tall and com-
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manding in his mien, frank, manly, and

dignified in his sentiments. I hardly
know how to treat him as an innkeeper.
That calling, however, has no manner
of discredit in the estimation of these

Western people, whether Virginians or

Tennesseeans. The Congressman from

the Campbell (Virginia) district is, at

home, a -simple Boniface
;
and (God

willing) we shall to-morrow break our

fast at the house of Joseph McMinn,
late Governor of Tennessee, now keep-
er of a plain but reputable

'

hostelry
'

ten miles hence. Our regular breakfast-

ing distance is fifteen miles ; but as a

man who, after filling with credit and

popularity the supreme magistracy of a

sovereign State, has retired into one of

the humblest walks of private life, is

really worth contemplating, we have de-

termined to anticipate our usual halting-

time, in order to gratify our curiosity."

"
ROGERSVILLE, TENN., November 2gth.

" We stopped at the worthy Ex-Gov-

ernor's, and found him altogether pleas-

ing. He is a little old man, with large,

yet sunken eyes that seem to have un-

dergone a good deal of service,

though his Excellency's brain is not

very much stored with bookish treas-

ures. He is affable, kind, and com-

municative. He entered very freely

into political discussion ; indeed, with

more freedom and promptitude than in-

telligence Besides filling the chief

magistracy of this State, Governor

McM. has served it also in other capaci-

ties. He was a member of the conven-

tion which passed the State Constitu-

tion, and has been a representative in

Congress. He is now agent or resident

envoy with the Cherokee Indians south

of Holston and French Broad Rivers.

It is a singular spectacle to see a man,
who has occupied such high and varied

stations, bustling about a tavern at

once as landlord, barkeeper, and head

waiter, administering entertainment to

guests of every degree. My compan-
ion desired the * Governor '

to give
him a basin of water and a towel, ask-

ing me slyly, while the honest gentle-
man was obeying the order, if that was

not sublime? .... This is indeed a

country where the democratic spirit of

liberty and equality prevails to the ut-

most extent. I already see, or think I

see, a bolder, loftier carriage in ordi-

nary men. Every one seems to feel

himself an efficient member of the

body politic. No free male citizen be-

ing excluded from a vote in the choice
of lawgivers and governors, every one
takes an interest in the acts of those

public servants
; and you hear pro-

ceedings of the Legislature and other

political matters canvassed by men
whose appearance would, amongst us,

bespeak them both unknowing and
careless of the most important public
concerns. It would surprise you to

see the warm and active feelings of

these people in regard to the Presiden-

tial election. Of the Louisa people, I

believe not a tenth part, even of the free-

holders, have yet bestowed a thought
or experienced a wish upon the sub-

ject. In Tennessee, every heart is

roused, every tongue is busy ;
old and

young, male and female, all look

anxiously forward to the result ;
all

wish, and would fight for (if need be)

the success of Jackson. Never, surely,

were a people so nearly unanimous.

The citizens of Sevier County met the

other day to express sentiments and

adopt resolutions in favor of their hero.

The votes were taken, when there were

for Clay 3, for Crawford 2, for Adams I,

for Calhoun noiie, for Jackson between

600 and 700 ! So hot are they on this

point that to deny J.'s superior claims

to the post in dispute seems to be con-

sidered a sort of treason ; and even to

say he will not succeed is looked on as

a high misdemeanor; either offence,

however, luckily being deemed more

worthy of pity than of punishment, by
reason of the absurdity it is supposed
to involve.

"The further westward I go, the

more indubitable appears J.'s election.

The people are daily receiving accounts

of his increasing popularity to the

North and East, accounts furnished

by newspapers favorable to him in

those quarters. They possibly speak
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as much from what they wish as from

what they know to be the case."

" November soth.

'

To-day we passed Bean's Station,

or Oresville, a noted point where the

great leading road to Kentucky, over

Cumberland and Clinch Mountains,
turns off to the right. The name Ores-

ville is derived from one Ore, a county-
man of ours, who used to live there

(keeping a petty tavern) thirty or forty

years ago, when houses of any kind

were scarce as hen's teeth on the road,

and when the almost unbroken forest

swarmed with Indians. Ore had a bad

name in Louisa
;
he was prosecuted,

or threatened with prosecution, for

some theft or robbery, and fled. Here

he did not greatly amend his life. His

house was in very ill repute. There is

a story (it was told me by Mr. John
Garth, when we came out to Kentucky
in 1815) of two travellers putting up at

his house to stay all night. They
placed their baggage, including loaded

pistols, in the bar, as is now usual.

Next morning, on mounting, they found

their horses lame, and stopped at a

blacksmith's shop a little way along
the road to have the shoes and hoofs

examined and put to rights. The
smith (who was an honest man) found

a horse-hair so fixed in a hoof of each

horse as to produce the lameness, and

evidently with design. He warned the

travellers that danger awaited them,
and advised them to examine their

pistols. Putting in the ramrods, they

found, as they thought, the charges in
;

so was the priming. Draw the loads,'

said the blacksmith, 'and make sure.'

They screwed out the supposed loads,

and found them to be wads of cotton

which had been rammed down to fill

the place of powder and ball. They
now saw that some mischief was in-

tended ; they carefully reloaded the

pistols, and, their horses being relieved,

wended on their way. In a deep, shady
bottom one or two miles from Ore's

house, two black men, armed with

rifles, suddenly sprung out before their

horses and commanded them to deliver

their money. The travellers drew out

their pistols, and admonished the rob-

bers to desist. They swore they val-

ued not the pistols a curse ; the travel-

lers might shoot and be d d. The
latter took them at their word, fired,

killed one dead, and wounded the oth-

er, who retreated into the thicket, and
then rode back to Ore's house to make
known what had happened. The old

lady (Mrs. Ore) instantly lifted up her

hands, and exclaimed that her son was
killed ! And sure enough, on examin-

ing the corpse closely, it was found to

be their late landlord's son, who had

blackened his face, intending to pass
for a negro. What became of Ore or

the travellers afterwards tradition does

not say. Now, there are one or two

handsome houses (one of them a re-

spectable inn) at the place ;
and the

whole vicinage wears the aspect of

peace, abundance, and civilization.

"
KNOXVILLE, December ist.

"We have adopted a new plan of

travelling; taking breakfast before we
set out in the morning, and riding all

day without another halt. The mode
answers well enough for the short win-

ter days. From Myers's hither is but

thirty-three miles. All the way from

the Boat-Yard our route has been,

along the north side of the Holston,
or Tennessee River, sometimes within

eight, sometimes a mile or several miles

from it. Here we shall leave it, striking
more directly west, while its course is

rather southwest. This is an awkward,
ill-built town, the largest in East Ten-

nessee, though containing, I believe,

not over two thousand inhabitants.

Mr. Jackson, our landlord, is just re-

moving himself and his effects into a

new house, entertaining us in the old,

which is, consequently, in bad order

for the comfortable reception of guests.
" There is a good deal of very fertile

land between the Boat-Yard and Knox-

ville, but the want of a ready vent for

its produce (it can be no other radical

cause) has generated a system of mis-

erable husbandry, more wasteful and

injudicious even than that prevalent in
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old Virginia, and 'that 's a bold word.'

For example, the tops are not cut from

the corn. The blade fodder only is

pulled, and that not always. A great

deal of corn is yet ungathered in the

fields, and as to cutting down the stalks

it is never thought of. Nor is manur-

ing for any field-crop ever, or more

than by one farmer in a hundred, prac-

tised The road abounds with

houses of entertainment, that look neat

and even genteel ;
most of them are

said to be as comfortable as need be.

The cheapness of their bills is wonder-

ful. For supper, lodging, breakfast,

and just as much corn or oats and

hay and fodder as our horses can de-

stroy (usually half a bushel of grain and

a rackful of long food), we are charged

5/3 apiece ! To me, indeed, who am

travelling on Tennessee money bought
at twenty per cent discount, it is about

sixty-nine cents ! And this is my whole

daily expense, except gratuities to hos-

tlers. In the latter part of October

twelvemonth, when I was going on

foot (as you remember) from Old

Point Comfort to Williamsburg, I paid

7/8 (specie) at the Half-way House,
between Hampton and York, for sup-

per, lodging, and breakfast.

" December 26!.

"
Stopped for the night at Eskridge's,

Squire Eskridge our host is called ;

and far and wide is that name known
;

and loudly do all extol, who have ever

tasted the goodness of his cheer. He
has a jovial fulness of visage (with most

rubicund cheeks variegated by very
white teeth and sparkling black eyes)

and a portly rotundity of person, that

plainly betoken all the excellence of

entertainment for which he is so cele-

brated. His stables, grain, forage, hos-

tlers, and all, so far, are of the first or-

der. Yet the house is a plain wooden

house, not painted, nor furnished with

anything like splendor. But its charm

is the neatness that reigns everywhere ;

the goodness of the bread, butter, tea,

milk, and meats ;
and the alertness of

the host, wholly free all the while from

the smallest tinge of servility. In all

my journeys here along, though I have
to ride five miles over, or stop ten miles

short of my regular distance, it shall go
hard but I '11 spend a night at Squire

Eskridge's.
" The Squire is a justice of the peace.

(They and lawyers are called Squires
in this free and equal land.) He is an

especial admirer of General Jackson,
whom he knew almost immediately af-

ter his migration hither from South

Carolina, and his commencement of the

law practice. He tells us two stories

of J.'s concern in civil broils. One was
of a notorious bully's offering him some

gross insult, presuming upon his raw,

youthful look, and slender make. But

Jackson soon got hold of a pistol, and,

stepping up to the bully, threatened

him with instant death unless he re-

called the insult and apologized for it.

His manner was so fiery and deter-

mined, that there was no mistaking his

purpose to be death or atonement
;
and

the fellow (whose courage was altogeth-
er of the fisticuff and gouging sort)

humbly begged the young lawyer's par-

don The other anecdote related to

a quarrel between Jackson, after he be-

came a militia general, and Governor

Sevier. They once met, armed with pis-

tols, on horseback, and attended each

by several friends, with the avowed de-

sign of adjusting the dispute amicably;
but high words arose; both parties

seem to have been shy (especially the

Governor, as Squire Eskridge thinks,

though reputed a man of courage) ; and

they parted without either fighting or

making friends.
" Most of our road to-day has lain

through a savage and barren-looking

country; and more hilly than for the

three preceding days.

" KIMMBR'S TAVERN, December 4th.

"After paying our bill* at Mr.

Clarke's, a bill so low (considering

what its consideration was) that, added

* "
I arrived about eleven in the morning, took din-

ner, supper, breakfast, lodging, and had several pieces

of linen washed ; my horse all the while having just

as much as he could eat. The charge was one dol-

lar and twenty-five cents i
"
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to other inducements, it will almost in-

fallibly draw me to Mr. C.'s on my
return, we ferried over Clinch River

;

and, twelve miles afterwards, began the

ascent of Cumberland Mountain.
" About midway over the mountain

is our present resting-place. The ac-

commodations are none of the best,

and, by contrast with those of Clarke,

Eskridge, and Myers, seem execrable.

The hostler is a white man, a gawky,

tall, long-legged gilly, whom we cannot

get to rub our horses in half the style

they are accustomed to. My comrade

scolded at him so freely when we were

in the stable on that business, that I

really felt afraid the fellow would re-

sent it with his huge fists that swing

upon such long arms ;
but he took it

all in a sort of sullen patience, not get-

ting angry, yet not doing a whit the

better for it. He can't be a thorough

Tennesseean, or Virginian either, or he

would have given my friend hard words

if nothing more.
" We have fallen in here with a mem-

ber of the Tennessee Legislature (which
has recently adjourned), on his way
home to Sullivan County, the one

next to Virginia. He gives us several

incidents of the late session. One most

curious one is that the Governor of the

State (General Carroll) was imprisoned
for debt in Nashville, whence the Leg-
islature had him brought, by writ of

habeas corpus, to Murfreesborough, the

seat of government, in order that he

might take his constitutional share in

legislation. A novel and singular in-

stance this of the way we Americans

have of making the highest bend with

the lowest to the laws. The same

thing might happen in Virginia. Gov-

ernor McMinn told us of this same
circumstance ;

but I waited for confir-

mation of it before I would enter it

here.

"
SPARTA, December 5th.

" Descended from the mountain some
twelve or fifteen miles back. We have

stopped for the night in this village,

a small one, but of tolerably flourish-

ing appearance. It has a newspaper.

as, indeed, almost every town in the

West has that contains five hundred

people, a good sign, certainly, of in-

telligence, and a harbinger of far more

rapid advancement in mind and morals

than our old Virginia population can

hope for, of whom not one in thirty (of

the freeholders even) ever reads a news-

paper.

" December 6th.

"
I have come on four miles far-

ther, to General Smart's. My host is

a dry, uninteresting personage. He
served with Jackson in some of his

campaigns, and they say was a brave

soldier. Indeed, it cannot easily hap-

pen that any one who is not brave can

get high military position here, when
there has been an opportunity of trying
what stuff he is made of.

"
PURDOM'S, December 7th.

"
Setting out late, i. e. not till sun-

rise or a little after, from General

Smart's (owing to the laziness of his

servants, who could not be got to feed

and dress my horse in time), I never-

theless came to Purdom's (thirteen

miles) to breakfast. The condition of

my beast requiring rest, I have con-

cluded to stay all night here, the more

willingly as the day is rainy. Purdom
is a round, merry fellow, greatly like

Dr. Morris in face and shape, though

intellectually as unlike him as possible.

The day has passed off heavily, not-

withstanding mine host's perfect free-

dom from the foible of silence. He has

given me his whole history as minutely
as if he were furnishing me with mate-

rials to write his life. However, amidst

the multitude of nothings he has ut-

tered, I have gleaned some things that

I would rather not have missed, as one

may always do, from even the most

ignorant.

" 8th December.

"The landlord has made me ac-

quainted, too, with one Mr. Rutledge, a

young gentleman not yet fully licensed

to practise law. His conversation

is forcible and almost sparkling ;
his

knowledge not scanty ;
his mind alto-
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gather much above mediocrity. He It is a shabby travellers' rest The
has, withal, a very respectful opinion of landlord has been a representative in
his own powers ; not such as amounts to the State Legislature, but his absence
egregious vanity, but enough to stimu- now deprives me of the opportunity of
late exertion and embolden him always seeing how worthy he is of that dis-
to make the most of his mental re- tinction. His woman-kind '

(as Tona-
sources. I consider just this much of than Oldbuck would call them) are my
self-esteem as a fortunate possession, only entertainers

; and they savor but
Indeed, without it, genius wants half little of intelligent male society,
its due energy, and fails of more than
half its proper achievements. I augur
success and distinction also to this Mr.

Rutledge, if no unlooked-for gust drive

his bark from her course, and no
unseen rock shatter or insidious whirl-

pool engulf him.

"
MILLER'S, MADISON Co., ALABAMA,

December gth.

" December loth.

"
I am now at the house of H. M.,

or, to give him the title here his due,
Judge Minor.

"
Setting off about sunrise from Mil-

ler's, I came to the Greenbottom Inn,
kept by one Connelly or Codley,
twenty miles, to breakfast, with such
an appetite as a ride of twenty miles

" A ride of but twenty miles to-day and the hour of noon were calculated to
has brought me within twenty-five miles give. There, too, some ladies were my

entertainers, who seemed to have a

highly respectable degree of refinement
in their appearance, manners, and small-
talk. Their dresses I should call ele-

of Huntsville. The land has been

growing richer and richer as I have pro-
ceeded for the last two days, and here
it is exceedingly fertile

; yet still, as

they tell me, less so than in the cen-

tral and more southerly parts of this

county and in Limestone County. Since entered Huntsville. It is a pretty vil-

I left Purdom's the cotton crops have lage of sixteen hundred inhabitants,

gant.
" Some two hours before sunset I

been assuming quite a different charac-

ter. Theretofore they existed only in

patches, such as we cultivate in old

with some handsome houses in and
around it, though very many are merely
of hewn logs, chinked with stone, and

Virginia, where each family does well pointed with lime mortar, after the fash-

to make enough for its own clothing,
ion of the Cohees* In the centre of the

But as I journeyed since yesterday
town is the public square, measuring in

morning, those patches have been grad-
each direction about one hundred and

ually increasing into fields ; and I have fifty yards, and having the Court House
now seen some cotton-fields of fifty,

in its centre. On three of its sides this

sixty, or seventy acres, perhaps even of square is faced by tolerably compact
one hundred or more. What seems odd rows or blocks of brick houses, occu-

to me
; these fields are still white with pied by merchants, mechanics, lawyers,

cotton, which frequently remains un-

picked till March or even April, when
the ground is wanted to plant the next

crop. I have passed some timber to-

day of gigantic growth, mostly chestnut
and poplar. A tree of the latter kind
was so large that I am persuaded I

could have rode into its hollow, if my
mare had not pointedly refused to en-
ter.

" This place is called the '

Hickory
Flat,' a name somewhat descriptive of
its posture and prevailing wood-growth.

doctors, and tavern-keepers. Without

alighting, I rode nearly around it be-

fore I could find any one to tell me
precisely the road to 'Judge M.'s'

house
; at last a gentleman gave me

a very minute direction, telling me at

the same time that Mrs. M. and her

sister (Mrs. T.) were then in town on
a visit to a Mr. Cruise. I neverthe-

less proceeded to my place of destina-

tion, about two miles west of the town,

* So called from their use of the archaic Quo
1

ht. ED.
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where I found only some of the chil-

dren at home. Henry (who was my
pupil a year or two since) knew me

;

and he was the first person I had seen

since leaving Wythe Court House, that

I had ever seen before. In half an

hour the ladies came home and gave
me a greeting so cordially polite as to

refresh in no small degree my spirits,

wearied by sympathy with a wearied

body, and perturbed by the embarrass-

ment anticipated from entering upon
a scene so new to me. The Judge's
house is built of logs in the manner

above described. But the furniture is

much more elegant than is commonly
seen in two-story framed houses with us.

Nothing is more usual here than to see

a log-cabin dwelling with a splendid

carriage standing under the shed of an

out-house near it
; and on going in, you

behold a mahogany sideboard, tables,

and beaufets, with superb services of

china and plate, imported carpeting,

etc., etc."

"FINIS.

" My travelling expenses from

Cartersville to Huntsville . $ 26.92

Deduct fees to hostlers . . . 2.25

$ 24.67

" Distance from our house to Hunts-

ville, according to the reputed distances

between the different stands, about six

hundred and thirty miles."

A passage in a letter from Moores-

ville, written a year later, shows him still

waiting for his books. "
I will get

you, if you can spare them, to have
Tom Paine's works put up in the box.

His Rights of Man, Civis, and Com-
mon Sense stand high in this demo-
cratic country, as indeed they must do
all over the Union, and I may have a

use for them if ever I scribble for the

newspapers, or am elected to the Leg-
islature, or have to make a Fourth of

July speech." To his grandmother
he regrets that " no opportunity has

occurred of sending her some reed

pipe-stems," from which it would ap-

pear that she was a smoker. He also

mentions (what seems oddly incongru-
ous with the region as he describes it)

that "to-night the students of Green

Academy perform Julius Cccsar"

Mr. Minor remained only a year in

Alabama and then returned to Virginia.
He established himself as a lawyer in

his native county. His evenings were

given to literature, and I find him a

constant contributor to the " Southern

Literary Messenger," sending now a

careful review of some new book, now
a translation from Anacreon, and now
a tale or an essay. The latter turn

chiefly on some point of the minor or

conventional ethics, and in their grand-

fatherly style, their fondness for the

allegorical form, and the stately move-

ment of their rhetoric, revive not un-

pleasantly confused memories of the

British classics, ere literature had con-

descended from the grave decorums of

the minuet to the whirl of the polka.

They are excellent examples of what

may be called domestic authorship ;

useful, edifying, agreeable even, only
not brilliant

;
fit to beguile long winter

evenings in the country, and to win the

safe and sweet applauses of a fireside

audience. Many of them seem to have

been written for such household ends,
and -all are pleasing by their lowness

of tone and the entire absence of all

exaggeration or undue emphasis. In-

deed, a constant reasonableness and

good taste, the fine breeding of letters,

characterize whatever Mr. Minor wrote,

whether for his own or the general

eye.
Mr. Minor, though his tastes were

those of seclusion and scholarship, was
led by a genial humanity of tempera-
ment to take an active share in all

movements for public benefit. He took

an earnest interest in education, the

reform of prison discipline, of the law,

of politics. He led the forlorn hope of

temperance in his native county, riding
often thirty miles in summer heat o-

winter storm to make addresses in be-

half of an unpopular good. In May,

1835, I find him teaching Elisha, a
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slave of his father, to read and write,

though thereby incurring public blame.
" Told of animadversion which is ex-

cited by my undertaking to teach E.

One wiseacre roundly says, Mr. Q. and

I are guilty of a penitentiary offence.

And the still more sapient wiseacre for

whom E. has been working says he

does not wish to have anything to do

with a negro who is so taught." He
mentions a fact or two that may be of

interest to the student of language.
" Sh still puzzles him somewhat. Sheaf
he called leaf. The hard sound of c in

cloak did not occur to him, he called it

sloak. Frisk he could spell and pro-

nounce very well, but the addition of

an s made it tangle his tongue, and it

was only after eight or ten efforts, fol-

lowing as many repetitions of the word

by me, that he could say frisks. It

was frixt, fricks, frisk"
In the same manuscript book which

contains his "journal of Elisha's learn-

ing," and the record of his temperance

labors, are some anecdotes of Jackson
which seem worth preserving. One
leaf has unhappily been torn out.

"During Burr's trial, General Jack-

son was in Richmond, staying at the

Globe Tavern, which stood where the

now does. He then attracted

universal notice by his loud blustering,

cursing, and swearing. The great ob-

ject of his maledictions was General

Wilkinson, who was shortly expected
there as a witness from Louisiana.

Him General J. denounced as a traitor,

a coward, and a perjured villain
; pre-

fixing to every epithet the most ener-

getic d . . . d's, and G . d d . . . d's.

Nothing could equal the vigor and va-

riety of his oaths and imprecations.
'

May I be eternally and hellfiredly G . d

d . . . . d,' was one frequent formula

with him, which tradition has preserved.
I know several most respectable men
who saw and heard him upon that occa-

sion, and who declare that he was re-

garded by everybody as the very prince
of bullies and blackguards. It is said

that when Wilkinson came, J. was en-

tirely quiet, and very soon took occa-

sion to quit Richmond : but I suspect
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the truth of the insinuation implied in

this statement, for his coura'ge never

could be justly called in question.
" Since he became President, Gener-

al J. has not hesitated on various occa-

sions, and in the presence of persons
whose presence might have been ex-

pected somewhat to restrain his ebulli-

tions, to vent his feelings in the freest

and most undignified manner. His
war upon the Senate, which has result-

ed in the almost entire prostration of

that body (seconded, as his assaults

were, by its own most unscrupling fac-

tiousness), is well known. ' Damn
them !

'

said he, lately, to a gentleman
from Virginia, speaking of some offen-

sive act of the Senate,
' damn them !

They need not think to fool with me !

'

at the same time clenching his teeth,

and striking with his cane upon the

ground.
" He has, on numberless occasions,

indeed almost whenever it was men-
tioned in conversation for the last two
or three years, damned the Senate as

a pack of scoundrels.
"

I forget what distinguished foreign-

er it was a French nobleman, I think

who said to the President that an

army of his (the nobleman's) country
would soon take Washington, if war

should occur between the two nations.
' Take Hell /

'

replied Old Hickory,
with a tone of the deepest scorn. And
that was all the reply he deigned.

"
It belongs to history, that when

some of his Secretaries (Messrs. Ing-

ham, Branch, and Berrien) communi-

cated to him their determination not

to let Mrs. Eaton associate with their

families (her reputation being rather

the worse for wear), the hero 'roared

like a lion.' These were the words of

Colonel Richard M. Johnson, who had

undertaken to mediate between him

and the contumacious heads of depart-

ments.
" Most people yet remember the min-

gled surprise and contempt with which

General J.'s first nomination for the

Presidency was received, except in

Tennessee and Pennsylvania. He him-

self regarded it as absurd, and his
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election .as a chimera. He said to

Judge Breckenridge (who was then his

intimate friend, aide-de-camp, and mem-
ber of his household),

" Do you think I

am such a d . . . . d fool as to expect
to be elected ?

'

" These anecdotes are all or most of

them undoubtedly true ;
and a thou-

sand similar ones might be added, all

tending to confirm and illustrate the

character which these fix upon this
'

greatest and best of men.' But still,

there is no comparison between him
and Poindexter. The latter has all of

J.'s vulgar turbulence, without a spark
of his generous feeling or his integrity

or his courage. The true equals the

real par nobilefratrum are Poindex-

ter and Benton.
" But let us see us, or the genera-

tions who shall come after us whether

the blasphemous comparison of Jack-
son to WASHINGTON will have

acceptance among future ages. For

my part, I never will believe it, until

my already somewhat staggered faith

in human virtue and in the self-sustain-

ing purity and vigor of popular institu-

tions shall have crumbled into hope-
lessness ;

and until Washington's coun-

trymen, demonstrated to be unworthy
of that name, shall have crouched be-

neath the merited chain and sceptre of

some iron despot, who will scourge

them, if not into wisdom, at least into

shame, remorse, and anguish for their

folly and wickedness."

In the journal of a tour to the West
in 1836 he describes picturesquely

enough one of the border ruffians of

what may be called the first period :

" Among the new-comers was General

Felix Houston, now of Texas, a dull,

heavy, pugnacious-looking man, with

broad shoulders and arms that seem
able to wield a bowie-knife with tre-

mendous effect. One visible under his

waistcoat" And here is a capital story
which will justify what I have said of

Mr. Minor's eye for character and sense

of the comic:
" A fine, stout old gentleman of

eighty-two walked so steadily across

the heaving deck, that I congratulated

him on his good sea-legs. He said he

had once served in a privateer, in 1781,

witnessed a severe battle between the

English and French fleets in the Ches-

apeake, and been chased by a British

frigate. Presently he manifested a

pious turn, and inquired if I thought
there were many on board who ' loved

our Lord.' I did not know. ' Have you

got a hope, are you a servant of his ?
'

I was not a member of any church,

not a professor of religion. Ah, well,'

he said, there are many that have it

who are not in any church.' He then

pulled out some tracts, which he asked

me to take. I took only
' The Swear-

er's Prayer.' ....
" This morning (it was Tuesday, Oc-

tober ist) the old man of yestreen and

I had much more conversation. He
told me further that he was at the

storming of Stony Point, and told some

particulars of Wayne's orders and con-

duct on that occasion that were new

to me. Wayne not only made his men
take the flints out of their guns, that

they might rely exclusively on the bay-

onet, but ordered the officers to run

any man through the body who should

fire
; and, moreover, ordered them to

treat in like manner any who should

retreat, or show a wish to do so, and

strictly enjoined upon the soldiers to

run their bayonets through any officer

who should behave in a cowardly man-

ner. For the expedition he had picked
his men, and some or all of them were

volunteers for it. But about four miles

from the fort, when they did not yet

know what service of peril they were

upon, he halted them, and in a brief

address warned all who felt at all fear-

ful to go back. A few went back. My
old new friend was but sixteen, and felt

afraid, very much afraid, but could not

get his own consent to back out. Then
it was that Wayne gave the orders

above mentioned. Upon getting nearer

the fort, he made each put a sheet of

white paper in his cap, as a mark for

recognition, and gave the watchword,
or rather battle-cry, to be uttered when

they should be fairly within the fort,

The fort 's our own !

'

They advanced
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in two columns, leaped or ran through

Pan
abatis in front of the fort, captured

or bayoneted the picket guards, who
stood also in front, and then rushed on

up the steep hill on which stood the

fort. The pickets had fired and alarmed

the garrison, who immediately came
out on the ramparts, and fired volley
after volley towards the assailants, but

over their heads, not knowing how
near they were. Our men were mostly

right under the garrison, whose fire

was directed several hundred yards off,

only striking a few of the rearmost

in the advancing columns. My old

friend's captain showed manifest cow-

ardice. He advanced, stooping very
low, before his men, scared at the

whistling balls of the British. My old

friend's right-hand man, a dare-devil

sort of a fellow, kicked the acting cap-
tain behind, oversetting him on his

head forwards, with many curses as a

damned coward, a good-for-nothing
scoundrel, etc. The captain durst not

resent it. Their orders were, when

they reached the wall, that the man on

the extreme right of the front rank

should be thrown or pushed upon it by
his left-hand man, he by his left, and

so on. But by the time the main body
arrived there, the gate had been opened
for them by the forlorn hope, almost

every man of whom was cut to pieces.

In they rushed, and shouted the war-

cry prescribed,
' The fort 's our own !

'

4 Not by a damned sight I"* replied the

British. And at it they went with

the bayonet ! The strife was soon

over. My old friend says he scarcely
aimed at all, at thrusting his bayonet
into any one. It was a little bloody ;

but he chiefly employed himself in par-

rying the enemy's thrusts at him. His

name is Hill. He had not told me all

these particulars, when an elderly,

gray -haired man came to the table

where we sat, and, hearing the name
of Stony Point, said :

* That was con-

siderable of a battle, was it not ?
'

I

pointed to the old man and said he
was at it.

' Was he, indeed ?
'

said the

gray -haired gentleman. 'My father

was also there ; he was a captain there.'

'Was he?' said Hill; 'what captain
was he ?

' '

Captain C.,' said the gray-
haired gentleman.

'

Captain C., why
he was my captain ! And you are a

son of Captain C., my captain at Stony
Point !

' A warm hand-shake, and they
were sworn friends in a moment. Mr.

C. said he felt as if he had found a

brother ;
and the old man's delight

through the day and for the rest of

our voyage was extreme."

There is much else in these books

which tempts me, but I have already

given enough to enable my readers to

divine for themselves something of the

character of the author. It is seldom

that I have grown so intimate with a

man I have never seen, seldom that I

have had experience of so sweet, so

equitable, or so well-balanced a nature

as this. In reading these fading me-

morials; I have found myself sadly

thinking :
" And this was one of the

class whom we have heard called bar-

barians by men who are proud to owe

their culture to slaveholding Athens and

Rome ! This is one of the very per-

sons whom our short-sighted statesman-

ship would -exclude from all share in

politics !

"

Of Mr. Minor's life nothing remains

to be told, but that it was useful, honor-

able, and, if any ever was, a happy il-

lustration of the Ovidian theory, bene

qui latuitbene vixit. He died in 1858,

having been for several years Professor

of Law in the College of William and

Mary.

Jatnes Russell Lowell.
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THE FRENCH CLAIMS.

MORE than two thirds of a cen-

tury a long lifetime have

elapsed since 1800, when the claims for

French spoliations were assumed by our

government under a convention with

France. During this long period res-

olutions in favor of them by thirteen

States have been filed at Washington,
and more than three thousand memo-
rials from claimants residing in twenty-
five different States have been present-
ed to Congress. No less than forty-

two committees of the House or Sen-

ate have reported on these memorials,
and all but three in favor of them. En-

voys, jurists, and statesmen have in-

dorsed them. Federalists, Democrats,
and Republicans have conceded their

validity. They have been kept back

by the pressure of the Revolution, by
Revolutionary debts, embargoes, and
wars ; yet five times has a bill providing
for their payment passed the Senate,
and twice have both branches of Con-

gress sanctioned the payment ; but the

measure failed under the vetoes of Polk

and Pierce, when the South was in

power.
Under a change of administration it

would have become a law, but with Lin-

coln came our great struggle and its ex-

penses. These have thus far engrossed
the time of Congress, and now, with a

full treasury and ample means, the

measure is once more before the Sen-

ate. Again has the Committee on For-

eign Relations reported a grant of five

million dollars to liquidate this debt of

the Revolution so long deferred.

The claimants are not confined to a

few States. Less than half of their

memorials are addressed to the Senate ;

and of these three hundred and fifteen

are from Maryland, three hundred and

nine from Massachusetts, two hundred
and fifteen from Pennsylvania, one

hundred and ninety-three from New
York, one hundred and fifty-five from

South Carolina, one hundred and twen-

ty-one from Virginia, one hundred and
thirteen from Maine, one hundred and

nine from Connecticut, sixty-nine from

New Hampshire, fifty-two from North

Carolina, and one hundred and forty-

three from New Jersey, Rhode Island,

Alabama, Louisiana, Delaware, Ohio,

Georgia, Illinois, Indiana, Kentucky,

Mississippi, Vermont, Arkansas, Mis-

souri, Texas, and the District of Colum-

bia. The memorials bear the signa-
tures of the merchants of the first dec-

ade of our Republic and of their lineal

descendants ; they have rarely parted
with their claims, for these depend on

protests and invoices, and are not eas-

ily negotiable like bonds or certificates

of debt. The passage of the bill will

gladden the hearts of many impover-
ished families whose means have been

appropriated by the state, which cannot

under its constitution thus appropriate
without giving full compensation.

It is not creditable to the govern-
ment that for two thirds of a century it

has withheld payment of claims recog-
nized by its legislators and chief judi-

cial officers, claims founded on the

immutable principles ofjustice, claims

based on ample equivalents, claims

used to cancel obligations whose neg-
lect would have involved war or the

loss of national honor.

These claims, in the language of Sen-

ator Sumner, have become historic, and

their history is well set forth in the

masterly reports of Everett, Critten-

den, and Sumner, now standard books

of reference, arsenals well stored with

weapons for this discussion. Let us

glance at the origin of these claims in

our Revolutionary treaties.

Our treaties of alliance and commerce
with France were concluded in the dark-

est hours of the Revolution, under the

sage counsel of Franklin. Without in-

come or military stores, with a declin-

ing credit, we had struggled manfully

against superior force, we had fought
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with varying success, we had recovered

Boston, but we had lost New York.

By the gallantry of Stark, Gates, and

Morgan, and our Eastern militia, we
had arrested the march of Burgoyne,
who would have severed the States and

left New England out in the cold ; but

in the dreary winter that followed our

army faded to a shadow, marched bare-

foot through the snow, and nearly per-
ished with hunger. Nevertheless, the

capture of a British army on its march
from Canada had aroused France, and

the welcome news reached us in the

spring that our envoys had concluded

treaties of alliance and commerce with

the most powerful nation of Europe.
What were those treaties ? They

were reciprocal, although between an

unfledged republic and an established

nation. On the one side France, by
the treaty of alliance, guaranteed the

freedom and independence of the Unit-

ed States ; and on the other the thir-

teen States, as an equivalent, guaran-
teed to France forever all possessions
in America she then held or should

acquire in case of any rupture between

France and any European nation. By
the treaty of commerce, we also agreed
to give shelter in our ports to her ships
of war and prizes, and authorized her

consuls to hold courts in those ships
in our ports, and further agreed to

deny shelter to the ships of her foes,

unless driven in by stress of weather.

It was also stipulated that free ships
should make free goods.
On the one side, the contract of

France promised us effectual aid in

ships, troops, and treasure
;
and faith-

fully was that aid given, down to the

surrender of Cornwallis to the com-
bined armies of France and America.

The war of the Revolution was, indeed,
more costly to France than to us, for

the debt she contracted in this war,

$280,000,000, exceeded our own, and
bore heavily on her resources, con-

tributing to the revolution that followed.

The French government had gallantly

performed its part of the contract un-

der the treaty of alliance. Our great

object was effected. The independence

of the United States was recognized.
The debt incurred by France exceeded
the whole value of our property. The
first valuation of Massachusetts, includ-

ing Maine, was but $20,000,000, and
these last held one eighth of the prop-

erty of the Union.

In guaranteeing the American pos-
sessions of France forever, we had on
our side assumed a heavy liability for

the future ;
for France then held San

Domingo, Guadaloupe, Martinique, St.

Vincent, St. Lucia, Tobago, Granada,
St. Pierre, Marie Galante, Miquelon,
and Cayenne. By stipulating to admit

the war-ships of France and their prizes

and to allow their condemnation in our

ports, and by agreeing to exclude her

foes, we had exposed ourselves to the

hostility of all her enemies. We had

virtually concluded with her a treaty

against the world, subject to the voli-

tion or misfortunes of our ally. We
had made, and for good considerations,

one of those "
entangling alliances

"
to

which Washington refers in his fare-

well message.
The war was over ; the United States

resumed its commerce, adopted the

Constitution of 1788, and launched its

barks on the deep, funded its debts, and
commenced its career ; while France

soon plunged into the vortex of a rev-

olution, dethroned her king, sent her

nobles to the scaffold, enfranchised

her peasantry, endowed them with

lands, and, converting a monarchy into

a republic, incurred the hostility of all

the kings of Europe. England formed

a general alliance, and led a crusade

against France, and, within ten years
after the close of our Revolution, the

fleets of England subdued most of the

possessions in America.

France could now call upon us for

the fulfilment of our treaties. The

change of government had not ab-

solved us. America ever recognizes

the government de facto. It was not

for a republic to object to a republic.

The war was defensive on the part of

France, but our guaranty did not apply
to defensive wars alone. It applied to

wars arising from "
any rupture." We
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were bound by our treaty to a nation

that had given us full and adequate
considerations for the duties we as-

sumed. France, however, did not for

months require the absolute fulfilment

of the treaty. She was aware that we
had no navy, although relying wholly

upon exports and commerce. She re-

quired supplies, and was disposed to

respect for a time the neutrality of

America. We desired also to preserve
a neutral policy, as we were fast becom-

ing the carrier of nations, while our

coast was defenceless ; and in April,

1793, General Washington issued his

proclamation of neutrality.
In the course of 1793 England ful-

minated her decrees against all neutral

vessels bound to French ports with

provisions, and greatly increased the

list of contraband. Many seizures of

American vessels were made under

these decrees, and France soon re-

sponded with similar decrees, notifying,

however, all neutrals that she would

give them indemnity.
In the fall of 1793 some of the colo-

nies of France called upon the United

States for aid. None was accorded,
but in the ensuing spring, April 3,

1794, Jefferson, in a letter to Madison,
remarks "that our guaranty is bind-

ing, and that we ought at a proper time,

to interfere and declare, both to Eng-
land and France, that the islands are

to rest with France, and that we will

make common cause with the latter for

this object." James Monroe, who was
our Minister to France in 1794, states,

in his correspondence with our Secre-

tary of State, that he was asked by the

French government if he insisted on
the fulfilment of our treaty of com-

merce, but that he declined to insist,

because he thought France would, in

such case, demand of us the imme-
diate fulfilment of our treaty of guar-

anty. December 2, 1794, he writes that

France does not ask its immediate ful-

filment, and yields, to our remonstrance

against seizure, the point that " free

ships shall make free goods."

February 2, 1795, President Wash-

ington, in a message to Congress, says,

" It affords me the highest pleasure
to inform Congress that perfect harmo-

ny reigns between the two Republics,"
and that the claims are in train of

being discussed with caution, and ami-

cably adjusted, although Genet, the

Minister of France, had informally sug-

gested the fulfilment of the guaranty.
Each nation thus endeavored to pre-

serve the peace ;
each was willing to

defer or delay the full performance of

the treaties. But during the year 1795
events occurred to disturb the harmony
of the new Republics. Chief Justice

Jay had been sent to England to ob-

tain the restoration of our ports on

the frontier, and indemnity for British

captures. A treaty was concluded by
which we effected both objects. We
did so by giving British ships of war
and prizes access to our ports, and for-

bidding other nations to fit out priva-

teers and sell their prizes in our har-

bors. We also enlarged the list of

contraband goods ; and, although the

rights of France were reserved in one

of the articles, her government com-

plained that she had been sacrificed to

England, by stipulations in favor of her

enemy inconsistent with those we had
made with her ; that we had enlarged
the list of contraband articles, and had
even admitted that provisions might be

contraband, at a time when her foes

were endeavoring to subdue her by
famine. These complaints were urged
with the more energy, as we excluded

not only the prizes of French privateers

equipped in our ports, but all other

French prizes.

Soon after this treaty the French

agents at San Domingo reported to

their government
"
that, having found

no resources, or finance, and knowing
that the Americans were unfriendly to

our country in its distress, they had
armed for cruising, and already eigh-

ty-seven cruisers were at sea, and that

for three months the administration

had subsisted, and individuals been

enriched by prizes." The exclusion of

French prizes from our ports, and the

reception of those of British ships of

war, was a serious deprivation to
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France, as the French colonies had

generally fallen into the possession of

England. Adet was now sent as Min-

ister from France to the United States.

He failed to obtain satisfaction, and,

after a negotiation in which he com-

plained of the British treaty, our gov-
ernment made counter-claims for one

hundred and thirty vessels captured or

detained, and for supplies to the West

Indies, and for recent seizures on the

Caribbean Sea.

Adet, on the i$th of November, 1796,

announced the order of his govern-
ment to suspend his functions in the

United States, and made a final claim

for the guaranty as follows :

" The undersigned, Minister Plenipo-

tentiary of the French Republic, now
fulfils to the Secretary of State of the

United States a painful, but sacred

duty.
" He claims, in the name of Ameri-

can honor, in the name of the faith of

treaties, the execution of that contract

which assured to the United States

their existence, and which France re-

garded as the pledge of the most sa-

cred union between two people, the

most free on the earth."

In the same year the Directory of

France decreed "that the flag of the

French Republic will treat all neutrals,

either as to confiscation, seizures, or

capture, in the same manner as they
shall suffer the English to treat the

French "
; and soon after notified us

that they regarded their stipulations

under the treaty of 1778 as altered or

suspended by Jay's treaty with Great

Britain.

After the recall of Adet, March 2,

1797, the French Directory issued fur-

ther decrees enlarging the list of con-

traband articles, authorizing the capture
of all vessels unprovided with a docu-

ment called " the roll of equipage,"
which was not carried by American
vessels

; and, a few months later, all

vessels transporting the products of

England and her colonies were declared

good prizes. These decrees, with oth-

ers of like character, were promptly

executed, and before July, 1798, nearly

two thousand sail of American vessels

had been captured. A large proportion
of our shipping had been swept from
the ocean.

France declined to receive Pinckney
as the successor of Monroe, and subse-

quently she refused to receive our en-

voys extraordinary, Pinckney, Marshall,
and Gerry ; and early in 1798 we passed
successive acts authorizing the capture
of all armed ships committing depreda-
tions on our commerce, another sus-

pending intercourse with France, an-

other to resist searches, and finally,

after nearly all our claims for spolia-

tion had accrued, we passed the act of

July 7, 1798, purporting to repeal the

treaties of alliance and commerce. Con-

gress also authorized an army and lev-

ied taxes, and commenced under John
Adams the construction of a navy.
These last acts induced more mod-

erate counsels on the part of France,
advances were made through our Min-
ister at the Hague, and a second mis-

sion, composed of Chief Justice Ells-

worth and Messrs. Davy and Murray,
.in March, 1800, resumed negotiations
which terminated in the convention of

September 3oth in the same year.

The previous mission, which had

proved a failure, and of which Chief

Justice Marshall was a member, before

it left France had an interview with

Talleyrand, who met our claims for seiz-

ures and confiscations with the coun-

ter-claims of France.

The new envoys also were met with

the same counter - claims under the

treaties. They had been charged in

the instructions from Timothy Picker-

ing, our Secretary of State, to base any
new treaty upon the express condition

that reparation should be made for all

losses sustained by illegal captures and

confiscations, and in the same in-

structions these are ascribed " to the

feelings engendered by' Jay's treaty."
" That treaty," say the instructions,
" has been made the chief pretence for

those unjust and cruel depredations

on American commerce, which have

brought distress on multitudes, and in-

curred a total loss of property to the



1 84 The French Claims. [August,

United States of probably more than

twenty millions of dollars." " The con-

duct of the French Republic would
well have justified an immediate decla-

ration ofwar on the part of the United

States, but, desirous of maintaining

peace, and still willing to leave open
the door of reconciliation with France,
the United States contented themselves

with preparing for defence, and meas-

ures calculated to defend their com-

merce "
; they

** did not even author-

ize reprisals on merchantmen, but were

restricted solely to the giving safety to

their own."

France also took the ground in the

negotiations that there was no war be-

tween the two Republics, as appears by
the letter of Talleyrand to M. Pichon,
the French Minister at the Hague,
dated August 28, 1798, which led to the

mission. "
France," says Talleyrand,

" has a double interest, as a nation and

as a republic, not to expose to any haz-

ard the present existence of the United

States
;

therefore it never thought of

making war against them, and any con-

trary supposition is an insult to com-

mon sense"

There had been no war between the

two Republics. Thus wrote the French

Ministers to our envoys, August 20,

1800. Thus wrote Chief Justice Mar-

shall to our Minister at London, Sep-
tember 20, 1800. Thus dictated Na-

poleon at St. Helena to Gourgaud for

his Memoir, Vol. II. p. 129. And such

is the official record of the French

government in the Code Diplomatique
for 1800. There had been misunder-

standings, captures, and reprisals, but

no war. Neither party had declared

war. Our Congress alone could have

declared it for us. War could be ter-

minated by a treaty only, but our dif-

ferences were ended by a convention.

This is conclusive evidence. By war

France might have lost its claims un-

der its treaties. By war America might
have lost the claims of its citizens, but

had not thus lost them. The two Re-

publics kept each other in countenance,
and by both was war studiously avoided.

Joseph Bonaparte, the brother of the

First Consul, was placed at the head
of the French commission to receive

our envoys and conduct the negotia-
tion. Thus in time of peace, but on the

verge of war, the two nations by their

representatives met to adjust their dif-

ferences.

America presented two classes of

claims for her citizens
; nearly a fifth

for demands liquidated in the shape of

contracts, awards, and judgments, the

residue for more than two thousand

vessels seized, captured, and con-

demned, in violation of the law of na-

tions, amounting in the aggregate to

twenty millions of dollars.

France had no claims for her citi-

zens. America had studiously forborne

to touch the merchantmen of France.

The claims of the latter were national

under her two treaties of alliance and

commerce. They were for the loss of

her colonies guaranteed to her forever

by America, for the exclusion of her

prizes from the Western hemisphere,
tor the admission of the ships of her

enemy, for vast attendant losses. If

the claims of the first party were large,

those of the second party were larger
and more immeasurable. When our

envoys pressed the one, the French

commission insisted on the other.

France had recognized the justice of

our claims, and on this occasion con-

ceded it. She distinctly offered to have

their amount ascertained by a commis-

sion and assumed by our government
as an advance to France, and then to

liquidate them by a fair offset of her

national claims against the United

States ;
but this our envoys declined.

They proposed to extinguish the trea-

ties and the claims of France under

them by a definite sum, and succes-

sively offered a million and then two

millions of dollars for a relinquish-

ment of the guaranty, and six hundred

thousand dollars for the abandonment
of the right to shelter; but although
France was in need of money, these

offers were refused. She declined also

a war subsidy of two hundred thou-

sand dollars a year which was tendered

by our envoys. And finally, by the
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convention of September 30, 1800, it

was agreed that friendship should be

restored, and that debts due from citi-

zens of one country to those of another

should be paid or prosecuted, but that

this provision should not embrace in-

demnities for captures or confiscations.

By the second article also it was stipu-

lated that, as the two nations could not

agree as to the treaties of alliance and

commerce, nor on the American claims

as to the indemnities due or claimed,

they would negotiate further on these

subjects, and that their operation should

be suspended for eight years. In this

form the convention was signed ; but

before its final ratification the second

article was omitted, and a clause an-

nexed to the effect that, by the retrench-

ment of the second article, all claims

or pretences under it were by the two

states renounced. In this shape it re-

ceived the assent of the First Consul,
the assent of our Senate and President,
and was promulgated December 21,

1801
;
and thus, to escape the obliga-

tions of the treaties, the just claims of

our citizens against France, for seiz-

ures, captures, and confiscation, rated

in the negotiations at little less than

twenty millions, were forever renounced

and the obligation to meet them was
assumed by the nation.

The trustee who appropriates the

money of his wards for his own benefit

is responsible to his wards. The gov-
ernment of the nation, in its capacity
of guardian and trustee, appropriated
the claims and property of its subjects
for the benefit of the nation, to relieve

it from the sacred debt of the Revolu-

tion, and from claims which were the

price of its freedom. It entitled them
to a full equivalent or at least to all

the benefits it derived from a relief

from one and possibly two costly wars,
and from reparation for the loss of the

French colonies, many of them of great
value. If the claims of our citizens had
been reserved, they would doubtless

long since have been recognized and

paid as similar claims under like seiz-

ures against France, Naples, Spain,
Great Britain, and Mexico have been

recognized and liquidated. They were
founded on the laws of nations, on the

immutable principles of justice, and this

has been admitted by John Adams,
John Quincy Adams, Madison, Clay,

Webster, and Livingston, and other

contemporary statesmen, in their print-
ed letters and speeches, as well as by
Napoleon at St. Helena.

Timothy Pickering, the Secretary of

State, under whose instructions the en-

voys acted, in his letter of November

19, 1824, to James H. Causten, Esq.,
of Washington, says :

" Thus the gov-
ernment bartered the just claims of our

merchants on France to obtain a relin-

quishment of the French claims for a

restoration of the old treaties, especially
the burdensome treaty of alliance by
which we were bound to guarantee the

French territories in America. And
on this view of the case it would seem
that the merchants have an equitable
claim for indemnities from the United

States."

But the treaties were never abro-

gated until the convention ; one party
alone could not repeal them. And
Chief Justice Marshall himself, our

envoy, and so long the light of our

judiciary, with the best opportunities
for forming a judgment, has given an

opinion still more decisive than that of

Pickering, recorded by the Hon. Wil-
liam C. Preston, in his letter to Mr.
Causten of January 29, 1844. He
states in this letter, that, after investi-

gating these claims, he was convinced

of their justice ;

" and while they were

under discussion in the Senate, they

happened to be the subject of conver-

sation between Mr. Leigh, Mr. Cal-

houn, and myself one evening in our

mess - room, when Judge Marshall

stepped in, and, having overheard or

been informed of the subject of conver-

sation, asked to share in it, saying,
* that having been connected with the

events of that period and conversant

with the circumstances under which

the claims arose, he was from his own

knowledge satisfied that there was the

strongest obligation on the govern-
ment to compensate the sufferers by



1 86 The French Claims. [August,

the French spoliations.' He gave a

succinct statement of the leading facts,

and the principles of law applicable to

them, in so precise and lucid a way,
that it seemed to me a termination

of the argument by a judicial decision.

It was apparent from his manner that

he felt an interest in the circulation of

his opinion, arising from deep convic-

tion of its truth."

Such a decision on the French

claims, from such a source, is conclu-

sive as to their validity.

What is their amount? The bill

now pending appropriates $ 5,000,000,

or one fourth of the amount of the origi-

nal claims ; but they have been grad-

ually reduced from claims for 2,279
vessels to claims for 898, valued at

$ 12,676,380, by failures of proof, and
awards under our treaties with other

nations for French seizures in their

ports. At simple interest, the sum
$ 2,600,000, offered to France by our

envoys for a relinquishment of her

claims under the treaties of the Revo-

lution, would exceed $ 13,500,000. The
sum appropriated will probably cover

half the face of the remaining claims,

without interest.' It cannot be urged
that the claimants have lost their claims

by delay. They began to file their me-

morials six weeks after the convention

was promulgated, and have a venerable

advocate at Washington, J. H. Causten,

Esq., who has for forty-six years pressed
their payment with indomitable courage
and perseverance, and still feels confi-

dent of success, still predicts their ear-

ly payment.
What are the objections to this ? The

chief difficulty in the way of the claim-

ants has been the reluctance of the

country, often in seasons of difficulty

and especially when the claims ex-

ceeded our revenue, to part with large
sums of money. The objections urged
are poor and untenable, and founded on

misconception. It has been urged that

the United States had terminated the

treaties of the Revolution by the act

of July 7, 1798, and that France had no

claims to cede in September, 1800, as

an equivalent for the assumption. But

it requires either war or the action of

both parties to treaties to end their

obligations. The debtor cannot, either

by evasion or a resolve not to pay, ex-

onerate himself from his debt, and more

especially can he not do it upon the

pretence that he has been annoyed by
the efforts made to collect it. There
has been neither war nor release of the

claimants to invalidate their demands,,
there has been no omission to assert

them, and the statute of limitation does
not refer to such claims against the na-

tion. Its Committee on Revolutionary
Claims is still in being and regularly

appointed.
But there have been Presidential

vetoes. Yes, and they do no honor to

the intelligence of those who thereby

delayed the steps of justice. Let us

glance at the veto of James K. Polk

of August 8, 1846. The reasons he

assigns for his veto are in substance

these : That the bill passed late in the

session ; that he has had little time to

examine it ; that the sum is large and

the nation in debt ; that the claims have

been long before Congress, and if just
would have been paid before. (Upon
this theory the slave would never have

obtained his freedom.) But he adds,
that he doubts the justice of the claims.

Should riot his doubts have yielded to

the deliberate action of the House and
Senate ? His chief objection seems to

be that but half of the debt is to be paid,

and that in scrip. This he considers

injustice to the debtor, and decides to

deprive him of the half because he can-

not get the whole. Is not half the loaf

better than nothing ? The citizen of the

United States who finds in our history

such a protest of the chief magistrate

against the payment of just debts, rec-

ognized by our first jurists and states-

men and by both branches of Congress,
must blush for his President.

Then comes the veto of Franklin

Pierce, dated February 17, 1855, nine

years later- And what says this

Northern Democrat ? First, he devotes

three pages to a lame defence of his

right to veto for inexpediency. He then

suggests that the passage of the bill
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will inculpate those who have failed

for fifty years to pass it. He thus backs

up his exemplar, Mr. Polk ; but did he

forget that five times it had passed the

Senate ? and which are right, five sen-

ates and two houses, or Messrs. Polk

and Pierce ? Then he urges that

France, under the pressure of England,

disregarded the rights of neutrals
; that

we, after making every effort to obtain

redress, became involved in the war and

extinguished our claims. Had Pierce

forgotten or never read the letter of

Talleyrand, in which he urges that

France was interested to preserve her

treaties and the young Republic,
" that

she never designed war, and the con-

trary supposition" (the supposition of

Pierce) "was an insult to common
sense "

? Let us defer to Talleyrand,
the great diplomatist. Pierce further

urges that, as the treaties were abro-

gated by one party, neither party had
claims to release under them ; but were

they abrogated by both ? and if they

were, still our claims did not rest on the

treaties only, but were founded on the

law of nations, and the claims of both

accrued before the abrogation. Then
he takes the position that the claims

reserved under the convention which

were confined to liquidated claims,

which excluded captures and confisca-

tions, did include all our claims. This

assumption is untenable against the

clear terms of the convention. No
claims for "

torts," which were the

claims presented and discussed, were

reserved under the convention, and

this is clearly shown by acutal adjust-

ments, for all such claims were rejected
under the treaty of Louisiana, three

years later. But Pierce says that, after

the convention, Jefferson still called on

France for payment ;
and well he might,

for she did not pay the liquidated
debts she did recognize under the con-

vention, until she realized the amount
from the subsequent treaty of Louisi-

ana. The whole protest of Pierce is

an illogical argument, founded on a

striking misapprehension of the facts

of the case.

But we have done with these puerile

essays, these weak state papers, so

much in contrast with the plain com-

mon sense which characterizes the mes-

sages of our Republican Presidents.

It must be obvious to our readers,

from this brief review of facts, that the

nation has assumed these claims, that

they are continuous, and that most of

them spring from reprisals made by
France or Frenchmen for our delays in

fulfilling the stipulations of our treaties.

The last of the sufferers by the French

spoliations have gone to their narrow

homes unrequited. Let us listen to

the voice which comes to us from their

graves.

APPEAL TO THE NATION.

Hearken to us, the founders of your

navy and of your commerce. In the

dark hours of the Revolution, when you
had neither ships nor treasure, we
launched our barks on the deep, fash-

ioned our cannon from the guns we
took at Saratoga,* and assailed the

English on every sea. At the close of

the war we held the British Channel

against the best ships of England,
raised the rate of insurance for cross-

ing it to twenty per cent, and contrib-

uted largely to your freedom.

When the war was over, we con-

verted our letters-of-marque into mer-

chantmen ; opened your trade with the

Baltic and the Mediterranean, with In-

dia and China ;
and we discovered the

Columbia River, which gave you the

Pacific. During the war you entered

into treaties of alliance and commerce

with your generous ally, France. She

guaranteed your freedom ; you guaran-

teed her possessions, you promised to

give her free access to your ports, and

to deny it to her foes.

When war came and England seized

those possessions and captured your

ships, you run up the neutral flag, and

to regain your ships gave English

prizes free access to your ports, and

excluded the French prizes. France,

* When the captain of a Salem letter-of-marque

taken by the English was asked where he got his

cannon, he replied,
" We cast them from patterns we

found at Saratoga."
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incensed by these acts, made reprisals

on us.

You forbid us to arm and take let-

ters-of-marque and defend our rights as

we did in the Revolution, and offered

to do again ; you gave us no convoy
and no protection against the ally you
had offended. Our ships were swept
from the deep ;

and when we appealed
to you for redress, and France called

on you to fulfil your treaties, the price

of your freedom, instead of launching
a fleet and recovering her islands, you
"bartered our claims for hers," and
thus appropriated our property for the

state.

For seventy years have we called on

you for justice. Five times has your

Senate approved our bill, twice has

Congress allowed our claim. Twice
have the poor steersmen you placed at

the helm refused to take us into port,

and now that our stormy voyage is

over, we call upon you from the ground
to do something for the widows and

orphans and grandchildren whose heri-

tage you detain.

You have clothed them with the

rights of your ancient ally; they still

hold the bills you have dishonored.

If you will grant them neither princi-

pal nor interest, grant them at least a

moiety of their claims.

If you have other debts, this is your

oldest, the sacred debt of the Revolu-

tion, and should first be paid.

E. H. Derby.

DOROTHY IN THE GARRET.

IN
the low-raftered garret, stooping

Carefully over the creaking boards,

Old Maid Dorothy goes a-groping

Among its dusty and cobwebbed hoards ;

Seeking some bundle of patches, hid

Far under the eaves, or bunch of sage,

Or satchel hung on its nail, amid

The heirlooms of a bygone age.

There is the ancient family chest,

There the ancestral cards and hatchel ;

Dorothy, sighing, sinks down to rest,

Forgetful of patches, sage, and satchel.

Ghosts of faces peer from the gloom
Of the chimney, where, with swifts and reel,

And the long-disused, dismantled loom,

Stands the old-fashioned spinning-wheel.

She sees it back in the clean-swept kitchen,

A part of her girlhood's little world ;

Her mother is there by the window, stitching;

Spindle buzzes, and reel is whirled

With many a click : on her little stool

She sits, a child, by the open door,

Watching, and dabbling her feet in the pool

Of sunshine spilled on the gilded floor.

Her sisters are spinning all day long ;

To her wakening sense, the first sweet warning
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Of daylight come, is the cheerful song
To the hum of the wheel, in the early morning.

Benjie, the gentle, red-cheeked boy,
On his way to school, peeps in at the gate ;

In neat, white pinafore, pleased and coy,

She reaches a hand to her bashful mate ;

And under the elms, a prattling pair,

Together they go, through glimmer and gloom :

It all comes back to her, dreaming there

In the low-raftered garret-room ;

The hum of the wheel, and the summer weather,
The heart's first trouble, and love's beginning,

Are all in her memory linked together ;

And now it is she herself that is spinning.

With the bloom of youth on cheek and lip,

Turning the spokes with the flashing pin,

Twisting the thread from the spindle-tip,

Stretching it out and winding it in,

To and fro, with a blithesome tread,

Singing she goes, and her heart is full,

And many a long-drawn golden thread

Of fancy is spun with the shining wool.

Her father sits in his favorite place,

Puffing his pipe by the chimney-side ;

Through curling clouds his kindly face

Glows upon her with love and pride.

Lulled by the wheel, in the old arm-chair

Her mother is musing, cat in lap,

With beautiful drooping head, and hair

Whitening under her snow-white cap.

One by one, to the grave, to the bridal,

They have followed her sisters from the door ;

Now they are old, and she is their idol :

It all comes back on her heart once more.

In the autumn dusk the hearth gleams brightly,

The wheel is set by the shadowy wall,

A hand at the latch, 't is lifted lightly,

And in walks Benjie, manly and tall.

His chair is placed ; the old man tips

The pitcher, and brings his choicest fruit ;

Benjie basks in the blaze, and sips,

And tells his story, and joints his flute :

O, sweet the tunes, the talk, the laughter !

They fill the hour with a glowing tide;

But sweeter the still, deep moments after,

When she is alone by Benjie's side.

But once with angry words they part :

O, then the weary, weary days !



190 Dorothy in the Gai.et. [August,

Ever with restless, wretched heart,

Plying her task, she turns to gaze
Far up the road ; and early and late

She harks for a footstep at the door,
And starts at the gust that swings the gate,
And prays for Benjie, who comes no more.

Her fault ? O Benjie ! and could you steel

Your thoughts toward one who loved you so ?

Solace she seeks in the whirling wheel,
In duty and love that lighten woe

;

Striving with labor, not in vain,

To drive away the dull day's dreariness,

Blessing the toil that blunts the pain
Of a deeper grief in the body's weariness.

Proud, and petted, and spoiled was she :

A word, and all her life is changed !

His wavering love too easily
In the great, gay city grows estranged :

One year : she sits in the old church pew ;

A rustle, a murmur, O Dorothy ! hide

Your face and shut from your soul the view !

'T is Benjie leading a white-veiled bride !

Now father and mother have long been dead,
And the bride sleeps under a churchyard stone,

And a bent old man with grizzled head

Walks up the long dim aisle alone.

Years blur to a mist ;
and Dorothy

Sits doubting betwixt the ghost she seems

And the phantom of youth, more real than she,

That meets her there in that haunt of dreams.

Bright young Dorothy, idolized daughter,

Sought by many a youthful adorer,

Life, like a new-risen dawn on the water,

Shining an endless vista before her !

Old Maid Dorothy, wrinkled and gray,

Groping under the farm-house eaves,

And life is a brief November day
That sets on a world of withered leaves !

Yet faithfulness in the humblest part

Is better at last than proud success,

And patience and love in a chastened heart

Are pearls more precious than happiness ;

And in that morning when she shall wake
To the spring-time freshness of youth again,

All trouble will seem but a flying flake,

And lifelong sorrow a breath on the pane.

J. T. Trowbridge.
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THE GRAND TRAVERSE REGION OF MICHIGAN.

*
I "HE peopling of a great extent of
J- wild country by immigration from

over-crowded nations is like the flow

of waters from pent-up reservoirs into

a vast interior basin. Through every
inlet which is opened for its admission

it rushes with such volume and force

as would seem sufficient speedily to

fill the vacant space and leave no
room for more. Yet the torrent con-

tinues to flow, and spread itself farther

and wider, forming pools, with smaller

streams radiating therefrom, losing its

impetuous rush as it finds its levels,

and creeping so gradually over the

great area, that it is only by observing
the gauges by which we mark its pro-

gress that its rise can be detected. Its

impetuous course at first carries it on-

ward to distant points, before it begins
to spread itself laterally, and flow back

to fill up sections near its place of en-

trance
;
while at intervals it receives

new impetus by reaching the margin
of a deep,u ; hollow, or is checked till it

gathers strength to overcome opposing
obstacles.

The flood of immigration is pouring

ceaselessly through every inlet to the

great West in such torrents, that one

who took note only of its volume would
think it must speedily fill the whole

region to repletion. Yet it spreads,
itself silently, or collects in bodies of

greater or less extent, and is lost in the

immensity around it ; and although we
are continually surprised at the rapid-

ity with which certain places here and
.here have become the centres of a

dense population, it is only by a com-

parison of growth at periods of years
that we can realize the vast aggregate
increase of the swelling flood. And,
like the inrush of water, too, it often

passes far beyond the portions near-

est the points of admission, which re-

main unoccupied till the filling up of

more distant spaces causes a reaction

and turns the current into lateral chan-

nels, whose attractive power was insuf-

ficient to stay the mad progress of its

earlier stage. Those of us who re-

member the long trains of emigrant-

wagons which thirty years ago cum-
bered every great road from the East,
will recall the feelings of wonder with

which we used to ask the questions,
" Whence do they all come ?

" and
" Where do they all go ?

" The stream

never ceased flowing, and yet the in-

crease was hardly perceptible in the

vast region which received them. Rail-

roads have since increased the volume
of immigrants tenfold, but new regions
have opened before them in more than

corresponding ratio, and although por-
tions which were then comparatively
wild are now dotted with cities and

towns, and the wolf and panther and
deer have given place to the flocks

and herds of the husbandman, yet the

realms which have been reduced to

civilization are insignificant in compari-
son with those which remain to be sub-

dued. The whole of that portion of

the United States which is east of the

Mississippi would lie between that river

and the Rocky Mountains, leaving the

entire Pacific slope and a wide margin
north and south still untouched ; and if

all the population of the States west of

tlje Mississippi were turned back to

its eastern shore, there would be room

enough for them in the still unoccupied

portions of the great States they would

first enter, in which vast tracts still re-

main unsettled and comparatively un-

known.

It is of one of these tracts that we

propose to speak, a tract which has

been passed by in the eager rush to

the farther West, a tract whose merits

have never been chanted by land spec-

ulators
; one, indeed, whose attractions

have heretofore been but little known,

yet, in reality, one offering advantages
to a large class of emigrants, which

might be vainly sought in more distant
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regions, where the chief attraction often

lies in the mystery enveloping the un-

known.

By reference to the map of Michigan,
it will be seen that the northern half

of the Southern Peninsula is for the

most part unsettled, that it is well

stocked with inland lakes and streams,

and that it is penetrated on its north-

western shore by a deep bay whose

general trend is north and south. This

is known as the " Grand Traverse Bay,"
and it is to the country lying around it,

known as the "Grand Traverse Re-

gion," that we now invite attention.

The fact of its being a little off the

route of the great channels of emigra-
tion and comparatively isolated, while

its position would naturally lead to the

supposition that its winters must be

rigorous, has resulted in its being com-

paratively unknown and thinly settled
;

yet, in reality, it possesses soil, climate,

and situation with reference to market,

giving it very great advantages for cer-

tain kinds of culture over many of the

sections which have been more eagerly

sought and more rapidly settled, and

in which, as a consequence, the lands

have already attained a much higher

pecuniary value. And in addition to

these elements of intrinsic agricultural

value, the variety and beauty of its

natural scenery are such as will always
render it far more attractive to the lover

of the picturesque than the dreary mo-

notony of the prairies. The prevailing
idea in regard to the whole of Northern

Michigan, throughout the Eastern and

Middle States, from which alone could

emigration be expected, is simply that

it is only valuable for its lumber, and

offers but little inducement to the agri-

culturist. The statement that the re-

gion in question, lying on the shores of

Grand Traverse Bay, and the peninsu-
la which separates it from Lake Michi-

gan, is much the same in its capacity
for growing the finest and most delicate

kinds of fruits and vegetables as that

portion of New Jersey which lies in the

latitude of Philadelphia, while the en-

ervating summer heat of that section is

never known, and the winter climate is

but little more severe, will be received

by the majority of people with surprise
and perhaps with incredulity ; yet such

is the simple fact, the proofs of which
are at hand, and can readily be shown
to result from natural causes.

It is well known to all who have

given special attention to meteorologi-
cal phenomena, that the most severe

and blighting winds which prevail dur-

ing the earlier winter are those from

the southwest. It is proverbial with

sailors, that " the first of a southerly
wind is always cold." It is equal-

ly true, but perhaps not so generally

known, that the blighting effect of these

winds is always greatly mitigated when

they sweep over large bodies of water

before striking the land. This is ex-

hibited on a large scale by a compari-
son of the productions of regions of the

same parallels of latitude on the east-

ern and western coasts of our own and
other countries. If we follow the lati-

tude of New York to Europe, we find

ourselves in the land of the orange,
the vine, and the olive

;
if westward

to California, we find the most delicate

varieties of our greenhouse grapes

growing in the open air as .readily as

apples do with us. We are so accus-

tomed to think of these fruits as the

products of Southern climates that we

constantly forget that the latitude of

Northern Spain and Central Italy is the

same as that of Boston, and that the

difference of climate results solely from

their relative position with regard to

the water. On a smaller scale the same

thing may be observed on our Atlantic

coast, wherever projections occur which

the southwest winds can only reach

after traversing a broad extent of ocean.

At Newport, R. I., many garden plants
are perfectly hardy which cannot sus-

tain the severity of an inland winter at

any point north of Philadelphia. At

Yarmouth, Nova Scotia, the English

ivy grows luxuriantly; while at Bos-

ton, two degrees farther south, its

culture in the open air is a hopeless
task. It is common to ascribe this re-

sult to the vicinity of the Gulf Stream
;

but the same effect elsewhere, in places
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similarly situated, proves that we need

not seek its cause in any unusual

warmth of the water.

Referring again to the map, it will be

seen that the southwest winds must

sweep the whole length of Lake Michi-

gan before striking the shores of the

Grand Traverse Region ; and we find

the same rule in force here as else-

where in regard to its effect upon cli-

mate and vegetation. The well-known

fruit regions in the neighborhood of

St. Joseph, from which the Chicago
markets are supplied, derive their ca-

pacity from the same source, but in a

less degree, for the simple reason that

the extent of water to be passed over

is much less than at Grand Traverse.

The safe wintering of fruit-trees is not

indicated by the mean temperature as

shown by the thermometer. Neverthe-

less, it has been proved, by a compari-
son for a series of years of observations

at Traverse City with those at Manito-

woc, on the opposite shore of Lake

Michigan, at Montreal, St. Johnsbury,

Vt, Gardiner, Me., Ann Arbor, Janes-

ville, and Dubuque, all in about the

same parallel of latitude, that the mean
is very much in favor of Traverse City,

being 5^ milder than that of Gardiner,
and 8^ milder than that of St. Johns-

bury, while the extremes exhibit a

much greater difference. But the prac-
tical result, which is the point\of inter-

est to farmers and especially to horti-

culturists, is found in the simple but

already well-established fact that the

peach, which cannot be grown on the

western shore of the lake, even at its

southern extremity, is perfectly hardy
and luxuriant throughout this region ;

and every other variety of fruit and

vegetable which is grown in the lati-

TT e of Philadelphia is equally capable
ox cultivation, and as safe from blight
and frosts in the Grand Traverse Re-

gion. Tomatoes and other tender veg-
etables remain untouched by frost till

the last days of October. Potatoes

and other roots may be left in the

ground through the winter without in-

jury, and it is literally true that pota-

toes may be seen annually growing
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where none have been planted for years,
the result of self-propagation from

seed left by accident when digging the

crop. Apples, pears, plums, grapes,
and all the best varieties of vegetables,
attain their highest degree of perfection
in this favored land. Of farm crops it

is enough to say that this region pro-
duces the finest of white winter wheat.

The dahlia blooms till the last of Oc-

tober, and the bulbs may be left in

the ground without injury till spring.
Delicate greenhouse roses stand out

through the winter, with the same im-

punity as in Alabama or Louisiana.

Snow remains upon the ground till

the middle of April, and preserves vege-
tation from the stimulating influence of

occasional warm days, so that the fruit-

buds remain dormant till the danger of

injury from frost is past. When the

snow disappears the soil is in condition

to receive at once the genial influence

of sunshine and atmospheric action.

The disagreeable period of mud, caused

by the slow escape of frost from the

soil, is unknown, and the region is pre>-

served alike from the injurious effects

of early and late frosts by the modify-

ing influence of the great lake.

In the general character of the soil,

also, the resemblance may be traced

between this region and the portion of

New Jersey which has been mentioned,
and which furnishes the markets of

Philadelphia with their best supplies

of fruit and vegetables, and comprises

probably the finest and most extensive

market-garden region yet under cul-

ture in the United States, holding the

same relation to Philadelphia and New
York which the Grand Traverse Re-

gion is destined to hold to the great

cities of the Western lakes. The soil

is a rich sandy loam, the kind best

adapted to such culture, the easiest to

work, and the one which brings its pro-

ductions to the earliest maturity. The

soil in New Jersey produces tomatoes,

pears, and all such vegetables, ten days
earlier than the heavier soils of Penn-

sylvania on the opposite- shore of the

Delaware ;
and the same difference ex-

ists between the Grand Traverse Re-
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gion and the heavy soils of the prairies

across the lake.

Generally speaking, the region is cov-

ered with a magnificent growth of hard

wood, of which the sugar-maple is the

most abundant, the other varieties be-

ing the beech, elm, ash, oak, poplar,

and yellow birch. Of evergreens, the

hemlock, white cedar, balsam, fir, and

larch or tamarack are more or less

abundant ; and the white-pine is occa-

sionally found, and attains a majestic
size. The full grandeur and beauty of

the primeval forest may here be seen,

the hemlocks, mingled with maple,

beech, and elm, towering often to a

great height, their trunks attaining a

diameter of four or five feet
;
while the

lack of undergrowth gives to the forest

the appearance of an endless colonnade

of majestic pillars, through which, but

for occasional fallen trunks, a carriage

might be driven.

The surface of the country is undu-

lating and sometimes broken and hilly.

Of the natural features which contrib-

ute most to the beauty and attractive

interest of the region, the magnificent

bay which gives it its name, the numer-

ous inland lakes of greater or less ex-

tent, and the clear streams abounding
with trout, lend to it a picturesque char-

acter which no effort of art can rival.

The bay is thirty-three miles in length
from north to south, with an average
breadth of eighteen miles. Its south-

ern portion is divided into two arms by
a tongue of land known as the Penin-

sula, seventeen miles in length and

from one to two miles wide. The bay
is navigable for vessels of the largest

size, its depth being from twenty to

seventy fathoms ;
and numerous small

harbors of from one to three miles

in .depth along its shores afford per-

fect shelter from storms, and sufficient

depth of water for the largest vessels

that navigate the lakes. A remarkable

series of inland lakes is connected with

the bay by navigable waters. These

lakes vary in size from two to eigh-

teen miles in width, and form a chain

of eighty miles of inland water naviga-
ble for tugs and small vessels through-

out its whole extent
;
while numerous

smaller bodies of limpid water, with

picturesque shores, serve to invest the

whole region with a character of en-

chanting beauty and inexhaustible in-

terest. This has been so well described

by Professor Alexander Winchell, of the

University of Michigan, in his report

upon the geological resources of the

region, that we quote his words, as

conveying to the mind of the reader

a more vivid conception of the reality
t^an we could hope to present in lan-

guage of our own :

" The scenery of the Grand Traverse

Region is subdued and soft, sometimes

picturesque, always -beautiful, and in

some instances exquisitely so. Viewed
from some suitable eminence, the land-

scape presents an undulating sea of

verdure, one softly rounded hilltop

succeeding another in the retreating

view, the dimness of distance lending
an ever-increasing enchantment to the

prospect.
" From the bluff on which the semi-

nary of New Mission is situated, an ex-

quisite view is obtained of Grand Trav-

erse Bay, with its eastern and western

arms dissolving in the haze of the dim

distance, and the broad lake seen

through the mouth of the bay sinking
beneath the northern horizon. A fringe
of emerald forest skirts the opposite
shore, athe softened outlines of the

Peninsula emerge from the misty em-

brace of the two arms of the bay, and

all aroun ^the framework of the scene

loom from the background the purple

hilltops looking perpetually down upon
the picture."

That this region is destined to be

the future abode of a rich community
of farmers, and its picturesque sites to

be dotted with the villas and tud

seats of men of wealth, is obvious to

any one who considers its capacity, its

attractive charms, and the prospective

growth of the West. At present its

whole population is probably not over

five thousand. Its principal town is

Traverse Hty, at the southern extrem-

ity of the bay, with a population of

about one thousand. The other towns
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are Northport and Elk Rapids, with

about five hundred inhabitants each.

Farming lands can be had at extremely
low prices, and wood may be sold on

the shore of the bay for three dollars

per cord for shipment to the lake ports ;

so that the clearing of the land fur-

nishes a paying crop, and wheat com-

mands the same price as at Chicago.
The means of access are by steamer

from Buffalo, Detroit, or Chicago, the

time of passage being about forty-eight
hours.

Some of the principal fruit-growers
of St. Joseph have recently purchased
large tracts in the Grand Traverse

Region for horticultural purposes,
and the advantages it offers for such

objects must lead at no distant day
to its occupation by the great army
whose march is ever towards the set-

ting sun.

H. W. S. Cleveland.

MR. HARDHACK ON THE SENSATIONAL IN LITERATURE
AND LIFE.

HAVE
I read Miss Braddon's last ?

Ay, and her first too. Why, dur-

ing the last three or four months I

have been through a whole course of

sensational novels, and, in imagination,
have married more wives than Brig-
ham Young, and committed more hom-
icides than Captain Kidd

;
and I flat-

ter myself I have got at the whole

secret of the thing. It 's whiskey for

the mind, sir, the regular raw, rot-

brain fluid of the Devil's own distilling.

What do you suppose is to become of

the intellects and hearts of a genera-
tion which takes to such a

te^-ible tip-

ple ? They are all at it, .nen and

women, boys and girls, imbibing the

stinging, burning, corroding beverage
as though it were as innocent as milk.
"
Drink, pretty creature, drink," that

is the song of the Circes and the Co-
muses of the new school of depravity, as

they hold their yellow cups to the lips of

sweet fifteen :

"
This, my dear, has a

delicious flavor of theft
; this of arson ;

this of bigamy ; this of murder. Drink,
and Newgate and the Old Bailey will

be more familiar to you than the school-

house and the church ! Drink, and

you will draw the charming convicts

out of their cells, and have them all

nicely housed in your own imagination !

Drink, drink, drink !

"

But, you retort, do not the greatest

writers deal with the greatest crimes ?

Is Shakespeare himself an economist

of the dagger and the bowl ? Why ob-

ject to contemporary romancers for tak-

ing criminals for heroes, when crimi-

nality enters so largely into the heroes

of all dramas and romances ? You
think you have me, do you ? Well,
others before you have been infatuated

with the idea that they could get Solo-

mon Hardhack into a corner, but he

always found a road out of it as wide

as the Appian Way. I admit at once

that I have no objection to murders

when they are perpetrated by Shake-

speare or Scott. The more the better,

say I. When the old woman told her

doctor that she feared her health was

failing, because during the past week

she had not, in reading the newspaper,
"
enjoyed her murders," she caught a

glimpse of the great principle of all art,

sir. When I read Macbeth, when I

see it performed by actors of imagina-

tion, I enjoy the murders. When I

read or see a coarse melodrama, I

don't enjoy the murders. What 's the

reason ? Why my artistic sense is

satisfied by the first, and shocked by
the second. The tragedy lifts your
whole nature, sentiment, conscience,

reflection, imagination, whatever there

is in you, altogether above actual

life into the ideal world of art. You
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become conscious of a new, strange,
and vivid play of all your faculties

;

and there is delight m that, even though

you may now and then shudder or

blubber. It is an escape out of all the

conditions of your daily life, and you
feel ten times the man you were before

the fine sting of the dramatist's genius
sent its delicious torment into your
soul. Now how is it with the melo-

drama ? Why, you are in the mud and
dust of the earth all the time you lis-

ten ; everything is intensely common-

place, not excepting the rant and the

crimes ; whe*i a character is stabbed,

or has his brains blown out, or, what is

better, blows out his brains with his

own hand, it is simple murder or sui-

cide you witness, and there 's no en-

joyment in witnessing either, except

perhaps the enjoyment you feel in

thinking that the wretched spectacle
has come to an end.

And here we have the whole philoso-

phy of the sensational in fiction. You
are, let me suppose, a commonplace
and common-sense man, sir. If I were

a person without an atom of genius,
and yet were compelled by circum-

stances, like many of my unfortunate

fellow-creatures, to gain my living by

writing novels, I should have you in

my eye while I wrote. I should so

manage my story as to galvanize a

small part of your mediocrity out of

all its relations to the other parts. You
would still be the commonplace fellow

you were before, plus
" a sensation."

My book would be as artistically worth-

less as a police report, but to you it

would be a specimen of literature ; and
I should have the inexpressible satis-

faction of transferring money from your

pocket into mine, without going through
the extremely tedious process of at-

tempting to get a fine sentiment into

your heart or a new idea into your
head.

Indeed, sir, you will find that it is

your ordinary, matter-of-fact, bread-

and -
butter, practical people, rather

than your romantic and poetic ones,
who are swindled by sensations. The
sensational is a revolt against humdrum,

through the means of a vulgar wonder.

Let me tell you an illustrative story.

Once upon a time a vagabond pedler

appeared in a secluded village, and
called the people round him by ringing
a big bell. When his audience had
become sufficiently large, he stopped

ringing in order to make this announce-
ment :

" All you young women here

with small mouths will have a hus-

band !

" The spinsters present pursed
and puckered up their lips, and mur-

mured,
" Dear me ! what a pretty little

man !

" Then he rung his bell again,
with still more startling emphasis, and
said in his deepest and loudest tones :

" And all you young women here with

large mouths will have two!" In-

stantly the lips were stretched to their

utmost width, and from them all came
the wondering exclamation,

" Law !

"

Now don't tell me that Miss Braddon
hadn't heard of this story when she

wrote " Aurora Floyd," for it was ex-

actly this open-mouthed wonder that

she desired to produce when she made
the interest of her plot centre in biga-

my. You know, sir, how quickly you,
and the rest of people like you, ex-

claimed,
" Law !"

The great defect, then, to my notion,

of the romancers of rascality is, that

there 's no romance in them. They
treat you to hard, ugly, "slangy," pro-
saic fact, and throw in some wild non-

sense, or brutal ruffianism, or cynical

villany, just to give it a coarse zest.

Neither sentiment nor imagination is

addressed. The heroes commit just

such crimes, and encounter just such

penalties, as you find printed in the

newspaper records of the criminal

courts. Take Miss Braddon's " Birds

of Prey," which is one of her latest at-

tempts at a sensation, and notice how
bare and bleak is the atmosphere of the

story, and how commonplace as well as

bad is the company she drags you into.

But this photographing of poisoners
and swindlers is not characterization,

this power to interest you in society
where you fear your pocket will be

picked is not art.

So much for the novels that please a
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practical man like you, sir. Now what

kind of author do you support when

it enters your brain that your moral

nature needs to be braced ? Tupper,
of course, for you and your set have

sent that "Proverbial Philosophy" of

his through a hundred editions. He
has just the combination of truism and

vagueness, do-me-good reflection and

windy vastness, t9 fill your idea of the

moral sublime. And then what a poet
he is in his ethics ! Your idea of the

beautiful is of course identical with

your notion of the big; and he goes
over the whole universe to gather im-

ages of bigness for your delectation,

doing a larger business in mountains,

earthquakes, and firmaments than any
other metaphor - monger of the day.
Did it ever occur to you that, even

in moral significance, one of Burns's

daisies outvalues all of Tupper's em-

pyreans ?

You must be a patron of art, too ;

that is, you are one of those men of

dollars who are engaged in corrupting
all the promising painters of the land

by urging them to the production of

panoramic pictures, in which there

shall be an almost photographic repre-

sentation of some strange or big thing
in nature, but in which all the life and

spirit of nature shall be left out. You
value things in art just in proportion as

they recede from the artistic. Here is

a little picture, representing a bit of

grass, a cow, and a cottage. How you
turn up your nose ! There 's nothing
in it to create a sensation, I admit

;

but there is something in it to touch

a sentiment, if sentiment you had to

touch. The landscape is thoroughly

humanized, sir, and if you had ever

seen a simple landscape in nature,

you 've stared, no doubt, at thousands,

you would feel the fact. But that

stupendous picture of mountains you
can, of course, appreciate. You never

even stared at such a phenomenon as

that, and it stirs your languid con-

sciousness with a new sensation. But

still the painted bit of grass is greater,

as a work of art, than the painted chain

of mountains, and would be worth

more in money if purses in our day
had not unfortunately lost their artistic

perception. Did you ever read Haw-
thorne's essay on the town-pump of
Salem ? Well, the town-pump of Sa-
lem is n't so important a matter as

the battle of Waterloo, but then Haw-
thorne's description of the pump has

infinitely more significance to the in-

tellect than Alison's description of the

battle. Now in estimating pictures

you make the mistake of judging by
the subject painted, and not by the

genius that paints. And so far you are

a fool, sir. Don't redden ! The fools

in art are the most sensible men in

business, and at any rate are in the

majority.
A man like you must have a religion,

too, and as you pride yourself on being
a very sensible and practical man, you
probably have a false and bad one, sir.

I don't care where you go to church
;

I know that, if you must have sensa-

tions in literature and art, you must
have them also in religion. Ten to

one you are a reader of Dr. Gumming,
and are charmed with the grandilo-

quent way he transfixes Napoleon II.

on one horn of the dilemma of the

Beast, and the certainty he expresses

every year that the world is to be de-

stroyed in the next. No? Why you

certainly cannot be a Mormon, though
the novels you read might tempt you,
if you lived in Utah, to look with favor

on that over-connubial faith. I see

how it is, you 're a Spiritualist. You
believe in no miracles that don't pass
under your own eyes and into your
own ears. You need to have your re-

ligion rapped into you. You cannot

perceive the spiritual, unless you have

a sensation of it. Now, mind, I don't

doubt there are many fine natures in-

terested in the phenomena of what is

called Spiritualism, and expect to draw

something out of it to satisfy their spir-

itual curiosity or aspiration. But they

are not the sensation-mongers of the

creed ; they are not the persons who

exhibit the spirits of the departed to

an intelligent public at so much a head.

You, however, as I repeatedly have
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had the honor of reminding you, are

an eminently practical man, and of

course easily humbugged on all mat-

ters where real spiritual discernment

comes into play. Your notion of spir-

itual communion with the dead is a

gossip with ghosts. And such ghosts !

Why, your next world, sir, is filled with

nothing but bores and dunces, and ex-

istence there would be passed by any
reasonable man in one long, everlast-

ing yawn ! You never read Bacon, or

Milton, or Channing ; yet I admit you
have succeeded in making Bacon and
Milton and Channing talk to you true

table-talk ! but then Bacon, freed from

all limitations of the flesh, talks like

Tupper, and Milton like Robert Mont-

gomery, and Channing like Mrs. Trim-

mer. You have got a spiritual world, I

concede, but it is one into which poets

pass only to be deprived of their im-

agination, philosophers of their wis-

dom, saints of their sanctity, and all

persons of their brains. The " revela-

tions
"
may be very creditable for tables

to make, for tables are of wood, and
" wooden "

is English for betej but

considered as coming from disembod-

ied souls, they cast discredit on the hu-

man mind itself. And then, sir, what

follies you practical men slip into !

'T is a pity that with all your boasted

sense you have n't some sense of hu-

mor to see the ludicrous element in

your faith. The mediums who allow

you to have a chat with the denizens of

the spiritual world, how inexpressi-

bly moderate they are in their charges !

You know perfectly well that the mys-
teries of your religion are presided

over, in many cases, by persons who
communicate with the dead simply for

the purpose of getting a living; by
showmen turned priests and semp-
stresses ambitious to be sibyls,

priests who are content to exchange a

revelation for a shilling, and sibyls who
"
charge a pistareen a spasm !

"

Well, it might at least be hoped that

we should have none of these sensa-

tions in science. Never was a greater

mistake, sir. In the process of being

popularized, science is becoming melo-

dramatic ; and such melodramas ! I

don't know how it is with the real in-

vestigators, the plodding, conscientious

fellows who are engaged in adding to

our knowledge of facts and laws. It is,

however, to be supposed that they are

leading lives more or less obscure, ar-

riving at limited results by hard labor

and patient thought, loving truth more
than notoriety, and untroubled by any
ambition to excogitate a theory of the

universe out of the depths of their own
consciousness. Poor devils ! Do they

suppose that a public, craving new
sensations and desirous of having a

slap-dash statement of the origin and

development of all things and all be-

ings, cares for the little they can tell

about the works and ways of nature ?

Probably if questioned as to some of

the novel and splendid scientific theo-

ries now in vogue, they would profess

complete ignorance of such deep mat-

ters. They would answer the querist
somewhat as Mr. Prime Minister Pitt

answered the lady who asked him for

the latest news. He had n't, he said,

read the papers, to which, doubtless,

she instantly referred, and found more

information there about Mr. Pitt's acts

and intentions than Mr. Pitt himself

could have given her. The fact is, the

question we now put to every man of

science is practically this :
** What is

your pet method of allowing God Al-

mighty to build the universe ?
"

This,

of course, compels every pushing, self-

glorifying, sensational savant to bring
out his plan of creation for our amuse-

ment and edification. We put the va-

rious schemes to vote, and the one

which has the noisiest and most theat-

rical accompaniments commonly car-

ries it. Now, I call all this creating

God after man's image, and the uni-

verse after man's crotchets, for I find

that every plan is the measure of the

mind which gets it up, and is ridicu-

lous considered as a measure of Infi-

nite intelligence. Even if you leave

the Deity altogether out ofyour scheme,
as an "

hypothesis which has now
ceased to have any practical interest,"

you create, not a world, but merely a
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sensation. It is to be presumed that God
can get along better without you than

you can without him, and certainly his

existence is not one of those questions
which can be determined by popular

suffrage. If the vote were unfavorable,

I am not without a suspicion that he

would still contrive to keep his place at

the heart of things, and assert his real-

ity in ways emphatic enough. In fact,

the whole business of building up uni-

verses, as now conducted, is decidedly

overdone, sir. You get nothing out of

it but words, and what, as an old theo-

logian says, are words "
against Him

who spoke worlds, who worded heav-

en and earth out of nothing, and can

when he pleases' word them into noth-

kig again
"

?

But you may say that in all I assert

about the sensational in religion and

science, I am talking of matters about

which I know nothing. There you are

right, sir. But how is it with business ?

Here is something which a man of

plain understanding and ordinary con-

science may speak of without incur-

ring the charge of presumption. Now
what is one of the most frightful char-

acteristics of our present mode of do-

ing business ? Is it not the building

up of great fortunes out of colossal

robberies ? And the thing is done by
a series of sensational addresses to the

cupidity of the cheated. High interest

notoriously goes with low security ; but

we have, sir, in this country, a class of

rogues who may be called the aristocra-

cy of rascaldom, and who get rich by
dazzling and astonishing others into

the hope of getting rich. They are

the contrivers of enterprises which pro-

pose to develop the wealth of the coun-

try, but which commonly turn out to

be little more than schemes to transfer

wealth already realized from the pock-
ets of the honest into those of the knav-

ish. They are the financial footpads

who lure simple people into stock "cor-

ners," and then proceed to plunder
them. They make money so rapidly,
so easily, and in such a splendid sensa-

tional way, that they corrupt more per-
sons by their example than they ruin

by their knaveries. As compared with

.common rogues, they appear like Alex-

ander or Caesar as compared with com-
mon thieves and cutthroats. As their

wealth increases, our moral indignation
at their method of acquiring it dimin-

ishes, and at last they steal so much
that we come to look on their fortunes

as conquests rather than burglaries.

Indeed, their operations on 'Change vie

with those of military commanders in

the field, and are recorded with similar

admiring minuteness of detail. They
are the great sensations of the world of

trade, and have, therefore, more influ-

ence on the imaginations of young men

just starting in business than the dull

chronicles of the great movements of

legitimate commerce. Now, sir, take

the universal American desire to get

rich, and combine it with the rapid, ras-

cally way of getting rich now in vogue,
and you will find you are breeding up
a race of trading sharks and wolves,
which will eventually devour us all.

Honesty will go altogether out of fash-

ion, and respectability be associated

with defect of intellect. Why, the old

robber barons of the Middle Ages, who

plundered sword in hand and lance in

rest, were more honest than this new

aristocracy of swindling millionnaires.

Do you object that I am getting into a

passion ? Why, sir, I have purchased

dearly enough the right to rail. Did-

n't I put my modest competence into

copper ? And to recover my losses in

copper, did n't I go madly into petrole-

um ? And did n't the small sum which

petroleum was considerate enough to

leave me disappear in that last little

" turn
"

in Erie ?
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COLOR-BLINDNESS.

THAT
a person clothed in his right

mind should look upon a modest

barn-yard fowl, and deliberately describe

it as the yellow hen with a blue tail,

seems almost incredible ; but such er-

ratic visions are very common phenom-
ena of the curious disorder which we
call color-blindness. Yet the inference

that a person deficient in the percep-
tion of color does not see distinctly, that

his vision is imperfect in the ordinary
sense, cannot be drawn. Dimness of

vision hides the form of objects, not

their color. The other day a friend of

mine, who enjoys perfect sight, and who
has never had the slightest affection of

the eyes, pointed out on the Common a

ball-player in a bright blue cap as " the

one in the red cap," and gave the color

of a lady's green dress in the distance

as pinkish. As to a resemblance in

hue between the grass and this dress,
he thought perhaps that there was a

resemblance, but he was not certain ;

colors generally did not seem to him to

be matters of moment, and he clearly

regarded the ability to distinguish red

from green as an accomplishment of too

slender merit to be worth discussing.
Another acquaintance, always a little

weak among the greens and browns,
but an ardent lover of pictures and art

generally, and who cherished a particu-

lar admiration for the bronze statue of

Bavaria at Munich, stoutly maintained

that the statue was of marble, because

the color was grayish and not that of

bronze !

Contrary to what would naturally be

supposed, defective perception of color

is most common in the educated class-

es ; at least this is a conclusion of Wil-

son of Edinburgh, who investigated the

subject a few years since^ advertising for

persons with this defect, and thereby

enlarging greatly his field of observa-

tion.

Another singular fact in relation to

the whole subject is that the existence

of color-blindness should never have

been discovered, or if discovered never

mentioned, until the year 1796, when
Dalton published an account of his own
deficiencies in this respect. He could

not tell blue from pink, and hardly saw
more than two colors in the rainbow.

When the defect is well marked
there is always an inability to distin-

guish between greens and reds. Boys
do not see the red apples on the tree,

or they have bad luck in gathering wild

strawberries, or fail to discover the red

roses half hidden by the leaves. Dark
reds are called brown, while light reds,

light pinks, and light greens often pass
for light blues. A gentleman, in relating
his own case, complained of not being
able to find his red sealing-wax upon his

green-covered writing-desk. He once

gathered as a curiosity some lichens

from the roof of a house. The lichens

being, in his sight, of the same color

as tlie red-tiled roof, he thought he

had made a remarkable discovery. The

lichens, however, to his great chagrin,

proved to be bright green.
In a severer grade of the affection

blue and yellow are the only colors

recognized, and this form of disorder

is the one most frequently met with.

Mix the blue and yellow, the sole colors

which the color-blind recognize, and the

product, green, they cannot see. A per-

son relating his infirmity of this nature

observed that green, to him, was no col-

or unless it were red ; pale blue and

pink were the same ; but yellow, light,

dark, and medium, and all blues ex-

cept the very pale, he knew perfectly
and could distinguish with readiness.

A German who has inherited this de-

fect from his grandfather is described as

being able to distinguish with certain-

ty blue and yellow only. He is fond of

form, a good judge of symmetry, and a

connoisseur in oil paintings. He has

spent a great deal of time in the gal-
leries of the Louvre, of Dresden, Berlin,
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and Vienna, and decides at a glance the

school and epoch to which a picture be-

longs, recognizing at once a Raphael, a

Rubens, a Murillo, or a Rembrandt. He
does not pretend, however, to judge of

the color of a picture, and likes of

course historical pictures, with their

strict definition of forms, better than

landscapes. His memory of colors is

weak, and the impression received

from them so slight that he is unable

in imagination to bring up any color

vividly enough to know it. He cannot

make out a varicolored object at a

glance, but must do it slowly, as it

were by spelling. The attempt to

define the colors of such objects is

tedious to him, and ordinarily he con-

tents himself with the general idea that

there are several colors. When a boy
he reproached his mother for giving

away a scarlet dress, which he called

dark and gloomy. In the fields he
was unfortunate in gathering strawber-

ries or violets, but he could find the

white May-flowers with the best of his

companions. Like most persons af-

fected in this way, he was quick to

conceal the defect, and never spoke of

colors unless he knew his ground well.

He was certain, of course, that in their

season, trees and grass were green, and
he knew that bricks were red, but in

regard to these two colors in most oth-

er objects he wisely preserved silence.

At one time for a whole year he dili-

gently practised himself every day in the

attempt to distinguish colors, in order

if possible to remedy his defect. This

practice led to an accurate examination

of his condition, and finally demon-
strated to him the fact that blue and

yellow and their different shades were
the only colors that he could name
with precision. It seemed impossible
that scarlet and crimson should both

be called red. He classed scarlet with

the greens and browns. A bright scar-

let and a cinnamon brown were the

same. Pink, violet, and lilac were blue,

and gray was no color at all. He could

distinguish no complementary colors

except blue from yellow, and yellow
from blue. In the rainbow or solar-

spectrum, although he saw its whole

extent, he recognized only blue and yel-
low. The green was an impure blue,
and the red a shade of yellow. His

year's practice resulted in an improved
perception to the extent only of en-

abling him to see red modified by blue,
as seen in crimson, and in his recog-

nizing a shade of pink.
There is a still worse form of this

defect, where yellow alone can be dis-

tinguished, or where, in a few instances,

even, individuals have been discov-

ered totally blind to all color, and able

merely to tell lighter from darker

shades. Such persons have frequently
had an accurate perception of form, and
excellent eyesight. The case of Har-

ris, related in the Philosophical Trans-

actions, is one of this kind. He could

never understand why bright red was
called re.d, and could do no more than

guess the name of any color. He
could see merely that white and any
bright colors were not black, and that

a striped ribbon differed from a plain
one. The case of a young woman is

also recorded in the Transactions, who
on being tested was found to know
white and black simply ; and of a man
to whom all colors appeared as tints of

gray, or as different shades between
black and white. Firmas relates the

case of a man who knew no colors, but

was yet fond of painting. He had
frescoed his apartment in colors, and
was very proud of his work. When!

questioned as to his object in painting

earth, sky, trees, houses, and figures
all blue, he replied that he wished the

picture to match the furniture in color.

He was not aware that the latter was
red. Another individual admitted that

the rainbow appeared to him as a
" band of lighter color than the other

parts of the sky, but a little darker at

one side than the other, and gradually
shaded off between the two sides."

For many years after the discovery
of this peculiar affection it was sup-

posed to be an imperfection dating

invariably from birth ; always congen-
ital, always a physiological, never a

pathological condition. More recently,
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however, numerous cases have been

published where this anomaly of vision

may be traced directly to disorder of

the brain, and in other instances di-

rectly to disease of the eye. One of

the most interesting of these cases,
and perhaps the first in point of time,

was published in 1840 by Dr. Hays in

the American Journal of the Medical

Sciences. Mary Bishop, twenty years
of age, enjoyed excellent sight, and was
able to distinguish colors, for aught
she knew, as well as her companions.
After two attacks of cerebral disease

she became entirely blind for four

months
;

her sight then gradually re-

turned, but she noticed that the grass,

and particularly that the roses, did not

appear of their natural color. The
first color she remembered to have

remarked as her sight slowly improved
was yellow ;

and when she had so far

recovered as to be able to read coarse

print and make out the form of smaller

objects, she still could recognize with

certainty no colors but blue and yellow.
A few weeks later, and apparently coin-

cident with the increased visual power,
came an increased ability to distinguish
colors. Roses were again of their

proper color, and easy to find among
the leaves. Finally she could see in the

prism blue, green, yellow, and red, but

not the orange or violet. A case. is re-

corded of a man who lost the faculty of

distinguishing colors from the effects

of a copious bleeding from the arm.

Not unfrequently blindness to color is

of the most temporary nature, a mere

consequence of sudden and trifling

determination of blood to the head.

White Cooper relates the case of a

well-fed clergyman who, after the ser-

vices were over, felt somewhat fatigued
and depressed from the confined at-

mosphere of the church. On rising
from the kneeling posture, great was
his surprise, the age of miracles being

passed, to find that the crimson velvet

cushions and hangings of the pulpit

had changed to a dark violet hue, and

that other familiar objects, which he

knew to be red, looked bluish-green.
A rest of ten minutes in the vestry suf-

ficed to restore his disordered percep-
tions to their normal condition. An-

other instance which fell under the

notice of the same writer was evi-

dently the result of congestion from

fatigue. A plethoric farmer undertook

to do the sight-seeing of the great

Hyde Park exhibition in London. All

went well until the third day, when he

felt giddy and oppressed, and to his

consternation red curtains and hang-

ings looked a greenish-brown ; and on

investigating his condition further, he

found that he could no longer see

greens and reds, although blue and

yellows were distinguishable as before.

He immediately went home, and after

sleeping for three hours found that reds

and greens were again as clear and dis-

tinct as of old. Very similar to this

was the singular experience of Profes-

sor Thury of Lausanne, who walked

during the night from Geneva to Nyon
to witness the great aurora borealis of

November 17 and 18, 1848. While all

around him were exclaiming in rap-

tures at the gorgeous spectacle, to his

dismay he could see nothing but blue

sky. His disability proved to be mere-

ly of a temporary nature also.

Another case which has its bearing
on the temperance question, and has

apparently been overlooked by the tee-

totalers, is that of a college librarian

related by Cooper, in Todd's Cyclopae-
dia of Anatomy and Physiology. On

rising in the morning he was surprised

to find that the carpet of his chamber

had lost its color. The figure was

there, but in black and white only. He
called to his wife in alarm to know if

the carpet had been changed. It had

not, and with a divination strictly fem-

inine she went straight to the root of

the matter at once. He had taken too

much wine, or, as he expressed it, sev-

eral kinds of wine at dinner the even-

ing before
;
and now, his attention be-

ing called to this curious phenomenon
as a result of wine-drinking, he found

later that whenever he partook of sev-

eral kinds of wine at dinner his per-

ception of color was imperfect in the

morning, although his power to dis-
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tinguish forms remained unimpaired.

When he took punch or spirits, color-

blindness was produced in a still great-

er degree. Over use of the eyes in as-

sorting colors and shades has also been

observed to result in a temporary ina-

bility to distinguish shades of color at

all.

Injury to the interior of the eye or to

the brain has sometimes the effect of

blinding the eye to color and not to

form. A man was struck by a ball

from a pistol, which entered the mouth
and passed upward through the poste-
rior part of the orbit of one eye. After

recovery from the wound, there re-

mained but one small spot upon the

retina of this eye sensitive to light. By
turning the injured eye somewhat, so

as to permit rays of light from objects
to fall directly upon the sensitive spot
in the retina, forms could be distinctly

seen, but no colors. Disease of the

internal structures of the eye has not

unfrequently the effect of blinding us

to colors and not to forms. A recent

report of St. Bartholomew's Hospital,

London, furnishes an instance of this

kind. A medical man found himself

suddenly suffering from partial color-

blindness of the right eye. With the

left he could still distinguish different

hues and shades with readiness and

precision. To the right eye bright

green appears a pale blue, and bright
colors generally look dull. On exam-

ination of the affected eye with the

ophthalmoscope, there was found an

irregularity in the distribution of pig-
ment at that part of the eye near the

entrance of the optic nerve. This spot
was afterwards determined by experi-
ment to be the faulty portion of the

retina. When he looked out, as it

were, obliquely from his eye, thereby

permitting the rays of light to fall on

a different part of the retina, colors

appeared natural to him. In certain

kinds of disease of the optic nerve as

the sight fails, the ability to perceive
colors fails also, but by no means in

a degree exactly corresponding to the

general failure in sight. One may still

be able to determine forms with tolera-

ble accuracy, and yet be unable to dis-

tinguish colors
; and as the disease pro-

gresses, and visual power gradually

grows weaker and weaker, the power to

discern colors may meantime improve

considerably and be retained to a lim-

ited extent, until the sight fades en-

tirely away.
The cause of color-blindness is not

always easy to determine. Numerous

investigations, by persons competent
and full of zeal for the work, have been
made ; but although many facts have
been established and many untenable

theories overthrown, the cause of color-

blindness generally cannot be said as

yet to have been fully demonstrated.

Congenital cases are usually inherited.

Dr. Earle published, many years ago,
an account of this defect in his own

family for several generations. In the

second generation of seven brothers and

eight sisters, three brothers were de-

fective in the perception of colors. The
third generation of three brothers and
four sisters were in this respect nor-

mal. In the fourth, consisting of fifty-

two persons, thirteen brothers and two
sisters were affected.

According to the observations of

Cuvier, the hereditary tendency some-
times follows the law of sexual limita-

tion, as in the instance of Madame T.,

of whose six children the five daugh-
ters were color-blind, the son not.

Madame T. inherited the defect her-

self from her maternal grandmother.
Of the three children of the latter, a

son distinguished colors, the two daugh-
ters could not. Four of the daughters
of Madame T. were married, and of

their seven children the three daughters
had defective perception of color, but

the four sons were free from the defect.

Imperfect appreciation of color has

been noticed not unfrequently to be

associated with imperfect hearing and

want of appreciation of music.

To say that we inherit the affection,

however, is merely to say that we in-

herit the cause ;
it explains nothing,

and is at most but one step forward in

the investigation of its nature. Many
theories, from that of Dalton down to
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the very recent ones of Rose, Schultze,

Helmholtz, and Ernest Hart, have been

advanced, but none seems to have met
with sufficient favor to secure its gener-
al acceptance. The phrenologists, nev-

ertheless, with that facility and despatch
which chiefly characterizes their deal-

ings in intellectual problems, have long
since decided that defective perception
of colors indicates simply a "deficient

organ of color." If we regard the

phrase
" deficient organ of color " as a

peculiar way of expressing a state of

the brain which seems to indicate a

lack of perception for color, we may
consider that we have an hypothesis on

which it may be possible, perhaps prob-

able, that some forms of color-blindness

may be explained. To believe that a

person, however practised and skilful,

can tell whether a man knows green
from red by examining the region of

his eyebrows, is to be blind to some-

thing more than color. It seems, as

we have already remarked, quite prob-

able, although by no means certain,

that in instances where sight as con-

cerns form is absolutely perfect, the

cause may be rightfully attributed to

some defect in the sensorium, whereby
the brain fails to appreciate the differ-

ence between the rays of light pro-
duced by the several colors. But this

theory, if admissible in certain cases,

can scarcely be said to cover instances

where the defect is noticed only when

using one eye. Nor has it any bearing
whatever in cases of disease or injury
to either one or both organs of vision.

Imperfect or disordered perception of

color is often the result, in some way
as yet inexplicable, of disturbance of

the digestive apparatus, and not unfre-

quently is a symptom of jaundice.

Temporarily the same condition may
be caused by drugging. Sometimes a

preparation from Artemisia santonica,

or worm-seed, produces this phenome-
non with great certainty and rapidity.

Schultze, who published a small work in

1866 embodying the result of his ex-

periments, believes that he has discov-

ered a key to the solution of some of

the problems presented by this singu-

lar affection, in the macula lutea, or

yellow spot, in the retina of the eye.
The more yellow this spot the more
influence it exerts over the percep-
tion of blue rays. Santonine augments
greatlythe yellowness of this spot, and
Schultze sums up the phenomena pro-
duced by its administration thus. It

reduces the perception of the colors

of the spectrum, beginning with violet,

and goes on as far as to render the ret-

ina insensible to blue. It also reduces

the color at the other extremity of the

spectrum, but to a less extent, sim-

ply removing the perception of red.

Finally it tinges all objects perceived

yellow or yellowish-green. The same
author mentions a curious circumstance

observed during his experiments with

this substance, namely, before the eyes
of his subjects become completely in-

sensible to violet rays, when the san-

tonine was just beginning to exert its

characteristic influence, all objects ap-

peared tinged with violet. The santo-

nine, according to the author, produces

temporary congestions to the head, a

condition which favors the production
of spectra or illusory vision. These

spectra assume the color complemen-

tary to yellow, that is, a violet hue
;

hence real objects, for the time being,

appear tinged also with violet.

Though less than the one-hundredth

part of an inch in thickness, the retina

is divided by anatomists into seven or

more layers, the first of which is formed

principally of upright cones. These

cones, according to Mr. Ernest Hart,

are the true chromatic organs of the

eye, each one acting as a prism, de-

composing the rays of light which fall

at its base in concentric colored circles

corresponding to the colors of the solar-

spectrum. Still, if it seems necessary,
after all the patience and zeal which

have been brought to bear in the inves-

tigations and experiments to determine

the cause of this defect, to admit the

conclusion of Stellwag, that the cause

of color-blindness is wholly unknown,
it may at least be safely affirmed that,

of those who have devoted great atten-

tion to the subject and whose opinions
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are therefore entitled to consideration,

nearly all believe the seat of the disor-

der to be in the nervous structures

within the globe of the
eye.

In view of the disposition of the

color-blind to hide their defect, it is

scarcely probable that the most cour-

ageous will adopt the suggestion of

Professor Maxwell and wear spectacles,

one glass green and the other red, and
so attain infallibility in distinguishing
these two colors. To those who do

adopt the spectacles he promises no

sensation, as of red or green, but mere-

ly that they slvill learn to know the

two colors just as surely and precisely
in the same manner as if they were

labelled.

HALF-WAY.
A STORY IN THREE CHAPTERS.

CHAPTER I.

RELATES TO THE YOUNG LADY WITH
THE PRETTY CRUTCHES.

SINCE
the day Mugby Junction was

given to the world, railway stories

have grown remarkably fashionable, so

that not to put myself out of the world,

by omission, I must tell my story. I

am neither an engineer, however, nor

a baggage-man, nor a switch-tender,

nor any other kind of tender belonging
to an engine or a railroad. I desire so

much to be understood at the start I

am not and do not wish to be railroad

property in any event, and as to driving
an engine, that is something I am not

up to. I 'm too absent-minded for that.

I would forget to stop when I should,

and go on when I should n't. I would

forget to whistle down the brakes, or

whistle them off at proper times, or re-

verse the engine in contemplation of

the dangerous and exciting perspective.

An approaching train on the same
track would become an object of study
rather than terror. The idea of a

smash-up, too, would be attractive.

Injury to myself or the passengers
would be unthought of. The sight
would be too grand not to lend it all

the attraction in my power. No, no,

I should whistle the breaks off, I know
I should, that is, if I did anything.
So I would never answer for a driver.

Smash-ups would be sure to come

when they were not expected, very

much, though, as most smash-ups do

come. Neither would I do for a switch-

tender. There would be something too

jolly and exciting in the approach of a

lightning expresser to think of switch-

ing. The idea, too, of surprising the

passengers by running them down a

bank ; only think of it ! Really, it is a

wonder that so few do run off, after all.

But neither could I be a fireman. The
fires would go out, or burn too fast, or

do something wrong for which I would

receive nothing but kicks and curses.

And as for being a conductor or a bag-

gage-man or an expressman, or any-

thing of the sort, it is entirely out of

the question. If I was conductor, pas-

sengers would ride free, pay twice, or

go off at the next station. If I was a

baggage-man, the office for lost baggage
would surely become an important one ;

and as for express running, I should be

charged with theft every day of my
life, for losing packages which nobody
would believe to be lost. Yes, yes, I am

very thankful that I don't belong to the

railroad ; and as I know the railroad

don't want me, we are so-far quits.

Of course I would not do wrong in-

tentionally ; my heart is soft enough for

practical purposes, all my acquaintances
know to my sorrow, or rather to the

sorrow of my pockets, which is not the

same thing. Speaking of my pocket,

reminds me that a client has been wait-
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ing to see me for the past twenty min-

utes. He no doubt thinks, poor inno-

cent soul ! that I am drawing up a brief,

which I ought to be drawing up, to be

sure. Thus you see how it is this story
comes into my head, and nothing will

do but I must tell it. I forget my client,

then, or I at least think he can wait
;

and, bless you ! so he can. Or, if he

gets tired in the mean time, he can go
and come again ; my story must be told

at all hazards. So my unsophisticated
client nearly all my clients are un-

sophisticated watches me attentively,

and, as I imagine, says to himself as

he waits :
" How fast he writes

; what
a lawyer he is ! What a nest of busi-

ness ! He must have time to write his

cases out. I will go and call again."

Whereupon he does actually rise, say-

ing respectfully, with hat in hand,
"

I

will call again, sir."

"
Do," I answer abstractedly ; the

gentleman, in the mean time, bowing
himself out, with a look of wonder and
admiration for the individual who man-

ages so much intricate business. And

really, I feel, sometimes, that it is a

matter of wonderment that lawyers get

through so many circuits. Yet they
are always blamed for mistakes. If they
fail to see a point, they make for them-

selves a point at which everybody else

pokes fun. Abstractedly I answered

the query of an old gentleman only yes-

terday, he, alas ! was n't altogether

unsophisticated, for which I expect a

dismissal. He desired to get absolute

title to certain real estate in which he

already possessed a life-interest. My
advice was, that he should make a con-

tract with the heirs to convey to him

when his life -estate had terminated;
no wonder the old fellow went off

scratching his head. So you see I

did n't have my wits about me, much
as usual.

The thought that never wanders, it

has been said, is one of the masters

of victory, and that is the idea that

accounts for my ill successes. I can't

keep my thoughts on hand, and there 's

no use trying ;
I forget to go to mar-

ket, and go without meat for dinner in

consequence, but that don't cure me,
all of which causes me to believe I have
no business on the railways, when like

a poor clock, I should, to say the least,

be forever getting out of time. These

shortcomings will of course be to my
disadvantage in story telling, where so

much depends upon time. But as my
story is no fiction, but a veritable fact,

I believe a lawyer is expected to vouch
for the truth of all he says, I have an

advantage too, as just telling in plain
terms a little personal experience,
much will not be expected, and for that

reason nobody will, I trust, be disap-

pointed. With this preface, which will

account for the errors, if there be
found any in what follows, as I doubt
not there will be, I make bold to go
ahead.

I was booked to take a business trip ;

that is, in my diary under date of

April 20 it was noted that I should

leave the city, for and on account of

certain matters of business, at this time

unnecessary to be mentioned. Keep-

ing an eye out to pleasure at all times,

the idea of a business trip was by no
means displeasing. Indeed, it was so

attractive that I had induced my part-
ner to forego his claim to this trip, giv-

ing my health and the greater confi-

dence of one mutual client in me as an

excuse. To be sure, the season was
not propitious. But staying at home
was about as disagreeable as travelling,

if travelling was about as disagreeable
as staying at home. At such season

we expect to witness the weather one

thing and feel our comfort another, just

because we are in a period of collapse
between the frigidities of winter and

the relaxations of summer.

The day came, however, and found

the streets wearing their usual spring

apparel, consisting of a great-coat of

mud, and undergarments of salmagun-
dian characteristics. This induced me
to forego my usual custom of walking
to the depot with my satchel, and hire

a hack (I hope to have the pleasure of

riding in a hansom some day), where-

with self and trunk might be conveyed
without discomfort. Having arrived at
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the depot I paid the hackman more than

he was entitled to, checked my trunk,

lit a cigar, and strolled leisurely up and

down the outside platform, where the

sun was shining as only an April sun

on or about the forty-first parallel of

latitude can shine. Here I walked

back and forth, waiting for the "ail-

aboard "
whistle, but in the mean time

congratulating myself on my escape
from office duties, to the round of pleas-

ures I saw before me, until my atten-

tion was directed to my old friend and

client, Mr. Sniffins. That gentleman
was exhibiting a more than ordinary de-

gree of nervousness and anxiety, which

was a very remarkable incident, as un-

der ordinary circumstances his ner-

vousness was considered the very per-
fection of that distressing disease, if his

manner was to be taken as an evidence

of its internal workings. Mr. Sniffins,

however, was a rosy-faced little man,

wearing an eye-glass and flourishing a

cane ;
whose eye-glass never seemed

to be adjusted satisfactorily, and whose
cane was always getting in the way,
like the sword of an unpractised cour-

tier. He was fifty-five, more or less,

probably more, with gray eyes, gray

hair, and little tufts of white whiskers

at the sides of his shining cheeks. He
was by no means a badly disposed look-

ing individual, but, on the contrary, was

quite lovable and benevolent looking,
as he really was, for aught I then knew,
a very benevolent kind-hearted old gen-

tleman, who thought nothing of doing
a favor, and just as little of asking one

against the will.

Mr. Sniffins, afterrunning about hith-

er and thither into the railway car-

riages, which we Americans call cars,

then out upon the platform, then in

upon the platform, then in the cars and

out again, finally took a seat upon a

dry-goods box, and, as if to appear

unconcerned, began to twirl his gold-
headed cane, in a manner, though,
which really denoted a very great con-

cern. His clean white stockings, which

he always wore, looked the while very
comfortable between trousers and shoe-

tops, as his dumpy little feet upon his

dumpy little legs swung nervously to

and fro. He could sit there but a mo-

ment, however. So he jumped down

hurriedly and began a peculiar motion,
which at each step began as a run and
ended as a walk, reminding one of the

little wooden balls with india-rubber

strings attached, which the little boys
throw at you nowadays, and which,
to your great surprise, halt, and go
back again just as you begin to dodge.
He had this time, as a dozen times be-

fore, supposed the cars to be on the

very point of starting, although it was
still twenty minutes of the regular
time. But being a constitutionally
nervous man, one of that numerous
class who are unable through constitu-

tional defect to depend upon their own
watches or the company clocks, and
who never feel safe'until they get in the

cars, and when they are in never feel

safe until they get out and off again,
he jumped upon one of the platforms,

disappeared within one of the coaches,
and presently passed his head out of

one of the windows. This time seeing
his attorney, he passed his head in

again, and presently came toward me
at more than his usual speed.

" Are you going travelling, Mr. Joe ?
TJ

(I am called Mr. Joe by my friends and

neighbors, and you mustn't be vexed

if I retain the title my friends and

neighbors have given me.)
" Mr. Sniffins," I replied, bowing

deferentially,
"

I am going travelling."
" Would you be so kind, Mr. Joe, as

to do me a favor ?
"

" Mr. Sniffins," I replied, with some-

thing of the air of an upstart, I dare

say,
"

I shall be most happy."
" Thank you, Mr. Joe. Mrs. Sniffins

will thank you too, Mr. Joe. You have

taken a great weight from my mind, sir.

But which way do you travel, sir ? That

may be important."
"West and north, Mr. Sniffins."
" West and north with this train is

the right way, sir. Thank you, Mr.

Joe. My niece goes west and north.

She is in the car second to the bag-

gage. I was to have gone a short dis-

tance with her myself, but Mrs. Snif-
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fins will be glad to have me back at

dinner-time. You will take my place,
Mr. Joe, you will accompany my niece

to Bolton."

Having roared these words at me, to

the amusement of attentive listeners, all

the while urging me forward unneces-

sarily fast for an individual prizing his

dignity, he gave me an opportunity to

reply.
" Mr. Sniffins," said I, feeling a little

bit ruffled, and blowing a volume of

smoke into his face, both as an evi-

dence of indifference for .the eyes of

lookers-on and as an escape to my pent-

up feelings,
" Mr. Sriifftns, I will

; we
will find the fair creature at once."

"
But, Mr. Joe, have we time ? Won't

the train start ?
"

" Mr. Sniffins," said I, again blowing
the smoke into his eyes, "what if it

does ?
"

"
I could n't get off, Mr. Joe. Don't,

don't speak of it, I pray, don't."
" But how shall I be able to distin-

guish your niece ? from resemblance

to her good uncle ?
"

" No ! no ! no, sir !

"
ejaculated the

old gentleman, as the idea took posses-
sion of his mind. " We must find her,

Mr. Joe."

Whereupon he seized my arm fran-

tically, and hurried me along to the

second car from the baggage. Stop-

ping suddenly when he had reached

this car, he looked up and rapped one

of the windows so violently that I

thought he was really going to knock
it in. Thereupon, as he did no percep-
tible damage, a woman I judged to be

a maiden lady of fifty summers, wear-

ing green goggles and looking desper-

ately long in the neck, very dark of

complexion, and very much wrinkled,
looked out in alarm. Whereat I was
somewhat alarmed myself. But I re-

gained my composure when Mr. Snif-

fins took off his hat, and, having asked

madam's pardon with his usual polite-

ness, rapped at the next window. But

an ugly-looking scamp of a fellow, who
seemed to be more disposed to come
out and make the old gentleman apolo-

gize than to accept the already prof-

fered apology, looked fiercely from this

window, and we went on, of course.

The next time, at the presentation of

two black, saucy-looking eyes and a

laughing face, I was sure we were

right, until I saw Mr. Sniffins raise his

hat again, when the smile with which
I had decked my face subsided into

a melancholy grin, and we passed on
once more. Mr. Sniffins came to rap
at the right window at last, and a very
sweet but what I then thought a rather

dove-like looking face presented itself

and smiled very prettily. There could

be no mistake this time. There was
too much of the good Mr. Sniffins in

that face ; so I took off my hat, and
bowed politely.

"
Julie," said the old gentleman, all

out of breath,
"

I have found you a

guardian at last. This is Mr. Joe. He
will accompany you to Bolton, as he

goes that way on business, on this very
train. He is a young lawyer, and I

doubt not you will find him a pleasant

companion. He 's quite respectable,

too, my dear, which can't be said of all

lawyers you know, eh ?
"

Then the little woman, smiling very

prettily, as if almost inclined to laugh

outright, beckoned to the little man,
who accordingly stood upon tiptoe,

while the little woman stooped, and at

once entered into a spirited but very

private and quiet little conversation by
themselves ; after which she offered

me a very small and a very white

hand, which I shook with a gentle

pressure, as my wont is. But as the

old gentleman seemed to have some-

thing to say at that particular mo-

ment, I held my own peace until he

should have finished. The next con-

versation, however, was an exceedingly
short one, and to my own mind, at

least, an exceedingly sweet one. The
fact is, he just stood upon tiptoe again,
and she just stooped again, when Mr.

Sniffins just kissed Julie, and Julie just

kissed Mr. Sniffins, just as if nobody
was looking on all the while. Then
the little gentleman stood down again,

took me by the hand, wished me a suc-

cessful journey, waved his own hand
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gallantly, nearly knocking his wig off

in doing so, and departed.

The cars, by which we mean a train

of cars or coaches, being in motion by
this time, and having received an invi-

tation from my ward to get aboard, I

threw away the last and as usual the

best portion of my cigar, and entering
the car as per invitation, found at last,

ah ! I could not believe it at first, but

really I did find, occupying two seats,

and propped up with pillows, (two pret-

tily carved crutches lying by her side,)

the little woman over whom I had so

recently assumed the appointment of

guardian. Taught, however, to believe

every person possessed of at least one

infirmity, and that a patent infirmity is

more endurable than a latent one,

which is, perhaps, a legal way of putting

it, I presented myself not quite over-

powered by the unexpected discovery.
But when she took up the pretty crutch-

es to give me room, with a look that

was not altogether melancholy, but

which I chose to consider so, I felt it a

duty to look upon them and the owner

compassionately.
"
Ah, you are disappointed," she

said, looking up and laying her little

hand upon the crutches ;

"
you were

not prepared for it."

"
Well, no, I was not

; but then," said

I,
"

I can't say I am disappointed."
" Can't you ? I could if I were you.

And if I were you I should find some
fault. Are you quite sure you are not

disappointed ?
"

"
Quite sure. I am sure you can't fly

away, you know."
" Ah ! you must n't be too sure of

that. I can fly better than you im-

agine. And I feel sometimes very
much like flying, too, I get restless so

much. But you must look sharp, or I

will fly away really."

You fly ! what with ?
" said I, look-

ing at her bright blue eyes.
"What with? With my crutches,

to be sure. You see I have a strong

will, and * where there 's a will,' you
know."

I was going to say something, just

for the saying, but before I had time to
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begin she went on again, changing the

subject :

" How lovely this spring weather is !

How cheering it is ! How I love this

new life of things, so fresh ! All the
old things done away. A new heaven
and a new earth."

We were driving over the iron rail

furiously.
"

I would like to ride on the train

when I could feel the wind sometimes,"
she continued. "

I think it would do

my nerves good to feel the fresh air.

How exhilarating it must be !

"

After a while there came a few mo-
ments of thoughtful silence, and then

she turned about quickly and brightly,
as if certain old thoughts "had been

rudely ostracized as too dangerous, be-

cause exerting too much influence.
" Do you know uncle never told me

your name ? Did he tell you mine ?
"

she inquired.

Really I had n't thought of it before,

but he had certainly neglected to do so.

"That's lucky," she went on again.
"You can't call me Miss So-and-so;
but you must call me Julie, if anything.

There, I have written it on this card,

so. Please write the name I may call

you beneath. Anything you like."

She handed me the card, and I wrote

simply,
"
Joe."

"
There, Mr. Joe, you don't know my

name, and I dare say you will never

care to. And now, Mr. Joe, uncle

said you were a lawyer."
I admitted myself a poor one.

"Uncle did not tell you I was ill

and lame?"

Strange old Mr. Sniffins ! Of course

he did not ;
and why should he ?

" But

then," I added,
" he did not tell me of

your accomplishments, Miss Julie."
" Ah ! some people have too many

accomplishments, Mr. Joe. You may
lose your money before we reach Bol-

ton. But at all events he did not tell

you of my complaints. Now do you
know I distrust you ?

"

Of course I was sorry to hear it, and
said as much.

"
I distrust all of you," she contin-

ued. " You have no patience."
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" All of us ?
"

I suggested, desirous

of having the names or the calling, at

least, of those included in the sweep-

ing condemnation.

"Well, it don't matter," she said,

smiling, and getting at my meaning
very quickly. "You tire too soon,

that's all. By to-morrow you will be

sorry you ever saw me, Mr. Joe."
" Will I, Miss Julie ?

"

" Don't you think you will, Mr.

Joe ?
"

Of course I knew I should not.
" But what if you should be sorry ?

"

she continued.
" Ah ! but I won't be," I persisted.
" You are not sure of that. What if

you should be, Mr. Joe ?
"

"
I can't imagine, really.''

" Do you ever get angry, Mr. Joe ? -

" Sometimes ; but I am always sorry
when I do."

" Would n't you get angry with me if

I became a burden and an injury to

you ; an injury, that is, in some unac-

countable way ?
"

I agreed that I would not in any
event.

" And not at my uncle either ?
" she

asked.
"
Angry at good old Mr. Sniffins, Ju-

lie ? No indeed. I owe him a bless-

ing."
"You are forgetful, are you not?"

she asked.

I was obliged to own up to that fact.

" Then you must agree to it in writ-

ing," she said, taking from her little

travelling-bag a sheet of paper, upon
which I wrote articles of agreement all

in due form, whereby I agreed to much
more than I had stipulated beforehand,

which, however, was all for the joke
and amusement and anticipation the

little transaction promised.
But when she read it she laughed

a merry laugh, and the merry laugh

brought tears to her blue eyes, so that

I felt just a little bit doubtful.
" Mr. Joe," said she, then,

"
I am a

lawyer, too. There is no consideration

to this agreement."
So I wrote a consideration, and the

consideration was that she should not

fly away upon her crutches, or go ahead
to ride upon the locomotive, but would

just stay and keep me company as we

journeyed on our way to Bolton. Then
we dated our contract, signed it, and

placed it in the travelling-bag again ;

and then she looked up again, and tears

were shining in her lashes, which so

puzzled me that I was led to ask seri-

ously what I might expect from the

contract.
" You must expect I will do all I can

to make our contract on your part bet-

ter than on my own. I have some-

thing to labor for, that 's all, Mr. Joe
"

;

and she looked up very much as if she

had said,
"

I wouldn't injure you, Mr.

Joe. I am just unfortunate and want

you to help me."

Mind, now, I am saying she looked

as if she had said so, but really I think

she did say so, for I do believe that eyes
sometimes say a great many things if

we were only able to interpret their lan-

guage ; a great many things we have

no idea of, and a great many very pret-

ty things, too. But be that as it may,
we afterwards read and talked and

laughed as we sped over the iron rail.

And as we journeyed westward the sun

overtook us, and the long train stopped
half an hour for refreshments. Of
course I got out and walked about in

the warm sun, smoking a cigar, and

throwing through the open window

oranges and soft words, alternately,

under the influence of which poor Julie

(I don't know how I came to call her

poor Julie) rallied wonderfully. Indeed,

as she threw back at me her orange-

peel and quick replies with such aston-

ishing dexterity, I thought her bodily
infirmities had been cured and she was

using all her limbs again. But when
" Off brakes !

" was whistled, and I en-

tered the car again, the little crutches

looked like necessary companions. I

wanted to ask about her infirmities, but

feared it would be indelicate, and held

my peace. Then, as we hurried along

again, she looked out of the window,
and I began to wonder at her conver-

sation.

At four o'clock the afternoon papers
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came aboard, and I purchased a third

edition, and the gentleman opposite me

purchased a third edition too. Then I

read the third edition, and the gentle-

man opposite read the third edition.

Then my eye fell upon a news item, and

the eye of the gentleman opposite fell

upon exactly the same item, for, with-

out being invited to speak, he turned

to me and said,
"

I see they are to sell

the Oldham property at Bolton to-mor-

row."
"
Yes, sir," I answered ; but I did n't

tell him I was going up expressly to

bid on the premises for a client, which

would have been unwise, to say the

least.

"
Property 's immense, I understand ?

"

he continued.

I was not inclined to be communica-

tive, however, and the individual again

suggested,
" Said to work great hard-

ship to the heirs ?
"

" Yes." I turned my back to him
this time, and no more was said on that

subject.
Then it began to grow dark ; and, as

I could not read my paper any more, I

threw it down and turned to my com-

panion, who was looking out at the

sparks which were already visible fly-

ing by from the locomotive. It had

got to be a cloudy night, and the air

was growing cold, as it so frequently
does in early spring. Still, good fires

built in the stoves, and the lamps light-

ed, though burning dimly, cheered us

up again and kept out the chilliness.

But for all the lights and fires, I found

it more comfortable to sit a little closer ;

and then we began to talk about many
things, so that I found my companion
half a politician and more than half a

lawyer. Thus the time and the miles

passed swiftly, and as the time and
the miles were passing we somehow or

other forgot to talk about law and poli-

tics
;
and as we left these subjects fur-

ther and further behind, we spoke lower

and lower, so that we had to sit nearer

and nearer in order to make ourselves

heard. And so we came, at last, to talk

of the poets and poetry, and ever so

many other things besides.

We were riding in the "lightning ex-

presser," stopping only at important sta-

tions, except for wood and water. At
this time, however, we were in want of

neither, because we were running down
an incline where the brakes are touched

lightly and the steam shut off. But for

all that it was a straight line and a

safe line, when the engineer could bite

his bread and cheese, and when the fire-

man could light his pipe and have a jolly

good smoke.
"
Please, Mr. Joe, what station comes

next ?
" said my companion, starting

with a start that startled me as well.

The railway guide said it was Half-

Way.
"So soon?" she said with another

start.

" What is it, Julie ?
"

I inquired with,

I dare say, a tender look.
"
Only a little pain," she answered ;

"that's all. Only a sudden thought,
Mr. Joe. But "

" But what ?
"

I asked, uneasily.
"

I fear," she answered,
"

I must wait

at Half-Way for the next train." She
was playing nervously with a ring upon
her finger, turning it about and taking
it off, and putting it on again, ab-

stractedly.

But the next train would answer me

just as well, so that I determined to

wait too. Of course I would not hear

of her staying alone at a strange place,

when I should lose nothing but a few

hours at the most. Wherefore we both

alighted at Half-Way. When, hav-

ing seated my companion in the depot
where a lamp was burning dimly, I pro-

ceeded to make inquiries of an official-

like looking individual, relative to lodg-

ing accommodations.
" Have you a good hotel here ?

"
I

inquired.
" That depends upon what you call a

good one," was the answer. " What 's

good for me may be poor for you, per-

haps
"

He waved his lantern, and away went

the train.

" How many have you here ?
"

I

again inquired.
**
Two, and a saloon which pretends
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to be a hotel, too. So 's to evade the

excise law for a license."
" Are your hotels named ?

"
I asked.

" Lord bless you, sir. Was there

ever a hotel in these United States

that did n't have a name, and a great

big name, too ? Why, over this way
you '11 find the International, and over

yonder 's the Metropolitan. And their

name 's the biggest things about 'em,

or I 'm mistaken."
" Which of the two is the better ?

"
I

persisted, feeling that I must make a

choice of one at all events.
" Blessed if I know. Go to one, and

you '11 wish you 'd gone to the other,

and it does n't make much difference

which one you go to first, I reckon."

At this point the official-like looking

gentleman gave his lantern an impa-
tient swing ; and, as if he thought some-

thing should start whenever he swung
his lantern, he started himself and ran

away incontinently.

When I returned Miss Julie was

anxiously waiting. The coast was now
all clear. No one was about, excepting
ourselves ; not a solitary human being
to ask a question of ; not a depot-

master, not a ticket agent. The lights

burnt, but nobody cared for them.

The telegraph instruments ran races

with each other, and made a galloping

noisy race of it too, which seemed to

be never ending. First one machine

was ahead and then another, and while

we listened the more furiously the

racers raced. Really it was very dis-

agreeable to think of getting off at such

a station for rest. What nonsense !

Something, however, must be done.

Here we were and it could n't be helped.
"O Mr. Joe," said Miss Julie, com-

passionately,
" what a place I 've

brought to
"

Then I went out in search of a hotel

and found the Metropolitan, which was
a story and a half frame structure,

putting one exceedingly in mind of a

den, and a kind of lion's den, too.

Nevertheless, I went in fearlessly and
took a survey. They had n't gone to

bed down at the Metropolitan. In fact,

they were just getting waked up to all

appearances, as the noise was intolera-

ble. Sitting on the bar was a fleshy
individual of eighteen or twenty, who
was endeavoring to perform the manly
feat of rubbing his stomach with one
hand and patting his head gently with

the other, not performing either, by the

way, so much to his own satisfaction

as to that of his audience.
" No such word as fail, Bolder,"

roared one.
" Patience and perseverance, Bol-

der," shouted another.

Bon't give up the ship," suggested
a third.

No chance of getting much rest here,

I thought; so I hurried back, having
made up my mind that Miss Julie's

best course would be to try and rest in

the depot, while I should keep watch on
the outside with a cigar.

When I reached the depot the tele-

graph instruments were running more

desperately than ever, but Miss Julie

was gone. Not only had she gone,
but she had gone without the pretty
crutches.

My first impulse was to rush back to

the hotel for assistance. Of course

she had been carried off. Else why the

crutches left ? But wait ! There was
a slip of paper pinned to one of the

crutches, which I seized desperately
and read by the dim lamplight of Half-

Way Station ;
and as I read, the clock

struck twelve, as it seemed to me, in a

very solemn manner. But the little bil-

let, to my great surprise, read thus :

" Mr. Joe must journey from hence

alone. That he may live to forgive a

great injury is the wish of his sincere

but very unfortunate friend,
"
JULIE."

"Ah, a great injury," I thought to

myself, thinking the while of my agree-
ment in the cars, but smiling at what
I could but think was an absurdity ;

nevertheless, my smile, I dare say, was

a wicked one, as I immediately lit a

cigar to quiet my nerves. So I smoked
one cigar and lighted another, and

smoked that and then another and

another, while I wandered about hither
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and thither until the hotels were closed

and I grew more and more nervous.

At length, however, a young man

emerged from somewhere, and went

into the telegraph office, tried the keys,

and then strolled out again, and went

to looking out of the windows and up
the track. Then the official-like look-

ing individual made his appearance
with his lantern and spoke to the tele-

graph operator, asking
" whose crutches

and things
" those were.

"
They are mine," I answered, I

dare say a little sharply, and I took up
the crutches and placed them under

my arm. But fearing I had been too

quick, I added,
"
They belong to a

young lady who came under my charge,"

by way of qualification.

"Where's the young lady, then?"

said the man with the lantern. " Gone
off without legs ?

"

"
Really, my good friend," said I then,

a" little inclined to come down,
"

I can't

tell you. She came with me to this

place this very night, a cripple, sir, on

these very crutches, and now, sir, she 's

gone off without 'em. Tell me, if you
can, where she is."

"
Queer," said the individual, solilo-

quizing.
" Devilish queer," said the telegraph

operator, likewise soliloquizing.
" Were you related ?

"
inquired the

official-like looking individual.
" No. She was placed under my

care to go to Bolton, by a respectable
old gentleman she called her uncle.

Before reaching this station she com-

plained of illness, so we concluded to

remain here a ftttle while, thinking a

short rest would do her good."
" Hum !

" said the official-like look-

ing individual.

"Ah!" echoed the telegraph opera-
tor.

"
Well," said the individual with the

lantern, musingly, after a pause,
" I

don't see but what you 've earned

them crutches. At any rate I 'm

blessed if I '11 have anything to do with

'em."
" Was she really a cripple ?

"
in-

quired the telegraph operator.

"
I thought so, most assuredly," I

answered, a little doubtfully.
"
Queer !

"
again asserted the indi-

vidual with the lantern.
" Devilish queer !

"
again asserted

the telegraph operator, who was none
other than the applauded Dolder.

" See if the train 's on time," said

the man with the lantern, changing the

subject as if it was of no great conse-

quence any way.
" She '11 turn up some

day, sir. How is it, Davy, all right ?
"

" All right," responded the operator,

who had been talking with somebody
thirty miles away.

" There they go !

" said the official-

like looking individual, looking at his

watch.

The long whistle sounded afar off,

and I was heartily glad they were com-

ing at last. Anything to get out of

Half-Way Station. But I was deter-

mined to hold on to the pretty crutches,

nevertheless. They might some day
assist me in unravelling a mystery.
So I placed them under my arm and

stood waiting out upon the track for

the train, which I could already hear,

thundering down the incline. Now it

came nearer, and the head light, shiver-

ing with the oscillation of the locomo-

tive, was discernible. Then another

and a nearer and a shriller blast was

blown, and one could feel the very earth

trembling, as it seemed, with the fu-

rious racing of the iron horse ; while

the sparks were flying from the smoke-

stack with the thick and heavy smoke,
and underneath the hot coals of living

fire fell upon the ground and were

trampled out of sight.
"
They are running very fast, I should

say ?
"

I remarked carelessly to the

man with the lantern, who was standing

beside me.
"
They mostly do come on this run

as if the Devil was after 'em," he an-

swered, as if it was really not uncom-

mon.
" Ah ! but they don't seem to be

holding up ?
"

I suggested.
"
They generally goes the faster about

here, I reckon."
"
They stop, don't they though ?

"
I
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exclaimed, no doubt savagely, catching
at his meaning.

I heard him say,
"
They don't calcu-

late to often, sir," but what else he

said was lost in the rushing wind and
the clickety click, clickety click, of the

passing train, which really seemed per-

fectly indifferent in regard to my own
little and very miserable existence.

How long after that I stood listening

to the rumbling of the train I can't

say, for it kept rumbling and rumbling
and rumbling in my ears as if it had
made a special agreement to drive me
mad. My good friend with the lantern

came about this time, however, and

saved me by tapping me lightly on the

shoulder.
" Was you intending to have taken

that train?" he asked, swinging his

lantern in the direction it had gone.
I nodded.

"Was you told it stopped by any
one belonging on the road ?

"

I shook my head a little doubtfully,
as it did really seem as if some one had
induced me to think so.

" Had you business of importance to

take you on ?
"

Again I nodded.
" Was anybody you knows on inter-

ested about that same identical busi-

ness ?
"

Again I shook my head doubtfully,
and the individual gave his lantern an-

other swing, and departed.
I had really never been so unpleas-

antly situated. But that, after all, was
not the worst of it ; as in the cold gray
of the morning I slowly plodded down
to the Metropolitan, looking colder and
more dismal than it did the night be-

fore, I thought of the business which I

had undertaken with such alacrity, and
how I should reach Bolton in time to

bid at the sale of the Oldham proper-

ty for my client. There was but one

way left, and that to telegraph for a

postponement of the sale. But those

who sit up late get up late
;
in conse-

quence whereof the Metropolitan was
still wrapped in slumber when I was

rapping at the door. To be sure, it

was yet very early. Only the early

birds were abroad, and the early birds

were indeed very few and looked as if

they needed all the worms they got.
The old bar-room into which I ush-

ered myself, with about half a dozen
of the early birds, smelt exceedingly
stale, and looked exceedingly dirty,
and felt exceedingly uncomfortable.

The landlord, however, who was a

very prompt little fellow, seeming to

have a realizing sense of the appear-
ance of things, got himself behind the

counter or the bar in a twinkling, and,
without saying a word, looked at the

early birds as if he had really said,
"
Well, gentlemen, what shall it be this

morning ?
"

" A little cold water in a wash-basin

is all at present, sir. I shall stay to

breakfast with you."
After breakfast I felt better and

strolled leisurely back to the depot,
but the operator having not yet arrived

I sat down and smoked another cigar.

After that I began to grow impatient,
and asked the freight agent about the

next train, and found it would not leave

Half-Way until half an hour after the

hour appointed for the sale of the Old-

ham property. Then I went and asked

the ticket agent where the operator
lived.

" She lives in the brick house the top
of which you just see over the hill."

" She !

"
I exclaimed ;

" is your oper-
ator a woman ?

"

" Our day operator is," was the an-

swer.

Then I ran over to the brick house ;

but the matronly woman in charge of

that establishment kiarily informed me
the operator was not at home, and I

ran back to the depot.
" Where can I find your night opera-

tor ?
"

I asked.

"In the Metropolitan, fast asleep, I

reckon."

I hurried down to the Metropolitan.
"
Johnny," said the landlord, in re-

sponse to my question,
" run up to

room 44 and see if Dolder 's in."

" He ain't thar," said the dirty-faced

boy, returning after what seemed des-

tined to be an eternity.
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" Do you know where he is ?
"

I de-

manded.
" No, sir, I don't," he answered, put-

ting his hand to his head as if he

expected me to cuff it ;

" but I heered

him say as how he was a going a hunt-

ing."
I turned from the Metropolitan and

fled back to the depot again.

"At what time does this operator

usually reach her office ?
"

I inquired.
" About nine o'clock," he answered ;

" but she is n't obliged to get here

only in time to report the train."

" And that 's 11.40 ?" I asked.
"
Just twenty minutes, sir," he an-

swered, looking at the clock. And then

he went into his little office, and, throw-

ing up the window, began to sell tick-

ets, while I thought to myself, it is too

late now at any rate. But do what I

would I could n't help thinking of my
unpleasant dilemma, and of that I was

thinking when the train arrived. So
I took up the little crutches and went

to get aboard.
" You wanted the operator," I heard

a gentleman say, as he laid a hand

upon my shoulder ;

" there she comes,
down the hill."

I saw a womanly figure coming down
the hill, reading a letter as she walked.

But all the grace I witnessed in that

figure could hardly restrain the resent-

ment I felt toward her. Nevertheless,
I turned my back without a word, and
left Half-Way Station behind, as I de-

voutly hoped, forever.

Of course the first thing I did after

my arrival at Bolton was to visit the

attorney who had the selling of the

Oldham property, in the hope that by
some chance or mischance the sale had
not yet taken place ;

or if it had, that

it had been purchased by some one

ignorant of its value, of whom I might
again purchase for a slight advance.

" Has the sale been made yet ?
" was

my first query.
"
Yes, sir," said the attorney,

"
it was

made within one hour of the time ad-

vertised."

"Who was the purchaser?" I de-

manded eagerly.

" Mr. Sniffins, sir, an elderly, respec-
table looking old gentleman from Down
East somewhere."

"
I know," I interrupted, with a thun-

dering voice.
" Was you interested ?

" he mildly

inquired.
" Has the title been forfeited ?

"
I

again demanded, heedless of the ques-
tion.

"
Yes, sir, everything complete, re-

cording and all."

I took up my hat, and with the unfor-

tunate crutches rushed into the street

and to the telegraph office, whence I

sent a despatch to my partner announ-

cing the failure of my trip, and prom-

ising to explain when I should reach

home.

Well, when I did reach home I did

explain ; and such an overhauling as I

got from my client for forsaking busi-

ness to run after the girls was aston-

ishing, to say the least. But my client

was a young man, and after a few weeks
came to me with an apology and my
fees. Of course I refused the latter ;

but as he insisted, I finally did accept

them, although I really thought they
were not deserved.

"
But," said he, after his apology had

been accepted, and his bill receipted,
" but remember one thing, Joe, I 'm a

going up to that station myself to ferret

out this whole affair, and bring some-

body to account I surely will ; and it

is upon the understanding that you
assist me, that I take you into my ser-

vice again."
These terms being agreed to, I took

the pretty crutches and nailed them

crosswise, like a pirate's cross-bones,

upon my office wall, just where I could

see them when not engaged at my desk.

This was to keep my memory upon the

subject, Vicar of Wakefield like, so

that during idle hours I might be study-

ing the problem with a view to its solu-

tion. But when the spring-time had

gone and the summer had come, in-

stead of endeavoring to solve the prob-
lem I wished again to see a fair face,

which as often as my eyes fell upon
the crutches came to haunt me with
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an accusation I could not deny, for I

recalled our little agreement, and part
of the mystery was cleared away. Then
I would say to myself,

" Poor Julie,

there is something yet in the dark."

And then I would take from my pocket-
book a little slip of paper on which she
had written :

" Mr. Joe must journey from hence
alone. That he may live to forgive a

great injury is the wish of his sincere

but very unfortunate friend,
"
JULIE."

So I came at last to displace the

rusty nail which all along had held the

little crutches against the wall, a piece
of blue ribbon as near the color of her

eyes as I could find being substituted

therefor. And so, too, one evening at

twilight it came to pass that my client

came in, lit a cigar, and sat down as if

he had something on his mind. . But

you know that was not a strange coin-

cidence. It had occurred a hundred
times before. When he looked up at

the pretty crutches, however, with such
a look of desperate resolution, I con-

fess I did not like it ; and when he
told me he was about to take a short

trip into the country for his health, I

inwardly rebelled against the proposi-
tion ; and when he said he would spend
a few days at Half-Way, I was sorely

tempted to take down one of the pret-

ty crutches, and end my interest in

the atfair on the spot by rapping him
over the head. But I held my peace,

nevertheless, and he went on to de-

velop his plans, like some hideous Guy
Fawkes to some equally hideous asso-

ciate.

G. S. Barrow.

A KENTUCKIAN'S SHARE IN THE COUP D'ETAT.

IT
was the 9th of February, and

Rochefort had been arrested the

night before.

The pulse of Paris beat high with

excitement, strains of the Marseil-

laise were hummed in the streets, the

squares were full of marching platoons
of foot-soldiers, and the boulevards were

scoured by squads of horse. The gay
uniforms of the Garde de Paris glit-

tered among the grave blue and silver

of the Sergeants de Ville, and now and
then a company of white-buskined chas-

seurs flashed their gleaming bayonets
before the eyes of the curious populace.
There was here and there a slight dis-

turbance, as a disorderly student was
marched off to cool his political enthu-

siasm at the dtpdt de la Prefecture; but

the philosophical crowd shrugged its

shoulders as who would say :
" What

will you have ? Our time has not yet
come."

" We sha' n't see a revolution, after

all, I 'm afraid," said Stuart.

" Not much danger," I said,
" either

of that, or of a fair verdict on Prince

Pierre. Of course they'll pack the

jury."
"

It 's a villanous business," said

Stuart. "Let us go to the Consulate

and hear what they have to say there."

We found no one, however, at head-

quarters, except the minor officials,

who could tell us nothing new, and we
were descending the steps in some dis-

appointment, I leading the way, when
we encountered a carelessly dressed

man of medium height, with full brown
beard and bushy hair, who scanned us

with a pair of kindly soft brown eyes.
He drew aside to let me pass, and I

caught Stuart's glance, who uttered a

shout of delight, and then embraced him,

Continental fashion, ejaculating,
" So it

is you, by all that is lucky !

"

" Yours truly, Benborough," said the

stranger, with a pleasant accent. " How
are you, Squire ?

"

" First -
rate," replied my friend.
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" This is Clarke. We were just talk-

ing about you."
"

I am glad to see you in Paris, Mr.

Clarke. The extra good Americans

come here before they die," said Mr.

Benborough.
" And stay, apparently very well con-

tented," I answered, returning his

friendly clasp.
"
Well, we have to submit to separa-

tion from the great body of the free

and enlightened," he replied ;

" but then

there are compensations for everything,
even for the want of a vote."

" Come with us," said Stuart, taking
him by the arm. I want you to show
Paris to Clarke."

" You tempt me in my weakest point
but three," replied Mr. Benborough,
"
yet I am a St. Anthony of heroic vir-

tue. This is my letter day, and the

Gotham Grumbler has a pecuniary
claim upon the services of its Paris

correspondent. But why can't you
come to' tea in my apartment, at

eight?" asked Benborough, "and bring
Mr. Clarke with you. My work will be

done then, and I shall need relaxation.

When I ask ladies, I request them to

bring their teacups in their pockets,
but I will lend you my beer-mug. Say

you will ? That 's right ! Remember,

sharp eight ; the kettle always gets im-

patient if folks are behind time. Alt

revoir"

Eight o'clock found us climbing the

three high flights of stairs that led to

Benborough's apartments in the Rue

Chaptal. At the head of the last flight

a door stood open into a sleeping-room,
and hearing voices not far off, we ad-

vanced and rapped. Benborough came

flying out and received us cordially.
" This is my antechamber," he said,

laughing, as he led us through the bed-

room, which was the only way of access

to the parlor ;

" and these arc my house-

hold gods," pointing to the photographs
of sundry American journalists which

hung upon the walls. In the corner of

the room was a door through which we
were ushered into the salon, a most in-

viting apartment, eminently characteris-

tic of its owner. It was a square room,

with a great chintz - covered sofa on
one side of it, and several comfortable

lounging
- chairs covered with leather,

scattered about. In the middle of the

waxed floor stood a writing-table lit-

tered with a dire confusion of papers ;

and on another table in a corner were

spread the tea-things, in a helter-skel-

ter masculine fashion
;

the cream-jug

hob-nobbing with a black bottle, and
the sugar-bowl arm in arm with a de-

canter, while cups and tumblers and

wineglasses seemed to be having a

general all hands round.

Across the corner of the room was a

fireplace where a queer little grate had
been inserted, before whose glowing
coals was singing a bouillotte of beaten

white metal, with its stout little cover

bobbing up and down, and its fat round
sides shaking with the energy of its

ebullition. On the tipsy mantel stood

a clock, with two candlesticks in which

long tallow dips were burning ; and the

room was further lighted by a large
shaded lamp that stood in the centre of

the writing-table. Above the chimney-

piece was a quaint collection of weap-
ons interspersed with every variety of

pipe, and the other spaces against the

wall were occupied with low book-

shelves crowded with volumes, many
of them rare and valuable editions

picked up at auctions or on the quais.
Over the shelves every inch of wall

was covered with pictures, in frames

and out of frames ; little and big,

square, oblong, oval, or round ; land-

scapes, heads, tableaux degenre, sketch-

es, etchings, prints, a wilderness of

color and form.
" This is my gallery," said Benbor-

ough, in answer to my exclamation of

delight.
"

I am not a connoisseur
;

I

know nothing, in fact, about painting,

except what I like. But I 've picked

up a thing or two that they tell me is

worth something. This Jules Dupre',

now, it seems just a blotch to you, of

course ; splashes of blue and green with

a dab of red in the middle ; but look

at it ten minutes, and there you have

it, a clump of alder-bushes, a sky of

infinite depth, a breezy, airy outlook,
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and God's own sunlight reddening the

little black pool in front with its declin-

ing rays. I got that for a song ten years

ago ;
now ten thousand francs would n't

buy it. Then, here 's a little genre
affair of Boughton's, just perfect in its

way ;
a Bretonne girl spinning by an

open window, with the sunlight falling

on her hair. That picture is very touch-

ing to me, it is so innocent, so simple,

so pure ;
it reminds me of some one I

knew long ago."
Here a wonderfully sad expression

settled for a moment upon his mobile

face, but in an instant it was gone and

a twinkle of humor lit the large brown

eyes.
"
Enough of my works of art, you

shall come and see them by daylight ;

now for the triumphs of nature, which

Stuart, with the instincts of his kind,

has already discovered." And so I

was made known to all the pleasant

company : Messrs. Lowbridge and

Marston, compatriots ; and Mr. Cran-

shaw, born an Englishman and bred

a Parisian, and therefore as near an

approach to a true cosmopolite as

the British subject seems capable of

becoming.
"Now, gentlemen," said Benborough,

" I have given your biographies to Mr.

Clarke, and the best I can do for him
is to say, as Squire Mason did when he

brought up his platoon of fifty to pre-

sent to the Emperor,
' My countrymen,

your Majesties.'" Here the bouillotte

boiled over with a merry sizzle.

"
I told you my kettle got impatient,

when we were late," said Benborough,

lifting it away.
" There 's nothing like a

bouillotte for boiling. She is a '
free in-

stitooshun,' not a division in her any-

where, no possibility of secession here,

she is all of a piece. Fill her up, set

her before the fire, and before you can

count five she goes fizgig. Now, Bob,"
to Mr. Marston,

" make a place for her,

and we '11 have tea. Two, four, six

spoonfuls, one for each of the company,
and here 's a heaping one for the teapot.

Stuart, just cut that cake by you ;
it is

one of those from the Rue Royale,
worth two francs, and, like the miracu-

lous tent of the fairy Paribanou, only
that went outside any number of peo-

ple and this goes in. I used to attend

receptions at the house of a charming
woman here, when I was a worldling ;

the number of the company ranged
from eight to eighty, and she never had

but a two-franc cake. It always went
round. Perhaps because, knowing the

ways of the house, the habituh did n't

take any."
" We shall never come up to the

French in economies," said Lowbridge.
"Yankees think they understand that

business, but it is a great mistake ; a

Frenchwoman would support a family
on what one of ours wastes. This is

the true home of thrift and carefulness."
" The tea is drawn," said Benbor-

ough.
" Now, gentlemen, who will have

milk from the Alderney, and who from

the Jamaica cow ?
"

holding out the

square black bottle and the cream-

pitcher.
" For my part, I prefer rum to

cream ; you 're more apt to get it genu-
ine, and it is stimulating to the intel-

lect. Some one should recommend it

to the Emperor."
" We are beginning to penetrate the

secret of this man," observed Cran-

shaw. " now he is left to his own wits,

and has no longer Flahault and De Mor-

ny at his elbow with sagacity to devise

and courage to execute. Look how he

gives up point after point. It is the con-

cession of weakness, not the confidence

of power, that has given us the new

privileges."
"

I disagree with you there," said

Mr. Lowbridge ;

" he is acting for the

interests of the boy, now. He finds

himself failing physically, sees that the

Empress is incapable of managing a

regency, and feels desirous of putting
the control of affairs in the hands of a

body of reasonable men, who will carry
out his ideas until the prince is firm in

his seat."
" You really think, then," asked Mr.

Marston,
" that he is in favor of estab-

lishing a constitutional monarchy ?
"

"He is in favor of establishing the

Napoleonic dynasty," replied Mr. Low-

bridge,
" in any way that he can."
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" He has an able second in Ollivier,"

said Mr. Benborough.
" fimile is a

sensible fellow, and an honest one, too,

I believe. But it requires some gym-
nastic training to ride the nags Pldbis-

cite and Free-Speech at the same time.

There will have to be a good deal of

lashing before they will go well in har-

ness together. But take some more

milk, Lowbridge. Don't be afraid of

the quantity ; there 's a cow in the next

room. It is astounding," continued our

host,
" to what point of incredulity some

of these Frenchmen will go. I know a

dapper little Professor of the Quartier

Latin, who vows that nothing at all

happened on the 2d of December, ex-

cept that two or three rioters were shot

down by the police for making a dis-

turbance. ' How is it possible other-

wise, monsieur?' he says, with his

shoulders up to his ears. '
I was in

Paris throughout the day. Could there

have been an tmeute of magnitude, and
I not know it ? Bah ! it is all an inven-

tion of Victor Hugo ! A dream, mon-

sieur, an imagination ! Consult the

Moniteur of the day. You will find no
mention of such an occurrence.' For
him there has been no Coup d^Etat^
no Dfcembriseur, no crowd of victims ;

he probably believes in the peaceful
election of Louis Napoleon by the

grace of God and the will of the peo-

ple."

Cranshaw shrugged.
" M. le Profes-

seur must have kept himself carefully
at home," he remarked. " He cer-

tainly could not have taken an air-

ing on the Boulevard Poissonniere for

a week. The fronts of the houses in

that quarter were scarred and broken,
and the window-panes were in ruins ;

for two days nobody dared open his

doors or take down his shutters. I

myself saw three men lying dead, on
the morning of the 3d, in a shop in the

Rue Poissonniere ; the dead-carts had
carried away the others."

"
Suppose I tell you my story," said

Benborough, shutting up the tea-caddy,
" while you all take your ease,

' Like Mars,
A smokin' your poipes and cigyars.'

"

"
Do, do !

" we cried. Then sum-

moning his deft and quiet landlady in a
white cap, who made a swift and dex-

terous clearance of the tea-things, Ben-

borough pulled out his tobacco-box
and his Havanas, and the rest of us

having settled ourselves for a smoke,
he began :

" Of course I am not going into the

history of the matter. You have all

read Kinglake and Victor Hugo and
Tenot and the nine -and -forty other

historians of that little affair. You
understand how it was. This the bou-

levard," arranging the bottles to rep-
resent the houses ;

" these the sol-

diery," bringing up a platoon of wine-

glasses ;

" and here," strewing the

cigars beside the bottles, "the popu-
lace.

"
Jones and I had been dining that

day in the Rue de Helder, with Efiing-
ham. You remember Eflfingham, Low-

bridge, that tall Kentuckian who was
shot afterwards at Antietam, fighting
on the wrong side, poor lad ! but gal-

lantly beyond question. A great fellow,

six feet four, used to all sorts of bor-

der life, and just married to a sweet,

gentle little girl about up to my elbow,
a diamond edition of a woman done

up in blue and gold, with a cooing
voice and a clinging manner, and eyes
that were always asking you to take

care of her. She was a Baltimore girl

that Eflfingham had picked up some-

where, and the two had come off to

Europe for a wedding trip, and landed

in Paris plump in the middle of the

Coup d'Etat. I had found them one

morning at Vadette's, like two lost

children
; they were dying to get to

Rome, and could n't get their passports

vistd; and Paris was cold and sloppy,
and the Louvre and the public buildings
were shut up with guards about ;

and
there were troops in all the squares,
and Mrs. Efifingham was timid, and

hoped there would be no fighting. I

consoled them as well as I could, and

they made me promise to come and
dine with them and bring Jones, who
was a classmate of EfFs and mine. So
there we all were, at the cafe in the
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Rue de Helder, having a tiptop little

dinner and drinking Johannisberger at

twenty francs a bottle, and champagne
of Widow Cliquot's best brand, be-

ing very lively and forgetting all about

the hneutes in talking over old college

days.
"
Suddenly Mrs. Effingham says :

4 My dear, if we had only brought that

wine of ours for Mr. Benborough to

taste ! It is perfect with dessert, and
I would like to have him give us his

opinion about it. .My father raised the

grapes himself,' she went on, in her

sweet, childish, explanatory way,
* and

we had a vintage of our own, and every-

body came to help us.' And then she

gave a shy little glance at Eff, and we

guessed that he had been one of the

crowd. She told us a long story about

the grapes, and the end of it was that

nothing would do but we must taste

the wine. So Eff, who was the best-

natured of men, said he would run

over and get a bottle from their lodg-

ings in the Rue Louis le Grand ; it

was but a step ; he had only to cross

the Boulevard, and he would be back
in a twinkling ; so he snatched his hat

and rushed out.
" We were about three doors from

the Boulevard des Italiens, and even

along the Rue de Helder people had
their shutters up, though it was early
in the afternoon. Effingham had but

a short distance to go, yet we thought

nothing of his being absent some time,

supposing that he could not lay his

hand upon the wine in an instant ; but

just as we were beginning to wonder at

his delay we heard a curious sound
from the direction of the Boulevard.

There were few carriages passing, so

that we could distinctly hear the rattle

of musketry and the tramp of soldiers.

Mrs. Effingham caught the sound, and

sprang to her feet as white as a sheet.

Jones and I looked at each other, and
at that very minute the first volley was

fired, followed by shrieks and agonized
cries that made you shiver.

" The poor little woman did not cry
out. She only caught hold of the back

of her chair and got whiter and whiter.

People came rushing down our street.

The proprietor of the cafe promptly
barred his door, and lowered the lights
in the cabinets. The shots continued

at irregular intervals, mingled with a

terrible tumult of distressing sounds.
" The dame du comptoir came up

to us. * Madame will do better to

come into the back building,' she said.
* Monsieur was about closing the shop.
It was not likely that the fighting would

come any nearer, but it was well to be

prepared. Madame was naturally ter-

rified, but escape was easy by the rear

entrance.' I briefly explained the case,

and the kind Frenchwoman's face con-

tracted with sympathy.
" ' Mon Dieu, Mon Dieu ! poor little

lady !

' she said, compassionately, and
tried to lead Mrs. Effingham away.
But the little thing looked up with her

woful eyes, and just said,
' O do find

John ! O where is John !

'

" ' He must be right here,' I cried,

for I could not resist the glance she

gave me ;

'
I will go and fetch him,

and Jones will stay with you till we
come.'

"
I forced my way through the door

that the garden was just barring, and
rushed out into the street. People ran

wildly by me ;
there was a great confu-

sion and tumult. I could see the shin-

ing bayonets of the soldiery as they
marched by. I urged my way through
the crowd of hurrying men, women, and
children to the corner of the Boulevard,

and there I learned what it meant. Up
and down as far as I could see those

rascals were firing on the defenceless

crowd ! I just saw a fellow covering
me with his carbine in time to duck

and run. I ran to the corner of the

Chausse'e d'Antin, where was a book-

seller's shop, into which I sped ;
half a

dozen people followed me. It was a

little place with a counter on one side,

and several of us, seeing that we were

pursued, took shelter under it. The

shop was almost dark, the shutters

being entirely closed. Three or four

soldiers came in after us, and, being
unable to see clearly, just reached over

the counter and jabbed right and left
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with their bayonets among us. Do you
see that scar between those fingers ?

The bayonet went through there. It

was an ugly cut, but at the time I did

not feel it. A poor fellow was killed

just beside me, and another desper-

ately wounded, but we were perfectly

silent, and the soldiers rushed out as

wildly as they had entered, and in three

minutes were gone. We scarcely moved
for an hour, listening with horror to the

sounds outside. My blood boils when
I think of that butchery of unarmed

people by those cutthroats ! I was dis-

tracted at the time with thoughts about

Effingham and his poor wife.
"
By and by the noises lulled a little,

and I went out and found it was quite
dark. Along the Boulevard dead men
were lying in heaps. I found my way
to the Rue de Helder and tapped on

the shutter. The boy opened the door

to the width of a crack. *
I have been

watching for Monsieur,' he said; 'ma-

dame and the other gentlemen went

away by the ruelle into the Rue Tait-

bout.'
" ' And the husband of madame ?

'

I

asked eagerly.
" ' Alas ! monsieur, he has not ar-

rived. It is enough to break one's

heart to see cette pauvre petite dame,
and she has not once wept.'

"
I went away with caution. The

patrol was out, and I heard the heavy
rumble of the dead-carts as they went
round to pick up the victims of the

massacre. As I took my course care-

fully from street to street in the shad-

ow of the buildings I heard from cor-

ner to corner the cry of the guard,
'

Sentinelle, prenez garde a vous !
' but

all else was silence and desertion. The

Republic was dead, and the funeral

guests were slain. It was a glorious
holocaust !

"
I found my way to the Rue Louis

le Grand. The concierge opened to

me with reluctance. * Had Madame

Effingham arrived ?
'

I inquired.
" '

No, madame was dining en mile

with monsieur, and would not arrive

till late ; apparently there was disturb-

ance. It was possible that monsieur

and madame would not return until the

streets were more tranquil,' and the
cordon twitched impatiently. Then I

did not know what to do. I thought it

possible that Jones might have taken
Mrs. Effingham to the consul's as a

place of security. I found the flag fly-

ing out of the window, as a safeguard,
but no news of my friends ; the family
had heard the firing, but did not know
how serious the matter was until I told

them. Then, as a last resort, I went
to my own lodging, and there before

my fire I found Jones.
" ' Mrs. Effingham is with your land-

lady,' he said ;

'
I wanted to take her

home, but there was such confusion, I

was afraid to take her across the Boule-

vard, so I brought her here, thinking

you would come here if you found we
had gone and were not in the Rue
Louis le Grand. You have n't found

him ?
'

"
I shook my head. Then we talked

the whole matter over, imagining every

possibility.
" ' She is a remarkable little woman,'

said Jones; 'she has never uttered a

word of complaint, or made a fuss.

After you went out she stood and lis-

tened till I thought she would drop.

People came and thundered at the

doors, but could not get in
; they were

too secure. I did not know what to

say to her ; she did not seem at all

frightened, only anxious for John. When
you did not return and it got late, I

suggested that we should come here, as

it was possible you had not been able

to get back across the Boulevard. She
said she would like to go to her own

lodgings. I showed her how impossi-
ble it would be for her to pass the pa-

trol, without making a longer dttour

than she had the strength for, and she

submitted instantly. Since she came
here she has been in a kind of stu-

por.'
" Then we went down to see her.

She was sitting on my landlady's sofa

with her blue eyes wide open and tear-

less, just as I had left her. She tried

to say something when she saw me, but

the words died on her lips.
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" * Malheureuse ! ' said good Ma-
dame Bonvalet,

* she will lose her rea-

son.'
"

I sat down by the little thing and
tried to talk to her, but by Jove ! when
she looked at me with those piteous

eyes I just broke down and had to give
it up. We sat there silent for a long
time ;

now and then there would be a

sound in the street, and the little white

face, pinched with agony, would con-

tract for an instant, and the nervous

hands clench themselves tighter. Such
a look of watching I never saw in a
human countenance. I had been read-

ing Landor in the morning, and you
know how certain lines will reiterate

themselves like bells in your memory,
when you would give the world to get
rid of the sound of them. And as I

waited there in the dim light, and

thought of all the horrors of that day,
and the stern possibilities of this

wretched woman's future, I could hear

nothing but the monotonous tolling of

those verses,

'

Quieter is his breath, his breast more cold

Than daisies in the mould,
Where children spell athwart the churchyard gate,

His name and life's brief date.

Pray for him, gentle souls, whoe'er you be,

And oh ! pray too for me !

'

"At last there came a tremendous

peal at the bell, the door flew open with

a crash, and there was a sound of hurry-

ing feet. Little Mrs. Effingham sprang

up like a wild creature.
" *

It is he ! O, it is he !

' she shrieked,

and flew to the staircase crying,
*

John !

John !

'

" And there, sure enough, rushing up
three steps at a time, was Effingham,
covered with mud, and with his clothes

torn and bloody, but full of life as ever.

Of course his wife fainted dead away,
and cried like a baby when it was
all over, which there was no sense in.

But I am afraid Jones and I snivelled

a little in company, the let-up was so

sudden."
" But where had he been ?

" burst in

Stuart, as the narrator paused to re-

plenish his pipe.
" That was the best of it," said Ben-

borough.
" He could n't find the wine

for a good while, so that by the time he

got back to the Boulevard the firing

was in full blast, and the bullets were

whizzing all about him, and the troops
were massed directly in his path. Being
a Kentuckian, and used to border war-

fare, he played 'possum, and threw

himself on the ground like a dead man,
where he lay for three hours with the

whole row going on around him, and the

crowd trampling over him, till he man-

aged to roll into the gutter. After dark

the dead-carts came round, and a chap
was just going to pitch him in with the

others, when Eff lifted his head cau-

tiously. The patrol was at the other

end of his beat, and had his back

turned. Effingham made a sign, to

which the fellow responded good - na-

turedly with a wink,
' Va-fen mte, que

je ne ie voiefias !
'

" And you may imagine that our friend

made good use of his legs. He had been

hunting us ever since, being obliged to

make a very circuitous journey to avoid

the watch ; but he had tracked us at

last ; and would you believe it ?

he had held on to that precious wine-

bottle through it all, and pulled it out

that we might celebrate his escape with

a bumper."

Sydney Hyde.
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A DAY'S PLEASURE.

II. THE AFTERNOON.

IT
is noticeable how many people

there are in the world that seem
bent always upon the same purpose of

amusement or business as one's self.

If you keep quietly about your accus-

tomed affairs, there are all your neigh-
bors and acquaintance hard at it too ; if

you go on a journey, choose what train

you will, the cars are filled with trav-

ellers in your direction. You take a

day's pleasure, and everybody aban-

dons his usual occupation to crowd

upon your boat, whether it is to Glou-

cester, or to Nahant, or to Nantasket

Beach you go. It is very hard to be-

lieve that, from whatever channel of

life you abstract yourself, still the great
sum of it presses forward as before :

that business is carried on though you
are idle, that men amuse themselves

though you toil, that every train is as

crowded as that you travel on, that the

theatre or the church fills its boxes or

pews without you perfectly well. I sup-

pose it would not be quite agreeable to

believe all this
; the opposite illusion

is far more flattering ;
for if each one

of us did not take the world with him
now at every turn, should he not have

to leave it behind him when he died ?

And that, it must be owned, would not

be agreeable, nor is the fact quite con-

ceivable, though ever so many myriads
in so many million years have proved it.

When our friends first went aboard
the Rose Standish that day they were
almost the sole passengers, and they
had a feeling of ownership and privacy
which was pleasant enough in its way,
but which they lost afterwards ; though
to lose it was also pleasant, for enjoy-
ment no more likes to be solitary
than sin does, which is notoriously gre-

garious, and I dare say would hardly
exist if it could not be committed in

company. The preacher, indeed, lit-

tle knows the comfortable sensation we

have in being called fellow -
sinners,

and what an effective shield for his

guilt each makes of his neighbor's hard-

heartedness.

Cousin Frank never felt how strange
was a lonely transgression till that day,
when in the silence of the little cabin

he took the bottle of claret from the

hand-bag, and prepared to moisten the

family lunch with it.
"

I think, Aunt

Melissa," he said,
" we had better lunch

now, for it's a quarter past two, and
we shall not get to the beach before

four. Let 's improvise a beach of these

chairs, and that water-urn yonder can

stand for the breakers. Now, this is

truly like Newport and Nahant," he

added, after the little arrangement was

complete ; and he was about to strip

away the bottle's jacket of brown pa-

per, when a lady much wrapped up
came in, and, reclining upon one of

the opposite seats, began to take them
all in with a severe serenity of gaze
that made them feel for a moment like

a party of low foreigners, like a set

of German atheists, say. Frank kept
on the bottle's paper jacket, and as the

single tumbl^ of the party circled from

mouth to mouth, each of them tried to

give the honest drink the false air of a

medicinal potion of some sort ;
and to

see Aunt Melissa sipping it, no one

could have put his hand on his heart

and sworn it was not elderberry wine,

at the worst. In spite of these efforts,

they all knew that they had suffered a

hopeless loss of repute ; yet after the

loss was confessed, I am not sure that

they were not the gayer and happier

through this " freedom of a broken law."

At any rate, the lunch passed off very

merrily, and when they had put back the

fragments of the feast into the bags,

they went forward to the bow of the

boat, to get good places for seeing the

various people as they came aboard,

and for an outlook upon the bay when
the boat should start.
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I suppose that these were not very
remarkable people, and that nothing but

the indomitable interest our friends took

in the human race could have enabled

them to feel any concern in their com-

panions. It was, no doubt, just such a

company as goes down to Nantasket

Beach every pleasant day in summer.

Certain ones among them were distin-

guishable as sojourners at the beach,

by an air of familiarity with the business

of getting there, an indifference to the

prospect, and an indefinable touch of

superiority. These read their newspa-

pers in quiet corners, or, if they were

not of the newspaper sex, made them-

selves comfortable in the cabins, and
looked about them at the other passen-

gers with looks of lazy surprise, and

just a hint of scorn for their interest in

the boat's departure. Our day's pleas-
urers took it that the lady whose steady

gaze had reduced them, when at lunch,
to such a low ebb of shabbiness, was a

regular boarder, at the least, in one ofthe

beach hotels. A few other passengers

were, like themselves, mere idlers for a

day, and were eager to see all that the

boat or the voyage offered of novel-

ty. There were clerks and men who
had book-keeping written in a neat

mercantile hand upon their faces, and

who had evidently been given that after-

noon for a breathing-time ; and there

were strangers who were going down
to the beach for the sake of the charm-

ing view of the harbor which the trip

afforded. Here and there were peo-

ple who were not to be classed with

any certainty, as a pale young man,
handsome in his undesirable way, who
looked like a steamboat pantry boy
not yet risen to be bar-tender, but

rapidly rising, and who sat carefully

balanced upon the railing of the boat,

chatting with two young girls, who
heard his broad sallies with continual

snickers, and interchanged saucy com-

ments with that prompt up-and-coming
manner which is so large a part of

non-humorous humor, as Mr. Lowell

calls it, and now and then pulled and

pushed each other. It was a scene

worth study, for in no other country

could anything so bad have been with-

out being vastly worse ; but here it was
evident that there was nothing worse

than you saw
; and, indeed, these per-

sons formed a sort of relief to the other

passengers, who were nearly all sepul-

chrally well-behaved. Amongst a few

there seemed to be acquaintance, but

the far greater part were unknown to

one another, and there were no words
wasted by any one. I believe the Eng-
lish traveller who has taxed our na-

tion with inquisitiveness for half a cen-

tury is at last beginning to find out

that we do not ask questions because

we have the still more vicious custom
of not opening our mouths at all when
with strangers.

It was a good hour after our friends

got aboard before the boat left her moor-

ings, and then it was not without some
secret dreads of sea-sickness that Aunt
Melissa saw the seething brine widen

between her and the familiar wharf-

house, where she now seemed to have

spent so large a part of her life. But
the multitude of really charming and

interesting objects that presently fell

under her eye soon distracted her

from those gloomy thoughts.
There is always a shabbiness about

the wharves of seaports ; but I must
own that as soon as you get a rea-

sonable distance from them in Boston,

they turn wholly beautiful. They no

longer present that imposing array of

mighty ships which they could show in

the planchan days when the commerce
of the world sought chiefly our port,

yet the docks are still filled with the

modester kinds of shipping, and if there

is not that wilderness of spars and rig-

ging which you see at New York, let

us believe that there is an aspect of

selection and refinement in the scene,

so that one should describe it, not as

a forest, but, less conventionally, as

a gentleman's park of masts. The

steamships of many coastwise freight

lines gloom, with their black, capacious

hulks, among the lighter sailing-craft

and among the white, green-shuttered

passenger
- boats ;

and behind them

those desperate and grimy sheds assume



1 8;o.] A Day's Pleasure.
225

a picturesqueness, their sagging roofs

and crooked gables harmonizing agree-

ably with the shipping; and then grow-

ing up from all rises the mellow-tinted

brick-built city, roof, and spire, and

dome, a fair and noble sight, indeed,

and one not surpassed for a certain

quiet and cleanly beauty by any that I

know.

Our friends lingered long upon this

pretty prospect, and, as inland people
of light heart and easy fancy will, the

ladies made imagined voyages in each

of the more notable vessels they passed,
all cheap and safe trips, occupying

half a second apiece. Then they came
forward to the bow, that they might
not lose any part of the harbor's beauty
and variety, and informed themselves of

the names of each of the fortressed

islands as they passed, and forgot them,

being passed, so that to this day Aunt
Melissa has the Fort Warren rebel

prisoners languishing in Fort Indepen-
dence. But they made sure of the air

of soft repose that hung about each, of

that exquisite military neatness which

distinguishes them and which went to

Aunt Melissa's housekeeping heart, of

the green, thick turf covering the es-

carpments, of the great guns loafing on

the crests of the ramparts and looking
out over the water sleepily, of the sen-

tries pacing slowly up and down with

their gleaming muskets.
"

I never see one of those fellows,"

says Cousin Frank,
" without setting

him to the music of that saddest and
subtlest of Heine's poems. You know

it, Lucy
"

; and he repeats :

" Mein Herz, mein Herz is traurig,

Doch lustig leuchtet der Mai ;

Ich stehe gelehnt an der Linde,
Aoch auf der alien Bastei.

" Am alien grauen Thurme
Ein Schilderhauschen sleht ;

Ein rothgerockler Bursche
Dort auf und nieder geht.

" Er spielt mil seiner Flinte,

Sie funkell im Sonnenrolh,
Er prasenlirl, und schullert,

Ich wolll', er schosse mich lodl."

" Oh !

"
says Cousin Lucy, either be-

cause the poignant melancholy of the

sentiment has suddenly pierced her, or
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because she does not quite understand
the German, you never can tell about
women. While Frank smiles down
upon her in this amiable doubt, their

party is approached by the tipsy man
who has been making the excursion so

merry for the other passengers, in spite
of the fact that there is very much to

make one sad in him. He is an old

man, sweltering in rusty black, a two

days' gray beard, and a narrow-

brimmed, livid silk hat, set well back

upon the nape of his neck. He ex-

plains to our friends, as he does to

every one whose acquaintance he

makes, that he was in former days a

seafaring man, and that he has brought
his two little grandsons here to show
them something about a ship ; and the

poor old soul helplessly saturates his

phrase with the rankest profanity. The

boys are somewhat amused by their

grandsire's state, being no doubt fa-

miliar with it ; but a very grim-looking
old lady who sits against the pilot-

house, and keeps a sharp eye upon
all three, and who is also doubtless

familiar with the unhappy spectacle,
seems not to find it a joke. Her stout

matronly umbrella trembles in her hand
when her husband draws near, and her

eye flashes
; but he gives her as wide

a berth as he can, returning her glare
with a propitiatory drunken smile and .a

wink to the passengers to let them into

the fun. In fact, he is full of humor in

his tipsy way, and one after another

falls the prey of his free sarcasm, which

does not spare the boat or any feature

of the excursion. He holds for a long

time, by swiftly successive stories of

his seafaring days, a very quiet gen-

tleman, who dares neither laugh too

loudly nor show indifference for fear of

rousing that terrible wit at his expense,
and finds his account in looking down
at his boots.

"
Well, sir," says the deplorable old

sinner,
" we was forty days out from

Liverpool, with a cargo of salt and iron,

and we got caught on the Banks in a

calm. '

Cap'n,' says I, I 'us sec'n'

mate,
*
's they any man aboard this

ship knows how to pray ?
' '

No,' says
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the cap'n ; 'blast yer prayers !

' '

Well,'

says I,
*

cap'n, I 'm no hand at all to

pray, but I 'm goin' to see if prayin'

won't git us out 'n this.' And I down
on my knees, and I made a first-class

prayer ;
and a breeze sprung up in

a minute and carried us smack into

Boston."

At this bit of truculent burlesque
the quiet man made a bold push, and

walked away with a somewhat sick-

ened face, and as no one now inter-

vened between them, the inebriate laid

a familiar hand upon Cousin Frank's

collar, and said with a wink at his late

listener :

" Looks like a lerigious man,
don't he ? I guess I give him a good
dose, if he does think himself the head-

deacon of this boat." And he went on

to state his ideas of religion, from which

it seemed that he was a person of the

most advanced thinking, and believed

in nothing worth mentioning.
It is perhaps no worse for an Infidel

to be drunk than a Christian, but my
friend was so much revolted by this

tipsy blasphemer's case, that he went

to the hand-bag, took out the empty
claret -

bottle, and, seeking a solitary

corner of the boat, cast the bottle into

the water, and felt a thrill of uncommon

self-approval as this scapegoat of all

the wine at his grocer's bobbed off upon
the little waves. "

Besides, it saves

carrying the bottle home," he thought,
not without a half-conscious reserve,

that if his penitence were ever too

much for him, he could easily abandon

it. And without the reflection that the

gate is always open behind him, who
could consent to enter upon any course

of perfect behavior ? If good resolu-

tions could not be broken, who would

ever have the courage to form them ?

Would it not be intolerable to be made
as good as we ought to be ? Then,
admirable reader, thank Heaven even

for your lapses, since it is so whole-

some and saving to be well ashamed
of yourself, from time to time.

"What an outrage," said Cousin

Frank, in the glow of virtue, as he re-

joined the ladies, "that that tipsy ras-

cal should be allowed to go on with his

ribaldry. He seems to pervade the

whole boat, and to subject everybody
to his sway. He 's a perfect despot
to us helpless sober people, I would
n't openly disagree with him on any
account. We ought to send a Round
Robin to the captain, and ask him to

put that religious liberal in irons dur-

ing the rest of the voyage."
In the mean time, however, the ob-

ject of his indignation had used up all

the conversible material in that part
of the boat, and had deviously started

for the other end. The elderly woman
with the umbrella rose and followed

him, somewhat wearily, and with a sad-

ness that appeared more in her move-
ment than in her face ; and as the two
went down the cabin, did the comical

affair look, after all, something like

tragedy ? My reader, who expects a

little novelty in tragedy, and not these

stale and common effects, will never

think so.

"You'll not pretend, Frank," says

Lucy,
" that in such an intellectual

place as Boston a crowd as large as

this can be got together, and no dis-

tinguished literary people in it. I know
there are some notables aboard : do

point them out to me. Pretty near

everybody has a literary look."
"
Why, that 's what we call our Bos-

ton look, Cousin Lucy. You need n't

have written anything to have it,

it 's as general as tubercular consump-
tion, and is the effect of our universal

culture and habits of reading. I heard

a New-Yorker say once that if you
went into a corner grocery in Boston to

buy a codfish, the man would ask you
how you liked '

Lucille,' whilst he was

tying it up. No, no; you mustn't be

taken in by that literary look ;
I 'm

afraid the real literary men don't always
have it. But I do see a literary man

aboard, yonder," he added, craning his

neck to one side, and then furtively

pointing, "the most literary man I

ever knew, one of the most literary men
that ever lived. His whole existence

is really bound up in books ;
he never

talks of anything else, and never thinks

of anything else, I believe. Look at
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him, what kind and pleasant eyes

he 's got ! There, he sees me !

"
cries

Cousin Frank with a pleasurable ex-

citement.
" How d' ye do ?

" he calls

out.

"O Cousin Frank, introduce us,"

sighs Lucy.
" Not I ! -He would n't thank me.

He does n't care for pretty girls out-

side of books ; he 'd be afraid of 'em ;

he 's the bashfullest man alive, and all

his heroines are fifty years old, at the

least. But before I go any further, tell

me solemnly, Lucy, you 're not inter-

viewing me ? You 're not going to

write it to a New York newspaper ?

No ? Well, I think it 's best to ask,

always. Our friend there he 's every-

body 's friend, if you mean nobody's

enemy, by that, not even his own is

really what I say, the most literary

man I ever knew. He loves all epochs
and phases of literature, but his pas-
sion is the Charles Lamb period and
all Lamb's friends. He loves them as

if they were living men
; and Lamb

would have loved him if he could have

known him. He speaks rapidly, and
rather indistinctly, and when you meet
him and say good day, and you sup-

pose he answers with something about

the weather, ten to one he 's asking

you what you think of Hazlitt's essays
on Shakespeare, or Leigh Hunt's Ital-

ian Poets, or Lamb's roast pig, or Bar-

ry Cornwall's songs. He could n't get

by a bookstall without stopping for half

an hour at any rate. He knows just
when all the new books in town are

to be published, and when, each book-

seller is to get his invoice of old Eng-
lish books. He has no particular ad-

dress, but if you leave your card for

him at any bookstore in Boston, he 's

sure to get it within two days ;
and in

the summer-time you 're apt to meet
him on these excursions. Of course, he

writes about books, and very tastefully
and modestly ;

there 's hardly any of

the brand-new immortal English poets,
who die off so rapidly, but has had a

good word from him; but his heart is

with the older fellows, from Chaucer

down
; and, after the Charles Lamb

epoch, I don't know whether he loves

better the Elizabethan age or that of

Queen Anne. Think of him making
me stop the other day at a bookstall,
and read through an essay out of the

Spectator ! I did it all for love of him,

though money could n't have persuad-
ed me that I had time ; and I 'm always

telling him lies, and pretending to be
as well acquainted as he is with au-

thors I hardly know by name, he
seems so fondly to expect it. He 's

really almost a disembodied spirit as

concerns most mundane interests
; his

soul is in literature, as a lover's in his

mistress's beauty ;
and in the next

world, where, as the Swedenborgians
believe, spirits seen at a distance ap-

pear like the things they most resem-

ble in disposition, as doves, hawks,

goats, lambs, swine, and so on, I 'm

sure that I shall see his true and kind-

ly soul in the guise of a noble old Folio,

quaintly lettered across his back in old

English text, Tom. I."

While our friends .talked and looked

about them, a sudden change had come
over the brightness and warmth of the

day ;
the blue heaven had turned a

chilly gray, and the water looked harsh

and cold. Now, too, they noted that

they were drawing near a wooden pier
built into the water, and that they had

been winding about in a crooked chan-

nel between muddy shallows, and that

their course was overrun with long,

dishevelled sea-weed. The shawls had

been unstrapped, and the ladies made
comfortable in them.

" Ho for the beach !

"
cried Cousin

Frank, with a vehement show of enthu-

siasm. "
Now, then, Aunt Melissa,

prepare for the great enjoyment of the

day. In a few moments we shall be of

the elves

'That on the sand with printless foot

Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him

When he comes back.'

Come ! we shall have three hours on

the beach, and that will bring us well

into the cool of the evening, and we

can return by the last boat."

"As to the cool of the evening,"

said Aunt Melissa,
"

I don't know.
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It 's quite cool enough for comfort at

present, and I 'm sure that anything
more would n't be wholesome. What' s

become of our beautiful weather ?
" she

asked, deeply plotting to gain time.
" It 's one of our Boston peculiarities,

not to say merits," answered Frank,
"which you must have noticed already,

that we can get rid of a fine day
sooner than any other region. While

you 're saying how lovely it is, a subtle

change is wrought, and under skies

still blue and a sun still warm the keen

spirit of the east wind pierces every

nerve, and all the fine weather within

you is chilled and extinguished. The

gray atmosphere follows, but the day-

first languishes in yourself. But for

this, life in Boston would be insupport-

ably perfect, if this is indeed a draw-

back. You 'd find Bostonians to de-

fend it, I dare say. But this is n't a

regular east wind to-day ;
it 's merely

our nearness to the sea."
"

I think, Franklin," said Aunt Me-

lissa, "that we won't go down to the

beach this afternoon," as if she had

been there yesterday, and would go to-

morrow. "It's too late in the day;
and it would n't be good for the child,

I 'm sure."
"
Well, aunty, it was you determined

us to wait for the boat, and it 's your

right to say whether we shall leave it

or not. I 'm very willing not to go
ashore. I always find that, after work-

ing up to an object with great effort,

it 's surpassingly sweet to leave it un-

accomplished at last. Then it remains

forever in the region of the ideal,

amongst the songs that never were

sung, the pictures that never were

painted. Why, in fact, should we
force this pleasure ? We 've eaten our

lunch, we Ve lost the warm heart of the

day ; why should we poorly drag over

to that damp and sullen beach, where

we should find three hours very long,

when by going back now we can keep
intact that glorious image of a day by
the sea which we 've been cherishing
all summer ? You 're right, Aunt Me-
lissa

; we won't go ashore
;
we will

stay here, and respect our illusions."

At heart, perhaps, Lucy did not quite
like this retreat

;
it was not in harmony

with the youthful spirit of her sex, but

she reflected that she could come again,
O beneficent cheat of Another Time,

how much thou sparest us in our over-

worked, over-enjoyed world ! she was

very comfortable where she was, in a

seat commanding a perfect view for the

return trip ; and she submitted without

a murmur. Besides, now that the boat

had drawn up to the pier, and dis-

charged part of her passengers, and
was waiting to take on others, Lucy
was interested in a mass of fluttering
dresses and wide-rimmed straw hats

that drew down towards the Rose

Standish, and gracefully thronged the

pier, and prettily hesitated about, and

finally came aboard with laughter and
little false cries of terror, attended

through all by the New England dis-

proportion of that sex which is so fool-

ish when it is silly. It was a large

picnic party which had been spending
the day upon the beach, as each of the

ladies showed in her face, where, if the

roses upon her cheeks were somewhat
obscured by the imbrowning seaside

sun, a bright pink had been compensat-

ingly bestowed upon the point of her

nose. A mysterious quiet fell upon
them all when they were got aboard and

had taken conspicuous places, which

was accounted for presently when a

loud shout was heard from the shore,

and a man beside an ambulant photo-

graphic machine was seen wildly wav-

ing his hat. It is Impossible to resist a

temptation of this kind, and our party all

yielded, and posed themselves in strik-

ing and characteristic attitudes, even

Aunt Melissa sharing the ambition to

appear in a picture which she should

never see, and the nurse coming out

strong from the abeyance in which she

had been held, and lifting the baby high
into the air for a good likeness. The
frantic gesticulator on the shore gave
an impressive wave with both hands,
took the cap from the instrument,
turned his back, as photographers al-

ways do, with that air of hiding their

tears, for the brief space that seems so
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long, and then clapped on the cap

again, while a great sigh of relief went

up from the whole boat-load of passen-

gers. They were taken.

But the interval had been a luckless

one for the Rose Standish, and when
she stirred her wheels, clouds of mud
rose to the top of the water, and there

was no responsive movement ofthe boat.

She was aground in the falling tide.

" There seems a pretty fair prospect
of our spending some time here, after

all," said Frank, while the ladies who,

having reluctantly given up the idea

of staying, were now in a quiver of im-

patience to be off. The picnic was
shifted from side to side ; the engine

groaned and tugged, Captain Miles

Standish and his crew bestirred them-

selves vigorously, and at last the boat

swung loose, and strode down the sea-

weedy channels
; while our friends, who

had already done the great sights of

the harbor, now settled themselves to

the enjoyment of its minor traits and
beauties. Here and there they passed
small parties on the shore, which, with

their yachts anchored near, or their

boats drawn up from the water, were

cooking an out-door meal by a fire that

burned bright red upon the sand in the

late afternoon air. In such cases, peo-

ple willingly indulge themselves in sa-

luting whatever craft goes by, and the

ladies of these small picnics, as they
sat round the fires, kept up a great

waving of handkerchiefs, and some-

times cheered the Rose Standish,

though I believe the Bostonians are

ordinarily not a demonstrative race.

Of course the large picnic on board
fluttered multitudinous handkerchiefs

in response, both to these people ashore

and to those who hailed them from ves-

sels which they met. They did not re-

fuse the politeness even to the passen-

gers on a rival boat when she passed
them, though at heart they must all

have felt some natural pangs at being

passed. The water was peopled every-
where by all sorts of sail lagging slow-

ly homeward in the light evening
breeze ; and on some of the larger ves-

sels there were family groups to be

seen, and a graceful smoke, sugges-
tive of supper, curled from the cook's

galley. I suppose these ships were

chiefly coasting craft, of one kind or

another, come from the Provinces at

farthest
;
but to the ignorance and the

fancy of our friends, they arrived from
all remote and romantic parts of the

world, from India, from China, and
from the South Seas, with cargoes of

spices and gums and tropical fruits ;

and I see no reason why one should

ever deny himself the easy pleasure

they felt in painting the unknown in

such lively hues. The truth is, a

strange ship, if you will let her, always

brings you precious freight, always ar-

rives from Wonderland under the com-
mand of Captain Sindbad. How like a

beautiful sprite she looks afar off, as if

she came from some finer and fairer

world than ours ! Nay, we will not go
out to meet her; we will not go on

board ; Captain Sindbad shall bring us

the invoice of gold-dust, slaves, and

rocs' eggs to-night, and we will have

some of the eggs for breakfast ; or if

he never comes, are we not just as

rich ? But I think these friends of

ours got a yet keener pleasure out of

the spectacle of a large and stately

ship, that with all sails spread moved

silently and steadily out toward the

open sea. It is yet grander and sweeter

to sail toward the unknown than to

come from it; and every vessel that

leaves port has this destination, and

will bear you thither if you will.

"
It may be that the gulfs shall wash us down ;

It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew,"

absently murmured Lucy, looking on

this beautiful apparition.
" But I can't help thinking of Ulys-

ses's cabin-boy, yonder," said Cousin

Frank, after a pause ;

" can you, Aunt

Melissa?"
"

I don't understand what you 're talk-

ing about, Franklin," answered Aunt

Melissa, somewhat severely.
"
Why, I mean that there is a poor

wretch of a boy on board there, who 's

run away, and whose heart must be

aching just now at the thought of the
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home he has left. I hope Ulysses will

be good to him, and not swear at him
for a day or two, or knock him about

with a belaying-pin. Just about this

time his mother, up in the country,
is getting ready his supper, and won-

dering what's become of him, and

torturing herself with hopes that break

one by one ;
and to-night when she

goes up to his empty room, having
tried to persuade herself that the tru-

ant 's come back and climbed in at the

window "

"
Why, Franklin, this is n't all true,

is it ?
" asks Aunt Melissa.

"
Well, no, let 's pray Heaven it is

n't, in this case. It 's been true often

enough to be false for once."
" What a great, ugly, black object a

ship is !

" said Cousin Lucy.

Slowly the city rose up against the

distance, sharpening all its outlines,

and filling in all its familiar details,

like a fact which one dreams is a

dream, and which, as the mists of sleep
break away, shows itself for reality.

The air grows closer and warmer,
it is the breath of the hot and toil-worn

land.

The boat makes her way up through
the shipping, seeks her landing, and

presently rubs herself affectionately

against the wharf. The passengers

quickly disperse themselves upon shore,

dismissed each with an appropriate sar-

casm by the tipsy man, who has had

the means of keeping himself drunk

throughout, and who now looks to the

discharge of the boat's cargo.
As our friends leave the wharf-house

behind them, and straggle uneasily,
and very conscious of sunburn, up the

now silent length of Pearl Street to

seek the nearest 'horse-cars, they are

aware of a curious fidgeting of the

nurse, who flies from one side of the

pavement to the other and violently
shifts the baby from one arm to the

other.
" What 's the matter ?

" asks Frank
;

but before the nurse can answer,
" Thim

little divils," he perceives that the

whooping -
coughers of the morning

have taken the occasion to renew a

pleasant acquaintance, and are sur-

rounding the baby and nurse with an

atmosphere of whooping-cough.
"

I say, friends ! we can't stand this,

you know," says the anxious father.

"We must part some time, and this

is a favorable moment. Now I '11 give

you all this, if you don't come another

step !

" and he empties out to them,
from the hand-bags he carries, all the

fragments of lunch which the frugal
mind of Aunt Melissa had caused her

to store there. Upon these the whoop-
ing-coughers hurl themselves in a body,
and are soon left round the corner. Yet

they would have been no disgrace to

our party, whose appearance was now
most disreputable : Frank and Lucy
stalking ahead, with shawls dragging
from their arms, the former loaded

down with hand-bags and the latter

with india-rubbers ; Aunt Melissa com-

ing next under a burden of bloated

umbrellas ; the nurse last, with her hat

awry, and the baby a caricature of its

morning trimness, in her embrace. A
day's pleasure is so demoralizing, that

no party can stand it, and come out

neat and orderly.
" Cousin Frank," asked Lucy, awfully,

" what if we should meet the Mayflow-
ers now?" the Mayflowers being a

very ancient and noble Boston family
whose acquaintance was the great pride
and terror of our friends' lives.

"
I should cut them dead," said

Frank, and scarcely spoke again till

his party dragged slowly up the steps
of their minute suburban villa.

At the door his wife met them with

a troubled and anxious face.

" Calamities ?
" asked Frank, des-

perately.
"
O, calamities upon calamities !

We 've got a lost child in the kitchen,"

answered Mrs. Sallie.
" O good heavens !

"
cried her hus-

band. "
Adieu, my dreams of repose,

so desirable after a day's pleasure I

Well, bring on the lost child."

W. D. Howells.
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ODE.

[Read at the Festival celebrating the birthday of MARGARET FULLER OSSOLI, held by the New England
Women's Club, Boston, May 23, 1870.]

I.

LIFE'S
rearward vistas slowly close behind,

And evermore recede, the glare and shade

Blending in neutral tints far down the glade,

Where youth stepped unconfined,

Or bounded upwards, light and undismayed,
Or struggled through the underbrush and thorns,

Baffled and mad to hear the winding horns,

So far away, triumphant on the heights
Where some found truth, some error's foggy breath,

And some fame's evanescent lights,

Or desolate old age, or crown of early death.

II.

Dim in the distance fade

The sunshine and the shade;
And many a light that blazed and shone

Into the horizon's mist has gone.
One record rises from our past,

That shall forever last,

A name our age can never

From its remembrance sever.

We bear it in our hearts to-day,

Fresh as the perfume of the May.
It vibrates in the air, a rich, full-chorded strain,

Touched with weird minor moods of pain :

The music of a life known to but few,

Till death gave to the age the fame long due,

And made the unfinished symphony a part
Of the great growing century's mind and heart.

III.

But when I strive the music to rehearse,
How feebly rings my verse !

And why intone this melody of rhyme
For one the noblest woman of her time

Whose soul, a pure and radiant chrysolite,
Dims the superfluous arts our social forms invite ?

Yet, she whose ear so well could understand

The singer's meaning, though unskilled the hand

That swept the imperfect chords

Responsive to his words,
Would not disdain the slenderest song he brings,

Nor slight the impulse of the earnest strings.
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So, while we gather here,

Fain would I bring some offering sincere

Though small, ,a flower or two,

Pale amaranth, wild rose, or harebell blue,

Or throw at least a chaplet on her bier.

IV.

While others stood aloof and smiled in scorn

Of one to new and "noble effort born ;

Or, from tame rounds of fashion and of wealth,

Turned, glancing back by stealth,

And wondered, then but slowly, faintly praised
The exuberant soul that dared to flash and soar

Beyond the petty bounds

Of their trim garden grounds,
She with wise intuition raised

Her image of ideal womanhood,
The incarnate True and Fair and Good,
Set in a light but seldom seen before.

While, with the early watchers in the dawn
Of intellectual faith, her hopeful eyes,

Patiently waiting, from the crowd withdrawn,
She saw a newer morning rise,

And flame from cloud to cloud, and climb

Across the dreary tracts of time.

The garnered wisdom of the past she drew

Into her life, as flowers the sun and dew ;

Yet valued all her varied lore

But as the avenue and door

That opened to the Primal Beam,
And sense of Truth supreme.

And so, beyond her earlier bounds she grew ;

All the quaint essences from study gained,
Fused in a human fellowship anew,
While that too conscious life, in early years o'erstrained,

Of long, deep, lonely introversion born,

Distilled like dews of morn,
And dropped on high and low the blessing it contained.

Her glowing pen through many a thoughtful page,

Discoursed in subtle questions of the age,

Or glanced in lighter mood at themes less grave,

The brilliant glitter of a summer wave.

Her sweet persuasive voice we still can hear,

Ruling her charmed circle like a queen;
While wit and fancy sparkled ever clear

Her graver moods between.

The pure perennial heat

Of youth's ideal love forever glowed

Through all her thoughts and words, and overflowed

The listeners round her seat.
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So, like some fine-strung golden harp,
Tuned by many a twist and warp
Of discipline and patient toil,

And oft disheartening recoil,

Attuned to highest and to humblest use,

All her large heroic nature

Grew to its harmonious stature,

Nor any allotted service did refuse ;

While those around her but half understood

How wise she was, how good,
How nobly self-denying, as she tasked

Heart, mind, and strength for truth, nor nobler office asked.

V.

Nor honor less, nor praise

To her whose later days
Were pledged to lift wronged Justice to her seat;

And though Rome's new-lit torch

Blew backwards, but to scorch

The hand that held it, dropping at her feet,

Quenched in the patriot's blood, not incomplete
Her task, though all the heroic strains she sang
To chronicle a struggling nation's pang,

The records of the strife

That agonized its life,

Were strewn upon the wind like withered flowers,

And gulfed in roaring floods, Italia's loss and ours !

Alas ! how could we with our lamp of hope
Read thy perplexed and darkened horoscope !

How could we know, when Destiny's great loom

Thy life's most precious threads inwove
With all love's rich embroidery of love,

That its bright tissue held the shade

Of death across the golden braid,

The inevitable woof of death and tragic doom !

When ties were sweetest, dearest ;

When love, when hope were nearest;
When eyes grew bright to greet thee ;

When arms were stretched to meet thee ;

When all thy life was flowering
As in a garden home,

The storm beyond was lowering,
The end of all was come !

I seem to hear

The grand sweet music of that earnest life,

Grander and sweeter in its later strife,

Stop, suddenly drowned amid the tempest drear;
I hear the harp whose strings,

Whose delicate thoughtful strings should well have played
Some hopeful melody of woods and springs ;
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Some high heroic march
Beneath a Roman arch,

Some lofty strain that made
The soul flush to its sharing
The soldier's toil and daring,

Swept, like a wind-harp, to wild agony
By bitter winds of destiny,

Then, musical no more,

Dead, mute, and shattered on the lonely shore !

VI.

Had Fate accorded with love's passionate prayer,
Had she lived on with us, with us grown old,

Through war, through peace, through present toil and care,

Through future progress ; could she now behold

The triumph of the land,

Standing where now we stand ;

The nation saved from brute Rebellion's strife,

And pledged to live a newer, healthier life ;

Had she but seen our wider range,
The splendor of our coming lights,

Her vision and her strength grown with her change
From lonely days and nights,

To all that woman needs to make complete
In wifehood and maternal ties

The ripened mind and heart, a union sweet,

Tender and strong and wise !

But ah ! Fate suffered not,

Nor stayed her hasting feet.

No record but a blot,

A cherished leaf or two

Of tender love, and true ;

No other relic sad and sweet

The cruel sea gave back

From out the storm and wrack,
From out the billows wild.

Only one little child

The weeping sailors bore

And buried on that shore,

All that the ocean left of thine and thee,

O friend, whom we again shall never see !

Where now, where,
O spirit pure, where walk those shining feet !

Whither, in groves beyond the treacherous seas,

Beyond our sense of time, divinely, dimly fair,

Brighter than gardens of Hesperides,
Whither dost thou move on, complete

And beauteous, ringed around

In mystery profound,

By gracious companies who share
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That strange supernal air!

Or art thou sleeping dreamless, knowing naught
Of good or ill, of life or death ?

Or art thou but a breeze of Heaven's breath,
A portion of all life, inwrought

In the eternal essence ? All in vain,

Tangled in misty webs of time,

Out on the undiscovered clime

Our clouded eyes we strain ;

We cannot pierce the veil.

As the proud eagles fail

Upon their upward track,

And flutter gasping back

From the thin empyrean, so, with wing
Baffled and humbled, we but guess
All we shall gain, by all the soul's distress,

All we shall be, by our poor worthiness.

And so we write and sing
Our dreams of time and space, and call them Heaven.

We only know that all is for the best;
To God we leave the rest.

So, reverent beneath the mystery
Of Life and Death, we yield

Back to the great Unknown the spirit given
A few brief years to blossom in our field.

Nor shall time's all-devouring sea

Despoil this brightest century
Of all thou hast been, and shalt ever be.

The age shall guard thy fame,
And reverence thy name.

There is no cloud on them. There is no death for thee !

C. P. Cranch.

SOME MEMORIES OF CHARLES DICKENS.

ON a sunny morning in October on a pleasant evening in June he died,

last the writer of these recollec- The spot is one of the loveliest in Kent,
tions heard from the author's lips the and must always be remembered as

first chapters of a new story, the con- the last residence of Charles Dickens,

eluding lines of which initial pages were He used to declare his firm belief

then scarcely dry from the pen. The that Shakespeare was specially fond of

story is unfinished, and he who read Kent, and that the poet chose Gad's

that autumn morning with such vigor Hill and Rochester for the scenery of

of voice and dramatic power is in his his plays from intimate personal knowl-

grave. This private reading took place edge of their localities. He said he

in the little room where the great nov- had no manner of doubt but that one

elist for many years has been accus- of Shakespeare's haunts was the old

tomed to write, and in the house where inn at Rochester, and that this convic-
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tion came forcibly upon him one night
as he was walking that way, and dis-

covered Charles's Wain over the chim-

ney just as Shakespeare has described

it, in words put into the mouth of the

carrier in King Henry the Fourth.

There is no prettier place than Gad's

Hill in all England for the earliest and

latest flowers, and Dickens chose it,

when he had arrived at the fulness of

his fame and prosperity, as the home
in which he most wished to spend the

remainder of his days. When a boy,
he would often pass the house with his

father, and frequently said to him,
" If

ever I have a dwelling of my own, Gad's

Hill Place is the house I mean to buy."
In that beautiful retreat he has for many
years been accustomed to welcome his

friends, and find relaxation from the

crowded life of London. On the lawn

playing at bowls, in the Swiss sum-

mer-house charmingly shaded by green

leaves, he always seemed the best part
of summer, beautiful as the season is

in the delightful region where he lived.

In a letter written not long ago to a

friend in America he thus described

his home :

" Divers birds sing here all day, and
the nightingales all night. The place
is lovely, and in perfect order. I have

put five mirrors in the Swiss chalet

(where I write), and they reflect and re-

fract, in all kinds of ways, the leaves

that are quivering at the windows, and

the great fields of waving corn, and the

sail-dotted river. My room is up among
the branches of the trees ;

and the

birds and the butterflies fly in and out,

and the green branches shoot in at the

open windows, and the lights and shad-

ows of the clouds come and go with

the rest of the company. The scent of

the flowers, and indeed of everything
that is growing for miles and miles, is

most delicious."

There he could be most thoroughly

enjoyed, for he never seemed so cheer-

fully at home anywhere else. At his

own table, surrounded by his family,
and a few guests, old acquaintances
from town, among them sometimes

Forster, Carlyle, Reade, Collins, Lay-

ard, Maclise, Stone, Macready, Tal-

fourd, he was always the choicest

and liveliest companion. He was not

what is called in society a professed

talker, but he was something far better

and rarer.

In his own inimitable manner he
would frequently relate to a friend, if

prompted, stories of his youthful days,
when he was toiling on the London

Morning Chronicle, passing sleepless
hours as a reporter on the road in a

post-chaise, driving day and night from

point to point to take down the speech-
es of Shiel or O'Connell. He liked to

describe the post-boys, who were ac-

customed to hurry him over the road

that he might reach London in advance

of his rival reporters, while, by the aid

of a lantern, he was writing out for

the press, as he flew over the ground,
the words he had taken down in short-

hand. Those were his days of severe

training, when in rain and sleet and
cold he dashed along, scarcely able to

keep the blinding mud out of his tired

eyes ;
and he imputed much of his abil-

ity for steady hard work to his practice
as a reporter, kept at his grinding busi-

ness, and determined if possible to earn

seven guineas a week. A large sheet

was started at this period of his life,

in which all the important speeches of

Parliament were to be reported verba-

tim for future reference. Dickens was

engaged on this gigantic journal. Mr.

Stanley had spoken at great length on
the condition of Ireland. It was a very

long and eloquent speech, occupying

many hours in the delivery. Eight re-

porters were sent in to do the work.

Each one was required to report three

quarters of an hour, then to retire,

write out his portion, and to be suc-

ceeded by the next. Young Dickens

was detailed to lead off with the first

part. It also fell to his lot, when the

time came round, to report the closing

portions of the speech. On Saturday
the whole was given to the press, and

Dickens ran down to the country for

a Sunday's rest. Sunday morning had

scarcely dawned, when his father, who
was a man of immense energy, made
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his appearance in his son's sleeping-
room. Mr. Stanley was so dissatisfied

with what he found in print, except the

beginning and ending of his speech

(just what Dickens had reported) that

he sent immediately to the office and
obtained the sheets of these parts of the

report. He there found the name of

the reporter, which, according to cus-

tom, was written on the margin. Then
he requested that the young man bear-

ing the name of Dickens should be im-

mediately sent for. Dickens's father,

all aglow with the prospect of probable

promotion in the office, went immedi-

ately to his son's stopping
-
place in

the country and brought him back to

London. In telling the story, Dickens

said :

"
I remember perfectly to this

day the aspect of the room I was shown

into, and the two gentlemen in it, Mr.

Stanley and his father. Both gentle-
men were extremely courteous to me,
but I noted their evident surprise at

the appearance of so young a man.
While we spoke together, I had taken

a seat extended to me in the middle

of the room. Mr. Stanley told me he

wished to go over the whole speech
and have it written out by me, and if I

were ready he would begin now. Where
would I like to sit ? I told him I was

very well where I was, and we could

begin immediately. He tried to induce

me to sit at a desk, but at that time in

the House of Commons there was noth-

ing but one's knees to write upon, and I

had formed the habit of doing my work
in that way. Without further pause he

began and went rapidly on, hour after

hour, to the end, often becoming very
much excited and frequently bringing
down his hand with great violence upon
the desk near which he stood."

No writer ever lived whose method
was more exact, whose industry was
more constant, and whose punctuality
was more marked, than those of Charles

Dickens. He never shirked labor, men-
tal or bodily. He rarely declined, if

the object were a good one, taking the

chair at a public meeting, or accepting
a charitable trust. Many widows and

orphans of deceased literary men have

for years been benefited by his wise

trusteeship or counsel, and he spent a

great portion of his time personally

looking after the property of the poor
whose interests were under his control.

He was, as has been intimated, one of

the most industrious of men, and mar-
vellous stories are told (not by himself)
of what he has accomplished in a given
time in literary and social matters. His
studies were all from nature and life, and
his habits of observation were untir-

ing. If he contemplated writing
" Hard

Times," he arranged with the master

of Astley's circus to spend many hours

behind the scenes with the riders and

among the horses ; and if the com-

position of the " Tale of Two Cities
"

were occupying his thoughts, he could

banish himself to France for two years
to prepare for that great work. Ho-

garth pencilled on his thumb-nail a

striking face in a crowd that he wished

to preserve ;
Dickens with his tran-

scendent memory chronicled in his mind
whatever of interest met his eye or

reached his ear, any time or anywhere.

Speaking of memory one day, he said

the memory of children was prodi-

gious ;
it was a mistake to fancy chil-

dren ever forgot anything. When he
was delineating the character of Mrs.

Pipchin, he had in his mind an old lodg-

ing-house keeper in -an English water-

ing-place where he was living with his

father and mother when he was but

two years old. After the book was
written he sent it to his sister, who
wrote back at once :

" Good heavens !

what does this mean ? you have painted
our lodging-house keeper, and you were

but two years old at that time !

" Char-

acters and incidents crowded the cham-
bers of his brain, all ready for use when
occasion required. No subject of hu-

man interest was ever indifferent to

him, and never a day went by that did

not afford him some suggestion to be

utilized in the future.

His favorite mode of exercise was

walking ;
and when in America, two

years ago, scarcely a day passed, no

matter what the weather, that he did

not accomplish his eight or ten miles.
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It was on these expeditions that he
liked to recount to the companion of

his rambles stories and incidents of

his early life
;
and when he was in the

mood, his fun and humor knew no
bounds. He would then frequently
discuss the numerous characters in

his delightful books, and would act out,

on the road, dramatic situations, where

Nickleby or Copperfield or Swiveller

would play distinguished parts. It is

remembered that he said, on one of

these occasions, that during the com-

position of his first stories he could

never entirely dismiss the characters

about whom he happened to be writing ;

that while the " Old Curiosity Shop
"

was in process of composition Little

Nell followed him about everywhere ;

that while he was writing
" Oliver

Twist "
Fagin the Jew would never let

him rest, even in his most retired mo-
ments ; that at midnight and in the

morning, on the sea and on the land,

Tiny Tim and Little Bob Cratchit were

ever tugging at his coat-sleeve, as if im-

patient for him to get back to his desk

and continue the story of their lives.

But he said after he had published sev-

eral books, and saw what serious de-

mands his characters were accustomed

to make for the constant attention of

his already overtasked brain, he re-

solved that the pTiantom individuals

should no longer intrude on his hours

of recreation and rest, but that when
he closed the door of his study he

would shut them all in, and only meet

them again when he came back to re-

sume his task. That force of will with

which he was so pre-eminently en-

dowed enabled him to ignore these

manifold existences till he chose to re-

new their acquaintance. He said, also,

that when the children of his brain

had once been launched, free and clear

of him, into the world, they would some-

times turn up in the most unexpected
manner to look their father in the

face.

Sometimes he would pull the arm of

his companion and whisper,
" Let us

avoid Mr. Pumblechook, who is cross-

ing the street to meet us"; or, "Mr.

Micawber is coming ;
let us turn down

this alley to get out of his way." He
always seemed to enjoy the fun of his

comic people, and had unceasing mirth

over Mr. Pickwick's misadventures,

In answer one day to a question,

prompted by psychological curiosity,
if he ever dreamed of any of his char-

acters, his reply was,
" Never ; and I

am convinced that no writer (judging
from my own experience, which cannot

be altogether singular, but must be a

type of the experience of others) has

ever dreamed of the creatures of his

own imagination. It would," he went
on to say,

" be like a man's dreaming
of meeting himself, which is clearly an

impossibility. Things exterior to one's

selfmust always be the basis of dreams."

The growing up of characters in his

mind never lost for him a sense of the

marvellous. " What an unfathomable

mystery there is in it all"!
" he said one

day. Taking up a wineglass, he con-

tinued :

"
Suppose I choose to call this

a character, fancy it a man, endue it

with certain qualities ;
and soon the

fine filmy webs of thought, almost im-

palpable, coming from every direction,

we know not whence, spin and weave

about it, until it assumes form and

beauty, and becomes instinct with life."

In society Dickens rarely referred to

the traits and characteristics of people
he had known

;
but during a long walk

in the country he delighted to recall

and describe the peculiarities, eccen-

tric and otherwise, of dead and gone as

well as living friends. Then Sydney
Smith and Jeffrey and Christopher

North and Talfourd and Hood and

Rogers seemed to live over again in his

vivid reproductions, made so impres-
sive by his marvellous memory and im-

agination. As he walked rapidly along
the road, he appeared to enjoy the keen

zest of his companion in the numer-

ous impersonations with which he was

indulging him.

He always had much to say of ani-

mals as well as of men, and there were

certain dogs and horses he had met

and known intimately which it was spe-

cially interesting to him to remember
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and picture. There was a particular

dog in Washington which he was never

tired of delineating. The first night
Dickens read in the Capital this dog
attracted his attention. " He came into

the hall by himself," said he, "got a

good place before the reading began,
and paid .strict attention throughout
He came the second night, and was

ignominiously shown out by one of the

check-takers. On the third night he

appeared again with another dog, which

he had evidently promised to pass in

free
; but you see," continued Dickens,

"
upon the imposition being unmasked,

the other dog apologized by a howl and

withdrew. His intentions, no doubt,

were of the best, but he afterwards rose

to explain outside, with such inconven-

ient eloquence to the reader and his

audience, that they were obliged to put
him down stairs."

In a letter written during his reading
tour in America, in 1868, and dated from

Albany, he says :

" We had all sorts of

adventures by the way, among which

two of the most notable were : I. Pick-

ing up two trains out of the water, in

which the passengers had been com-

posedly sitting all night, until relief

should arrive. 2. Unpacking and re-

leasing into the open country a great
train of cattle and sheep that had been

in the water I don't know how long,
and that had begun in their imprison-
ment to eat each other. I never could

have realized the strong and dismal ex-

pressions of which the faces of sheep
are capable, had I not seen the hag-

gard countenances of this unfortunate

flock, as they were tumbled out of their

dens and picked themselves up, and
made off, leaping wildly (many with

broken legs) over a great mound of

frozen snow, and over the worried body
of a deceased companion. Their mis-

ery was so very human, that I was

sorry to recognize several intimate ac-

quaintances conducting themselves in

this forlornly gymnastic manner." He
was such a firm believer in the mental

faculties of animals, that it would have

gone hard with a companion with whom
he was talking, if a doubt were thrown,

however inadvertently, on the mental

intelligence of any four-footed friend

that chanced to be at the time the

subject of conversation. All animals

which he took under his especial pat-

ronage seemed to have a marked affec-

tion for him. Quite a colony of dogs
has always been a feature at Gad's

Hill. When Dickens returned home
from his last visit to America, these

dogs were frequently spoken of in his

letters. In May, 1868, he writes: "As
you ask me about the dogs, I begin
with them. The two Newfoundland

dogs coming to meet me, with the

usual carriage and the usual driver, and

beholding me coming in my usual dress

out at the usual door, it struck me that

their recollection of my having been

absent for any unusual time was at

once cancelled. They behaved (they
are both young dogs) exactly in their

usual manner
; coming behind the bas-

ket phaeton as we trotted along, and

lifting their heads to have their ears

pulled, a special attention which

they receive from no one else. But
when I drove into the stable -yard,
Linda (the St. Bernard) was greatly

excited, weeping profusely, and throw-

ing herself on her back that she might
caress my foot with her great fore-paws.
M.'s little dog, too, Mrs. Bouncer,
barked in the greatest agitation, on

being called down and asked,
' Who

is this ?
'

tearing round and round me
like the dog in the Faust outlines."

In many walks and talks with Dick-

ens, his conversation, now, alas ! so im-

perfectly recalled, frequently ran on the

habits of birds, the raven, of course,

interesting him particularly. He al-

ways liked to have a raven hopping
about his grounds, and whoever has

read the new Preface to "
Barnaby

Rudge," must remember several of his

old friends in that line. He had quite a

fund of canary-bird anecdotes, and the

pert ways of birds that picked up worms
for a living afforded him infinite amuse-

ment. He would give a capital imita-

tion of the way a robin-redbreast cocks

his head on one side . preliminary to

a dash forward in the direction of
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a wriggling victim. There is a small

grave at Gad's Hill to which Dickens
would occasionally take a friend, and it

was quite a privilege to stand with him
beside the burial-place of little Dick,
the family's favorite canary.
There were certain books of which

Dickens liked to talk during his walks.

Among his especial favorites were the

writings of Cobbett, DeQuincey, the

Lectures on Moral Philosophy by Syd-

ney Smith, and Carlyle's French Revo-
lution. Of this latter Dickens said it was
the book of all others which he read per-

petually and of which he never tired,

the book which always appeared more

imaginative in proportion to the fresh

imagination he brought to it, a book for

inexhaustibleness to be placed before

every other book. When writing the
" Tale of Two Cities," he asked Carlyle
if he might see one of the books to

which he referred in his history ; where-

upon Carlyle packed up and sent down
to Gad's Hill all his reference vol-

umes, and Dickens read them faithful-

ly. But the more he read the more he

was astonished to find how the facts

had passed through the alembic of

Carlyle's brain and had come out and
fitted themselves, each as a part of one

great whole, making a compact result,

indestructible and unrivalled; and he

always found himself turning away from

the books of reference, and re-reading
with increased wonder this marvellous

new growth. There were certain books

particularly hateful to him, and of which

he never spoke except in terms of

most ludicrous raillery. Mr. Barlow, in

"Sandford and Merton," he said was
the favorite enemy of his boyhood and
his first experience of a bore. He had an

almost supernatural hatred for Barlow,
" because he was so very instructive,

and always hinting doubts with regard
to the veracity of " Sindbad the Sailor,"

and had no belief whatever in ' The
Wonderful Lamp

' or The Enchanted

Horse.' " Dickens rattling his mental

cane over the head of Mr. Barlow was
as much better than any play as can be

well imagined. He gloried in many of

Hood's poems, especially in that biting

Ode to Rae Wilson, and he would ges-
ticulate with a fine fervor the lines,

". . . . the hypocrites who ope Heaven's door

Obsequious to the sinful man of riches,
But put the wicked, naked, bare-legged poor

In parish stocks instead of breeches."

One of his favorite books was Pepys's
Diary, the curious discovery of the key
to which, and the odd characteristics of

its writer, were a never-failing source

of interest and amusement to him. The
vision of Pepys hanging round the

door of the theatre, hoping for an invi-

tation to go in, not being able to keep
away in spite of a promise he had
made to himself that he would spend
no more money foolishly, delighted
him. Speaking one day of Gray, the

author of the Elegy, he said :
" No poet

ever came walking down to posterity
with so small a book under his arm."

He preferred Smollett to Fielding, put-

ting "Peregrine Pickle " above "Tom
Jones." Of the best novels by his con-

temporaries he always spoke with warm

commendation, and "Griffith Gaunt"
he thought a production of very high
merit. He was "hospitable to the

thought
" of all writers who were real-

ly in earnest, but at the first exhibi-

tion of floundering or inexactness he

became an unbeliever. People with

dislocated understandings he had no
tolerance for.

He was passionately fond of the thea-

tre, loved the lights and music and flow-

ers, and the happy faces ofthe audience
;

he was accustomed to say that his love

of the theatre never failed, and, no mat-

ter how dull the play, he was always
careful while he sat in the box to make
no sound which could hurt the feelings
of the actors, or show any lack of atten-

tion. His genuine enthusiasm for Mr.

Fechter's acting was most interesting.
He loved to describe seeing him first,

quite by accident, in Paris, having
strolled into a little theatre there one

night.
" He was making love to a

woman," Dickens said, "and he so

elevated her as well as himself by
the sentiment in which he enveloped

her, that they trod in a purer ether,
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and in another sphere, quite lifted out

of the present.
'

By heavens !

'

I said

to myself, 'a man who can do this can

do anything.' I never saw two people
more purely and instantly elevated by
the power of love. The manner, also,"

he continued, "in which he presses
the hem of the dress of Lucy in the

Bride of Lammermoor is something
wonderful. The man has genius in

him which is unmistakable."

Life behind the scenes was always
a fascinating study to Dickens. " One
of the oddest sights a green-room can

present," he said one day, "is when

they are collecting children for a pan-
tomime. For this purpose the prompt-
er calls together all the women in the

ballet, and begins giving out their

names in order, while they press about

him eager for the chance of increasing
their poor pay by the extra pittance
their children will receive. ' Mrs. John-

son, how many ?' 'Two, sir.' 'What

ages ?
' ' Seven and ten.'

' Mrs. B.,

how many ?
' and so on, until the re-

quired number is made up. The peo-

ple who go upon the stage, however

poor their pay or hard their lot, love it

too well ever to adopt another vocation

of their free-will. A mother will fre-

quently be in the wardrobe, children

in the pantomime, elder sisters in the

ballet, etc."

Dickens's habits as a speaker differed

from those of most orators. He gave no

thought to the composition of the speech
he was to make till the day before he

was to deliver it. No matter whether

the effort was to be a long or a short

one, he never wrote down a word of

what he was going to say ; but when the

proper time arrived for him to consider

his subject, he took a walk into the

country and the thing was done. When
he returned he was all ready for his task.

He liked to talk about the audiences

that came to hear him 'read, and he

gave the palm to his Parisian one,

saying it was the quickest to catch his

meaning. Although he said there were

many always present in his room in

Paris who did not fully understand
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English, yet the French eye is so quick
to detect expression that it never failed

instantly to understand what he meant

by a look or an act.
"
Thus, for instance,"

he said,
" when I was impersonating

Steerforth in " David Copperfield," and

gave that peculiar grip of the hand to

Emily's lover, the French audience

burst into cheers and rounds of ap-

plause." He said with reference to

the preparation of his readings, that it

was three months' hard labor to get up
one of his own stories for public recita-

tion, and he thought he had greatly im-

proved his presentation of the " Christ-

mas Carol "
while in this country. He

considered the storm scene in " David

Copperfield
" one of the most effective

of his readings. The character of Jack

Hopkins in " Bob Sawyer's Party
" he

took great delight in representing.
It gave him a natural pleasure when

he heard quotations from his own books

introduced without effort into conver-

sation. He did not always remember,
when his own words were quoted, that

he was himself the author of them, and

appeared astounded at the memory of

others in this regard. He said Mr.

Secretary Stanton had a most extraor-

dinary knowledge of his books and a

power of taking the text up at any

point, which he supposed to belong to

only one person, and that person not

himself.

It was said of Garrick that he was

the cheerfullest man of his age. This

can be as truly said of Charles Dick-

ens. In his presence there was per-

petual sunshine, and gloom was ban-

ished as having no sort of relation-

ship with him. No man suffered more

keenly or sympathized more fully than

he did with want and misery; but his

motto was,
" Don't stand and cry ;

press forward and help remove the

difficulty." The speed with which he

was accustomed to make the deed fol-

low his yet speedier sympathy was

seen pleasantly on the day of his visit

to the School-ship in Boston Harbor.

He said, previously to going on board

that ship, nothing would tempt him to

make a speech, for he should always
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be obliged to do it on similar occa-

sions, if he broke through his rule so

early in his reading tour. But Judge
Russell had no sooner finished his

simple talk, to which the boys listened,

as they always do, with eager faces,

than Dickens rose as if he could not

help it, and with a few words so mag-
netized them that they wore their hearts

in their eyes as if they meant to keep
the words forever. An enthusiastic

critic once said of John Ruskin,
" that

he could discover the Apocalypse in a

daisy." As noble a discovery may be

claimed for Dickens. He found all the

fair humanities blooming in the low-

liest hovel. He never put on the good
Samaritan : that character was native

to him. Once while in this country,
on a bitter, freezing afternoon, night

coming down in a drifting snow-storm,
he was returning from a long walk

in the country with a single compan-
ion. The wind and baffling sleet were

so furious that the street in which they

happened to be fighting their way was

quite deserted
;

it was almost impos-
sible to see across it, the air was so

thick with the tempest ;
all conversa-

tion between the friends had ceased,

for it was only possible to breast the

storm by devoting their whole energies

to keeping on their feet ; they seemed

,to be walking in a different atmosphere
from any they had ever before encoun-

tered. All at once Dickens was missed

from his companion's side. What had

become of him ? Had he gone down
in the drift, utterly exhausted, and was

the snow burying him out of sight ?

Very soon the sound of his cheery voice

was heard oti the other side of the way.
With great difficulty, over the piled-up

snow, his .companion struggled across

the street,and there found him lifting

up, almost by main force, a blind old

man who .had got bewildered by the

storm, and had fallen down unnoticed,

quite unable to proceed. Dickens, a

long distance away from him, with that

tender, sensitive, and penetrating vis-

ion, ever on the alert for suffering in

any form, had rushed at once to the

rescue, comprehending ai a glance the

situation of the sightless man. To help
him to his feet and aid him homeward
in the most natural and simple way
afforded Dickens such a pleasure as

only the benevolent by intuition can

understand.

Throughout his life Dickens was

continually receiving tributes from those

he had benefited, either by his books

or by his friendship. There is an odd

and very pretty story (vouched for here

as true) connected with the influence he

so widely exerted. Last winter, soon

after he came up to London to reside

for a few months, he received a letter

from a man telling him that he had

begun life in the most humble way
possible, and that he considered he

owed his subsequent great success and

such education as he had given him-

self entirely to the encouragement and

cheering influence he had derived from

Dickens's books, of which he had been

a constant reader from his childhood.

He had been made a partner in his

master's business, and when the head

of the house died, the other day, it was

found he had left the whole of his

large property to this man. As soon

as he came into possession of this

fortune, his mind turned to Dickens,
whom he looked upon as his bene-

factor and teacher, and his first desire

was to tender him some testimonial

of gratitude and veneration. He then

begged Dickens to accept a large sum
of money. Dickens declined to receive

the money, but his unknown friend sent

him instead two silver table ornaments

of great intrinsic value bearing this in-

scription : "To Charles Dickens, from

one who has been cheered and stimu-

lated by his writings, and held the au-

thor amongst his first Remembrances
when he became prosperous." One of

these silver ornaments was supported

by three figures, representing three

seasons. In the original design there

were, of course, four, but the donor

was so averse to associating the idea

of Winter in any sense with Dick-

ens that he caused the workman to

alter the design and leave only the

cheerful seasons. No event in the
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great author's career was ever more

gratifying and pleasant to him.

His friendly letters were exquisitely

turned, and are among his most charm-

ing compositions. They abound in fe-

licities only like himself. In 1860 he

writes to an American traveller sojourn-

ing in Italy :
"

I should like to have a

walk through Rome with you this bright

morning (for it really is bright in Lon-

don), and convey you over some favor-

ite ground of mine. I used to go up
the street of Tombs, past the tomb of

Cecilia Metella, away out upon the

wild campagna, and by the old Ap-

pian Road (easily tracked out among
the ruins and primroses), to Albano.

There, at a very dirty inn, I used to

have a very dirty lunch, generally with

the family's dirty linen lying in a cor-

ner, and inveigle some very dirty
Vetturino in sheep-skin to take me
back to Rome."

Writing from a Western city in 1868,

he says :
" The hotel here is a dreary

institution, but I have an impression
we must be in the wrong one, and buoy
myself up with a devout belief in the

other over the way. The awakening
to consciousness this morning on a

lop-sided bedstead facing nowhere, in

a room holding nothing but sour dust,

was more terrible than the being afraid to

go to bed last night. To keep ourselves

up, we played whist (double dummy)
until neither of us could bear to speak to

the other any more. We had previous-

ly* supped on a tough old nightmare,
named Buffalo. What do you think of

a * fowl de poulet
'

? or a * Paettie de

Shay
'

? or *

celary
'

? or '

murange
with cream '

? Because all these deli-

cacies are in the printed bill of fare !

We asked the Irish waiter what ' Pact-

tie de Shay
'

was, and he said it was
* the Frinch name the steward giv' to

oyster pattie.'
''

In a letter written during his last

course of readings in various parts of

England he wrote :

" B (setting

aside remembrances of Roderick Ran-

dom and Humphrey Clinker) looked, I

fancied, just as if a cemetery full of old

people had somehow made a successful

rise against Death, carried the place

by assault, and built a city with the

gravestones ;
in which they were

trying to look alive, but with very in-

different success."

In a little note to a friend who had
been consulting him the day before

about the purchase of some old furni-

ture in London he wrote :

" There is

a chair (without a bottom) at a shop
near the office, which I think would
suit you. It cannot stand of itself, but

will almost seat somebody, if you put
it in a corner, and prop one leg up with

two wedges and cut another leg off.

The proprietor asks 20, but says he
admires literature and would take ^18.
He is of republican principles and I

think would take 17 igs. 6 d., from a

cousin ;
shall I secure this prize ? It is

very ugly and wormy, and it is related,

but without proof, that on one occasion

Washington declined to sit down in it."

After his return home from America
he was constantly boasting in his let-

ters of his renewed health. In one of

them he says :
"

I am brown now beyond
belief, and cause the greatest disap-

pointment in all quarters by looking so

well. It is really wonderful what those

fine days at sea did for me. My doctor

was quite broken down in spirits when
he saw me for the first time since my
return last Saturday.

' Good heavens,'

he said, recoiling, 'seven years young-
er!'"

Bright colors were a constant de-

light to him ; and the gay hues of flow-

ers were those most welcome to his

eye. When the rhododendrons were

in bloom in Cobham Park, the seat of

his friend and neighbor, Lord Darn-

ley, he always counted on taking his

guests there to enjoy the magnificent
show. In a letter dated in April,

1869, he says to a friend who antici-

pated making him a visit from Ameri-

ca :
" Please look sharp in the matter of

landing on this used-up, worn-out, and

rotten old parient. I rather think that

when the I2th of June shall have sha-

ken off these shackles "
(he was then

reading in London) "there will be bor-

age on the lawn at Gad's. Your heart's
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desires in that matter and in the minor

particulars of Cobham Park, Rochester

Castle, and Canterbury shall be ful-

filled, please God ! The red jackets
shall turn out again on the turnpike

road, and picnics among the cherry or-

chards and hop gardens shall be heard

of in Kent." (He delighted to turn out

for the delectation of his Transatlantic

cousins a couple of postilions in the

old red jackets of the old red royal
Dover road, making the ride as much
as possible like a holiday drive in Eng-
land fifty years ago.)
When in the mood for humorous

characterization, Dickens's hilarity was
most amazing. To hear him tell a

ghost story with a very florid imitation

of a very pallid ghost, or hear him

sing an old-time stage song, such as he
used to enjoy in his youth at a cheap
London theatre, to see him imitate a
lion in a menagerie-cage, or the clown
in a pantomime when he flops and folds

himself up like a jack-knife, or to join
with him in some mirthful game of

his own composing, was to become ac-

quainted with one of the most delightful
and original companions in the world.

On one occasion, during a walk, he
chose to run into the wildest of vagaries
about conversation. The ludicrous vein

he indulged in during that two hours'

stretch can never be forgotten. Among
other things, he said he had often

thought how restricted one's conversa-

tion must become when one was visit-

ing a man who was to be hanged in

half an hour. He went on in a most

surprising manner to imagine all sorts

of difficulties in the way of becoming
interesting to the poor fellow. "Sup-
pose," said he,

"
it should be a rainy

morning while you are making the call,

you could not possibly indulge in the

remark,
' We shall have fine weather

to-morrow, sir,' for what would that be

to him ? For my part, I think," said

he,
"

I should confine my observations

to the days of Julius Caesar or King
Alfred."

At another time when speaking of

what was constantly said about him in

certain newspapers, he observed :

"
I

notice that about once in every seven

years I become the victim of a para-

graph disease. It breaks out in. Eng-
land, travels to India by the overland

route, gets to America per Cunard line,

strikes the base of the Rocky Moun-
tains, and rebounding back to Europe,
mostly perishes on the steppes of Rus-
sia from inanition and extreme cold."

When he felt he was not under obser-

vation, and that tomfoolery would not

be frowned upon or gazed at with as-

tonishment, he gave himself up with-

out reserve to healthy amusement and

strengthening mirth, It was his mis-

sion to make people happy. Words of

good cheer were native to his lips, and
he was always doing what he could to

lighten the lot of all who came into his

beautiful presence. His talk was sim-

ple, natural, and direct, never dropping
into circumlocution nor elocution. Now
that he is gone, whoever has known him

intimately for any considerable period
of time will linger over his tender re-

gard for, and his engaging manner

with, children ; his cheery
" Good Day

"

to poor people he happened to be pass-

ing in the road
;
his trustful and ear-

nest " Please God," when he was prom-
ising himself any special pleasure, like

rejoining an old friend or returning

again to scenes he loved. At such

times his voice had an irresistible pa-
thos in it, and his smile diffused a sen-

sation like music. When he came into

the presence of squalid or degraded

persons, such as one sometimes en-

counters in almshouses or prisons, he

had such soothing words to scatter

here and there, that those who had
been " most hurt by the archers "

lis-

tened gladly, and loved him without

knowing who it was that found it in

his heart to speak so kindly to them.

Oftentimes during long walks in the

streets and by-ways of London, or

through the pleasant Kentish lanes, or

among the localities he has rendered

forever famous in his books, his com-

panion has recalled the sweet words
in which Shakespeare has embalmed
one of the characters in Love's Labor
Lost :
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" A merrier man,

Within the limit of becoming mirth,

I never spent an hour's talk withal :

His eye begets occasion for his wit ;

For every object that the one doth catch

The other turns to a mirth-moving jest,

Which his fair tongue, conceit's expositor,

Delivers in such apt and gracious words

That aged ears play truant at his tales,

And younger hearings are quite ravished ;

So sweet and voluble is his discourse."

Twenty years ago Daniel Webster

said that Dickens had already done

more to ameliorate the condition of the

English poor than all the statesmen

Great Britain had sent into Parliament.

During the unceasing demands upon his

time and thought, he found opportuni-
ties of visiting personally those haunts

of suffering in London which needed

the keen eye and sympathetic heart to

bring them before the public for relief.

Whoever has accompanied him on his

midnight walks into the cheap lodging-
houses provided for London's lowest

poor cannot have failed to learn les-

sons never to be forgotten. Newgate
and Smithfield were lifted out of their

abominations by his eloquent pen, and

many a hospital is to-day all the better

charity for having been visited and
watched by Charles Dickens. To use

his own words, through his whole life

he did what he could " to lighten the

lot' of those rejected ones whom the

world has too long forgotten and too

often misused."

These inadequate, and, of necessity,

hastily written, records must suffice for

the present and stand for what they are

worth as personal recollections of the

great author who has made so many
millions happy by his inestimable ge-
nius and sympathy. His life will no

doubt be written out in full by some

competent hand in England ; but how-
ever numerous the volumes of his biog-

raphy, the half can hardly be told of

the good deeds he has accomplished
for his fellow-men.

And who could ever tell, if those vol-

umes were written, of the subtle quali-

ties of insight and sympathy which ren-

dered him capable of friendship above

most men, which enabled him to re-

instate its ideal, and made his presence
a perpetual joy, and separation from

him an ineffaceable sorrow ?

REVIEWS AND LITERARY NOTICES.

Alaska and its Resoiirces. By WILLIAM H.

DALL, Director of the Scientific Corps of

the late Western Union Telegraph Expe-
dition. Boston : Lee and Shepard.

THE impression of faithful observation

and of honest work is one that attends the

reader everywhere in Mr. Ball's somewhat

ponderous book, and that goes far towards

consoling him for want of an attractive ar-

rangement of facts. But the subject is so

interesting, and Mr. Ball's material is so

abundant, that now, having handsomely ful-

filled whatever duty he owed to science by
the methodical and straightforward state-

ment of results and opinions, we wish he

might find it practicable to produce a

smaller and lighter book embodying such

general knowledge of Alaska as most peo-

ple care to acquire. Of course, the very
curious will go to the present volume for

information, but its size, cost, and char-

acter will hinder it from becoming pop-

ular, though no one is so well qualified

as Mr. Ball to tell us of that strange coun-

try.

Mr. Ball does not lead us to believe that

Alaska is going to exercise any very po-

tent or immediate influence upon our des-

tinies. His claims for a region in which he

spent two years of active study are modest

enough, and are succinctly stated at the

close of his personal narrative :

" The territory is not likely to be pop-
ulous for many years, and should rather

be regarded as a great storehouse of fish,

timber, and fur ; from which American citi-

zens alone should be allowed to draw sup-


